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INTRODUCTION. 


Wx  have  now  reaelied  the  period  of  Brownmgf  s  old  age,  and 
of  the  final  expression  of  his  poetical  gifts.  For  the  most  part, 
this  Tdame  shows  a  retam  to  his  Ijrieal  mood,  and  he  b  less 
didaetic  and  philosophical  than  in  his  earliest  poems  or  in  those 
of  his  middle  age.  His  hiter  poems  as  a  whole  do  not  keep 
quite  to  the  level  of  his  DramnMc  J^amancea  and  Men  and 
Womenf  hat  in  single  instances,  at  least,  they  reach  the  same 
height 

The  translation  of  the  Agamemium  of  iEsehylns  was  pab- 
lished  in  1877,  and  followed  along  the  same  general  lines  as  the 
prerioos  treatment  of  Euripides,  being  very  ragged  a^^— ^ 
and  literal  Professor  J.  P.  Mahaify  said  that  the  "»- 
translator  <^  has  given  as  an  over-faithfal  version  from  his  match- 
less hand,  —  matchless  in  conveying  the  sjnrit  of  the  Greek 
poets.  Bat  in  this  instance  he  has  outdone  his  original  in  rog^ 
gedness,  owing  to  his  excess  of  conscience  as  a  translator." 

Among  Browning^s  earliest  friends  was  Miss  Anne  Bdgerton- 
Smith,  proprietor  of  the  Liverpool  Jferoury,  whom  he  first  met 
when  she  was  a  yoang  woman,  in  Florence,  and  with  g^_,^ 
whom  he  became  intimately  acqoainted  in  after  years 
in  London.  They  were  both  devoted  lovers  of  masic,  and  fre- 
qnenlly  attended  concerts  together.  They  spent  the  sammer  of 
1877  in  the  Savoyard  Moantaius  of  Switzerland,  near  Geneva, 
at  a  villa  called '*  La  Saisias."  <^  How  bvely  is  tiiis  place  in  its 
solitade  and  sedasion,**  Browning  wrote,  '^  with  its  trees  and 
shnibsy  and  flowers,  and,  abo?e  all,  its  live  moantain  stream, 
whieh  sapplies  three  f oontaius  and  two  deligfatfal  baths,  a  mar* 
vel  of  delicate  delight  framed  in  with  trees,  — I  bathe  there 
twice  a  day,— and  then  what  wonderfal  views  from  the  chalet 
sn  every  ride  1    Geneva  Ijring  ander  as,  with  the  lake  and  the 
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whole  pbun  bounded  by  the  Jam  and  our  own  Saftre,  which 
ktter  seeniB  rather  dose  behind  our  house,  and  yet  takes  a  hard 
hour  and  a  half  to  ascend,  —  all  this  yon  can  imagine,  since 
yon  know  the  environs  of  the  town :  the  peace  and  the  quiet 
move  me  the  most" 

Into  the  midst  of  this  peace  and  qniet  came  the  sodden  death 
of  Miss  Edgerton-Smith,  as  she  was  preparing  with  the  other 
gaests  to  climb  the  mountain,  September  14.  This  event  gave 
Browning  a  severe  shock,  and  the  train  of  thooght  awakened 
was  worked  oat  into  the  poem  which  was  written  daring  the 
next  two  months.  In  it  he  restated  his  faith  in  God  and  im- 
mortality, basing  his  argument  on  the  uncertainly  in  regard  to 
the  f atare  for  the  supreme  worth  of  the  present  life  as  the  time 
for  probation  and  training.  The  incident  at  La  Saisiaz,  how- 
ever, only  gave  crisis  to  Browning's  thinking ;  for  the  germ  of 
the  poem  was  a  letter  written  him  in  1876  by  a  correspondent 
who  thanked  him  for  the  hope  and  cheer  of  his  poems,  especially 
Maibbi  ben  Ezra  and  Abt  Voglerj  which  had  enabled  her  to 
keep  her  religious  faith,  and  to  hold  steadily  to  her  trust  in 
immortality.  The  following  letter  in  reply  will  be  found  the 
best  possible  commentary  on  the  poem :  — 

^'  It  would  ill  become  me  to  waste  a  word  on  my  own  feelings, 
except  inasmuch  as  they  can  be  common  to  us  both  in  such  situ- 
ation as  you  describe  yours  to  be,  and  which,  by  sympathy,  I 
can  make  mine  by  the  anticipation  of  a  few  years  at  most  It 
is  a  great  thing  —  the  greatest-— that  a  human  being  should 
have  passed  the  probation  of  life,  and  sum  up  its  experience  in 
a  witness  to  the  power  and  love  of  God.  I  dare  congratulate 
you.  All  the  help  I  can  offer,  in  my  poor  degree,  is  the  assur- 
ance that  I  see  ever  more  reason  to  hold  by  the  same  hope,  and 
that  by  no  means  in  ignorance  of  what  has  been  advanced  to 
the  contrary ;  and  for  your  sake  I  would  wish  it  to  be  true  that 
I  had  so  much  of  *  genius  *  as  to  permit  the  testimony  of  an  espe* 
dally  privileged  insight  to  come  in  aid  of  the  ordinary  argu- 
ment. For  I  know  I  myself  have  been  aware  of  the  commu- 
nication of  something  more  subtle  than  a  ratiodnative  process, 
when  the  convictions  of  ^genius  *  have  thrilled  my  sod  to  its 
depdi,  as  when  Napdeon,  shutting  up  the  New  Testament,  said 
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of  Chrifity  ^  Do  yoa  know  that  I  am  an  nndentandor  of  menF 
Well,  he  was  no  man  1 '  (SaTe&>ToaB  qae  je  me  oonnais  en 
hommes  ?  £h  bien,  celni-lA  ne  fat  pas  on  homme.)  Or  as  when 
Charles  Lamb,  in  a  gay  fancy  with  some  friends  as  to  how  he 
and  they  would  feel  if  the  greatest  of  the  dead  were  to  appear 
suddenly  in  flesh  and  blood  once  more,  on  the  final  suggestion, 
'And  if  Christ  entered  this  room  ? '  changed  his  manner  at  once, 
and  stuttered  out,  —  as  his  manner  was  when  moved,  —  ^  You 
see,  if  Shakespeare  entered  we  should  all  rise ;  if  He  appeared, 
we  must  kneeL'  Or,  not  to  multiply  instances,  as  when  Dante 
wrote  what  I  will  transcribe  from  my  wife's  Testament,  wherein 
I  recorded  it  fourteen  years  ago :  '  Thus  I  belieye,  thus  I  af- 
firm, thus  I  am  certain  it  is,  that  from  this  life  I  shall  pass  to 
another  better,  there;,  where  that  lady  liyes  of  whom  my  soul 
was  enamored.' " 

In  1866  Browning  spent  his  summer  vacation  at  Le  Croisic, 
a  little  seaside  Uawn  on  the  peninsula  at  the  southeast  corner  of 
Brittany.     In  one  of  his  letters  written  there  he  de-  ^^^ 
scribed  his  surroundings :  ''  We  are  in  the  most  deli-  pokbov 

Ciomo. 

dous  and  peculiar  old  house  I  ever  occupied,  the  oldest 
in  the  town,  —  plenty  of  great  rooms,  —  nearly  as  much  space 
as  in  Villa  Alberti.  The  little  town  and  surrounding  country 
are  wild  and  primitive,  even  a  trifle  beyond  Pomic,  perhaps. 
Close  by  is  Batz,  a  village  where  the  men  dress  in  white  from 
head  to  foot,  with  baggy  breeches  and  great  black  flap  hats ; 
opposite  is  Gu^rande,  the  old  capital  of  Bretagne,  and  other 
interesting  places  are  near.  The  sea  is  all  round  our  peninsula, 
and  on  the  whole  I  expect  we  shall  like  it  very  much."  After 
leaving  the  place  he  wrote :  ^*  We  enjoyed  Croisic  increasingly 
to  the  last."  During  his  stay  in  the  town  he  inquired  into  its 
history,  and  sought  out  a  knowledge  of  its  antiquities,  its  legends 
and  traditions.  When  again  spending  a  vacation  there,  in  Sep- 
tember, 1868,  he  began  the  writing  of  Uie  poem  in  which  he  made 
use  of  his  researches  into  the  literary  history  of  the  place.  The 
poem  was  not  published  until  1878,  when  it  appeared  in  one 
volume  with  La  Saisiaz. 

The  first  series  of  DramaHc  Idyls  was  begun  in  1878  ;  and, 
while  spending  the  vacation  of  that  year  in  a  comfortable  hotel 
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in  the  SplOgen  Fkit,  he  was  bosUy  engaged  apon  them.  The 
monntain  air  rtimnlated  his  prodnetiTe  powers,  and  he  worked 
with  soeh  rapiditjr  that  his  sister  refused  to  remain  in  so  ezeiting 
i^^^MJLrm  >ui  atmosphere.  They  went  on  to  Asolo  and  Veniee, 
^""^  where  the  series  was  completed;  and  it  was  pablished 
in  1879.  Mrs.  Orr  says  the  volume  '^sent  a  thrill  of  sorprised 
admiration  through  the  pablie  mind,"  doabtless  because  of  its 
lyrical  power,  and  its  keen  insight  into  various  phases  of  human 
experience.  The  second  series  was  produced  at  the  same  rapid 
pace,  and  was  published  in  1880.  These  lyrical  poems  were 
based  on  incident,  legend,  or  myth  with  which  the  poet  had 
become  acquainted  in  his  extensiye  reading.  Some  of  these 
came  to  his  knowledge  in  youth  or  early  manhood,  and  were 
now  for  the  first  time  used,  as  in  the  case  of  Ned  BraUSy  Fietro 
ofAbano^  and  others. 

A  lighter  and  more  humorous  vein  appeared  in  the  poems 
written  during  1881  and  1882,  which  was  indicated  by  the  title 
pven  the  volume  in  which  they  were  published,  during  the 
spring  of  1883.  The  title  of  this  volume  is  mentioned  in  a 
foot-note  to  the  Note  at  the  end  of  FaraeeUtu^  where  the  poet 
speaks  of  ''such  rubbish  as  Melander's  JoeoeeriaJ* 
In  a  letter,  accompanying  a  copy  of  the  volume,  sent 
to  a  friend, Browning  wrote :  ''The  title  is  taken  from  the  work 
of  Melander  (Schwartsmann),  reviewed,  by  a  curious  coinci* 
dence,  in  the  Blackwood  of  this  month  [February,  1883].  I 
referred  to  it  in  a  note  to  Faraedeue.  The  two  Hebrew  quota- 
tions (put  in  to  give  a  grave  look  to  what  is  mere  fun  and  in- 
vention), being  translated,  amount  to  (1)  '  A  Collection  of  lies ' 
[p.  233] ;  and  (2),  an  old  saying, '  From  Moses  to  Moses  arose 
none  like  Moses  *  [p.  234]."  Otho  Schwartsmann  (Grascised 
into  Melander,  aecording  to  the  fssbion  of  the  age)  was  bom  in 
1671,  and  died  in  1640.  He  was  the  son  of  a  Lutheran  clergy- 
man, graduated  at  Marbourg,  and  became  a  lawyer.  In  1594 
he  published  Centwria  Controverearum  jurie  feudalis,  and  in 
1599  Exegeeie  Mine  Studii  FolUieL  His  Joeoe&ria  was  a  col- 
lection of  stories  both  grave  and  gay.  He  drew  from  many 
sources,  andent  and  modem,  and  from  all  countries.  He  had 
read  mueh,  and  into  his  book  he  put  all  the  good  stories  and 
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aneedotes  lie  eodd  find.  In  tdHng  some  of  tliese  stories  he  waa 
Tery  gmve ;  in  odien  he  tried  to  be  very  jocose  and  amusing, 
which  aeooonts  for  his  tide.  Mehmder  also  Ulnstrated  clerical 
UfOy  the  follies  of  womeny  the  peculiarities  of  various  professionSy 
told  old  stories  and  jests  in  a  new  form,  and  had  many  aneo- 
dotes  of  witchcraft 

In  his  next  yolnme,  FertBhtMB  FanoUs^  published  in  1884, 
Browning  returned  to  his  more  specolatiye  mood,  thoagh  in 
some  of  his  poems,  and  especially  in  the  shorter  lyrics,  ^^^  _ 
he  showed  moeh  of  his  old  gift  for  rapid  lyrical  ez-  tab*i  fa» 
pression.  This  volnme  was  suggested  by  a  fable  of 
FSipay,  or  Bidpai,  which  was  read  by  him  when  a  boy.  This  he 
▼ersified,  and  the  thought  came  to  him  to  follow  it  with  other 
poems  in  the  same  sfyle  to  form  a  series.  The  poems  that  suc- 
eeeded  were  produced  under  the  influence  of  three  Oriental 
books,  the  Fdble9  of  Bidpai,  Firdusi's  Shah  Nameh,  and  Job. 

Had  Browning  continued  this  series  of  poems  as  he  began 
it,  the  resemblance  to  the  Fables  of  Bidpai  in  outward  form 
would  have  been  very  dose.  However,  after  the  first  poem,  he 
dropped  the  element  of  fable  and  made  his  poems  a  series  of 
philosophical  discussions ;  and  yet  enough  of  the  story  element 
remains  to  bring  Bidpai  distinctly  to  mind.  Ferishtah  very 
much  resembles  Bidpai  the  philosopher,  as  he  appears  in  the 
FcMes.  His  character  as  a  sage,  and  his  manner  of  teaching, 
are  quite  Amilar. 

Another  feature  of  the  book  is  that  obtained  from  Firdusi's 
great  epic  poem  of  Persia,  AeShahNameh.  The  name  Ferish- 
tah  is  evidently  itself  Persian,  and,  though  it  does  not  appear 
in  the  Shah  Nameh^jet  Ferishtah  is  the  name  of  a  Persian  his* 
torian  of  the  eighteenth  century.  No  part  of  the  machinery 
of  Ferishtah's  Fancies  is  taken  from  Firdusi,  nor  has  Brown- 
ing made  use  of  any  of  the  legends  of  the  Persian  epic.  Yet  it 
has  frequent  reference  to  the  &bulous  heroes,  characters,  and 
incidents  in  FirdusL 

Another  element  in  Ferishtah' s  Fancies  is  that  taken  from 
die  book  of  Job,  though  it  does  not  equal  that  from  the  Fables 
rf  Bidpai  or  die  Shah  Nameh,  Browning  had  evident^  given 
tome  attendon  to  the  critical  discussion  of  the  origin  of  the  book 
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xiv  INTRODUCTION 

of  Job,  for  he  suggests  that  it  is  aPersian  book.  Scholars  haye 
often  been  of  the  opinion  that  Job  is  not  distinctly  Hebrew,  bat 
Arabic  or  Syriac  in  origin,  and  in  some  of  the  characteristics  of 
its  teachings.  Some  of  the  teachings  indicate  that  the  author 
may  have  come  in  contact  with  the  religion  of  Zoroaster ;  for 
while  Job  is  a  stem  monotheist,  he  belieyes  that  God  is  opposed 
by  an  intriguing  Adversary. 

In  a  letter  to  a  friend,  written  soon  after  this  series  of  poems 
was  published,  Browning  said :  ^'  I  hope  and  belieye  that  one 
or  two  careful  readings  of  the  Poem  will  make  its  sense  dear 
enough.  Above  all,  pray  allow  for  the  Poet's  inventiveness  in 
any  case,  and  do  not  suppose  there  is  more  than  a  thin  disguise 
of  a  few  Persian  names  and  allusions.  There  was  no  such  per- 
son as  Ferishtah,  —  the  stories  are  all  inventions.  .  .  .  The 
Hebrew  quotations  are  put  in  for  a  purpose,  as  a  direct  acknow- 
ledgment that  certain  doctrines  may  be  found  in  the  Old  Book, 
which  the  Goncoctors  of  Novel  Schemes  of  Morality  put  forth 
as  discoveries  of  their  own."  The  mottoes  indicate  the  humor- 
ous and  fictitiously  Oriental  manner  of  the  poem. 

Various  indications  had  begun  to  appear  in  Browning's  poems 
of  his  growing  age,  and  of  his  return  to  the  tastes  and  interests 
paur.  ^^  earlier  years.  His  next  volume,  ParleyingSy  pub- 
°'^*  lished  in  1887,  was  nearer  of  kin  to  PauLine  and  ParOf' 

ceUus  than  any  of  his  intervening  work,  not  only  in  literary 
style,  but  in  the  use  of  materials  that  carried  him  back  to  the 
studies  of  his  early  manhood.  Of  this  tendency  Mrs.  Orr  says : 
*'  Their  author  is  still  the  same  Robert  Browning,  though  here 
and  there  visibly  touched  by  the  hand  of  time.  Passages  of 
sweet  and  majestic  music,  of  exquisite  fancy,  alternate  with  its 
long  stretches  of  argumentative  thought ;  and  the  light  of  im- 
agination still  plays,  however  fitfully,  over  statements  of  opinion 
to  which  constant  repetition  has  given  a  suggestion  of  common- 
place. But  the  revision  of  the  work  caused  him  unusual  trouble. 
The  subjects  he  had  chosen  strained  his  powers  of  exposition ; 
and  I  think  he  often  tried  to  remedy  by  mere  verbal  correction 
what  was  a  defect  in  the  logical  arrangement  of  his  ideas. 
They  would  slide  into  each  other  where  a  visible  dividing  line 
was  required.    The  last  stage  of  his  life  was  now  at  hand ;  and 
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the  vivid  retom  of  fancy  to  his  boyhood's  literary  loves  was 
in  pathetic,  perhiqps  not  qoite  accidental,  coincidence  with  the 
fact" 

Browning's  last  volume,  Asolando^  appeared  on  the  very  day 
of  his  death.  The  first  poem  in  it,  Bosny,  was  written  in  Lon- 
don, in  December,  1887,  and  several  of  the  others 
came  from  his  pen  during  that  winter,  while  White 
WUcheraft  was  suggested  daring  the  previous  summer  by  the 
letter  of  a  friend.  Daring  the  winter  of  1888-89  the  volume 
was  completed.  Two  or  three  of  its  poems,  at  least,  had  all  the 
fire  and  lyrical  power  of  his  best  work,  and  the  one  with  which 
it  concludes  stands  unsurpassed  in  its  courage  of  spiritual  con- 
viction. One  evening,  when  he  was  revising  the  proof-sheetB  of 
the  book,  he  read  this  last  poem  to  his  sister  and  daughter-inr 
law,  and  then  said  to  them :  '*  It  almost  looks  like  bragging  to 
say  this,  and  as  if  I  ought  to  cancel  it ;  but  it 's  the  simple  truth, 
and  as  it 's  true  it  shall  stand."  Just  before  his  death,  Brovm- 
ing  learned  from  his  son  of  the  interest  taken  in  his  book,  and 
of  its  assured  success.  It  came  to  many  of  his  readers  as  a 
word  of  hail  and  farewell  from  that  spiritual  teacher  who  had, 
more  effectually  than  any  one  else,  shown  them  how  to  meet  life 
with  courage  and  hope. 
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THE  AGAMEMNON  OF  .ffiSCHTLUS 

M4T  I  be  permitted  to  eluit  a  litfle,  by  way  of  recreatioii, 
aft  tiie  end  of  »  somewhat  toflaome  and  peiliaps  fmitleaa  ad- 


H  beeaoae  of  tiie  immenae  Came  of  the  f  oUowing  Tragedy,  I 
wiahed  to  acquaint  nmelf  widi  it,  and  could  only  do  ao  by  llie 
bdp  of  a  translator,  I  ahonld  require  him  to  be  kteral  at  every 
coat  save  that  of  absobte  yiolence  to  oar  langnage.  The  use  of 
certain  allowable  constructions  which,  happening  to  be  out  of 
itOj  &Tor,  are  all  the  more  appropriate  to  archaic  workman- 
sfaqp,  ia  no  violence :  bat  I  woold  be  tolerant  for  once  —  in  the 
eaae  of  so  immensely  Camons  an  original  —  of  even  a  domsy 
attempt  to  famish  me  with  the  very  tarn  of  each  phrase  in  as 
Qreek  a  &shion  as  English  will  bear:  while,  with  respect  to  am- 
plifieations  and  embefiishments,  —  anything  rather  than,  wiUi 
the  good  farmer,  experience  that  most  rignal  of  mortifications^ 
^lo  gape  for  .Sschylos  and  get  Theognis.^*  I  shoold  especially 
dedine  — what  may  appear  to  brighten  op  a  passage — the 
employment  of  a  new  wonl  for  some  old  one,  —  irovo«,  or  /Acyds^ 
or  r^uo9j  with  its  congeners,  recorring  f oar  times  in  three  lines : 
lor  ihoajg^  sach  sabstitation  may  be  in  itself  perfectly  justifiable, 
yet  this  exercise  of  ingenni^  oaght  to  be  within  the  competence 
of  the  onaided  Enj^ish  reader  if  he  likes  to  show  himself  in- 
geaBioiis.  Learning  Qreek  teaches  Greek,  and  nothing  else: 
certainly  not  common  sense,  if  tha(  have  failed  to  precede  the 
teachings  Further,— if  I  obtained  a  mere  strict  bald  version 
of  thing  by  thing,  or  at  least  word  pregnant  with  thing,  I  should 
hardly  look  for  an  impossible  transmission  of  the  reputed  magni- 
loqaence  and  sonority  of  the  Ghreek ;  and  this  wiUi  the  less  remt, 
inaamnch  as  there  is  abondant  musicalify  elsewhere,  but  noTimere 
else  than  in  his  poem  the  ideas  of  the  poet  And  lastly,  when 
pteaented  with  these  ideas,  I  should  expect  the  result  to  prove 
very  hard  readixu^  indeed  if  it  were  meant  to  resemble  iEschylus, 
i^fifiakdif  06  ^fouKf  ^not  easy  to  understand,"  in  tlie  opinion 
of  Ua  stootest  advocate  among  the  ancients ;  while,  I  suppose, 
even  niodem  scholarship  sympathizes  with  that  early  declaration 
of  the  redoubtable  Salmasius,  when,  lo<^dng  about  for  an  ez- 
ample  of  the  truly  obscure  for  the  benefit  of  tliose  who  found 
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obsemily  in  the  sacred  books,  he  protested  that  this  particular 
play  leaves  them  all  behind  in  Uiis  respect,  with  their  <'  He- 
oraisms,  Syriasms,  Hellenisms,  and  the  whole  of  snch  bag  and 
baggage."  *  For,  over  and  above  the  purposed  ambigoity  of 
the  Choros,  the  text  is  sadly  cormpt,  probably  interpolated, 
and  certainly  mutilated ;  and  no  unlearned  person  enjoys  the 
scholar's  privilege  of  trying  his  femcy  upon  each  obstacle  when- 
ever he  comes  to  a  stoppage,  and  effectually  clearing  the  way 
by.  suppressing  what  seems  to  lie  in  it. 

All  I  can  say  for  the  present  performance  is,  that  I  have  done 
as  I  would  be  done  by,  ^  need  were.  Should  anybody,  without 
need,  honor  my  translation  by  a  comparison  with  the  original,  I 
beg  him  to  observe  that,  following  no  editor  exclusively,  I  keep 
to  the  earlier  readings  so  long  as  sense  can  be  made  out  of  them, 
but  disregard,  I  hope,  little  of  importance  in  recent  criticism  so 
far  as  I  have  fallen  in  with  it  Fortunately,  the  poorest  trans- 
lation, provided  only  it  be  faithful,  —  though  it  reproduce  all 
the  artistic  confusion  of  tenses,  moods,  and  persons,  with  which 
the  original  teems,  —  will  not  only  suffice  to  display  what  an 
eloquent  friend  maintains  to  be  the  all-in'«ll  of  poetry  —  <'  the 
action  of  the  piece  " — but  may  help  to  illustrate  his  assurance 
that  ^*  the  Greeks  are  the  highest  models  of  expression,  the  un- 
approached  masters  of  the  grand  style :  their  expression  is  so 
excellent  because  it  is  so  admirably  kept  in  its  right  degree  of 
prominence,  because  it  is  so  simple  and  so  well  subordinated, 
because  it  draws  its  force  directly  from  the  pregnancy  of  the 
matter  which  it  conveys  •  .  .  not  a  word  wasted,  not  a  senti- 
ment capriciously  thrown  in,  stroke  on  stroke  1 "  t  So  may  all 
happen! 

Just  a  word  more  on  the  subject  of  my  spelling — in  a  tran- 
script from  the  Greek  and  there  exclusively  —  Greek  names 
and  places  precbely  as  does  the  Greek  author.  I  began  this 
practice,,  with  great  innocency  of  intention,  some  six-«nd-thirty 
years  ago.  L^h  Hunt,  I  remember,  was  accustomed  to  spedk 
of  his  gratitude,  when  ignorant  of  Greek,  to  those  writers  (like 
Goldsmith)  who  had  obliged  him  by  using  English  characters, 
so  that  he  might  relish,  for  instance,  the  smooth  quality  of  such 
a  phrase  as  "  hapalunetu  galen^ ; "  he  said  also  that  Shelley 
was  indignant  at  "  Firenze  "  having  displaced  the  Dantesque 
'^Fiorenza,"  and  would  contemptuously  English  the  intruder 


plioabilem  quam  Evangelia  ant  Epistolaa  Apostolioas  ?    Uinw  ejus  An- 
il He. 


bylnm  point 

lEvangelia 
memDon  obflcuritate  snperat  quantum  est  libromm  eaoromni  onmlnik  ] 
bfttismis  et  Syriasmis  et  tota  Hellemstio»  tnppelleotili  vel  f airaginei  — 
B4XJfAsn7S  (la  HeUemgtiea,  Spist  Dedie. 
t  Poems  by  Matthew  Arnold,  IVefsoe.* 
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"^  Fbence.*'  I  sapposed  I  was  doing  a  ample  thing  enough : 
but  there  has  been  lately  much  astonishment  at  os  and  im,  ai 
and  01*9  Tepresenting  the  same  letters  in  Greek.  Of  a  sadden, 
bAwerer,  whether  in  translation  or  out  of  it,  everybody  seems 
eommitting  the  offence,  althoogh  the  adoption  of  u  for  v  still 
presents  such  difficulty  that  it  is  a  wonder  how  we  have  hitherto 
escaped  <'  Eyripides.  But  there  existed  a  sturdy  Briton  who, 
Ben  Jonson  informs  ns,  wrote  ''The  life  of  the  Emperor 
Anthony  Fie "  —  whom  we  now  acquiesce  in  as  Antoninus 
Pins :  tor  ''  with  time  and  patience  the  mulberry  leaf  becomes 
aatin.^  Yet  there  is  on  all  sides  much  profession  of  respect 
for  what  Keats  called  ''  vowelled  Greek  "  — ''  consonanted,"  one 
would  expect ;  and,  in  a  criticism  upon  a  late  admirable  transla- 
tfton  of  something  of  my  own,  it  was  deplored  that,  in  a  certain 
Terse  correqioncUng  in  measure  to  the  fourteenth  of  the  sixth 
I^^tliian  Ode,  ''  neither  Professor  Jebb  in  his  Greek,  nor  Mr. 
Browning  in  his  English,  could  emulate  that  matchlessly  musical 
yoroF  V^  KoXKurrcfv  (ii^d^v."  Now,  undoubtedly,  ''  Seeing  her 
son  the  fairest  of  men  "  has  more  sense  than  sound  to  boast  of : 
bat  then,  would  not  an  Italian  roll  us  out "  Rimirando  il  figliuolo 
ballissimo  degli  uomini  ?  *'  whereat  Pindar,  no  less  than  Pro* 
fessor  Jebb  and  Mr.  Browning,  rpuuerrjpoi  oiycrat  rvxytv. 

It  is  recorded  in  the  Annals  of  Art  *  that  ttiere  was  once  upon 
a  time,  practising  so  far  north  as  Stockholm,  a  painter  and  pic- 
tore-deaner  —  sire  of  a  less  unhappy  son  —  Old  Muytens :  and 
the  annalist.  Baron  de  Tess^,  luw  not  concealed  his  profound 
dissatisfaction  at  Old  Muytens'  conceit  ''  to  have  himself  had 
something  to  do  with  the  work  of  whatever  master  of  eminence 
might  pass  through  his  hands."  Whence  it  was  —  the  Baron 
goes  on  to  deplore  —  that  much  detriment  was  done  to  that  ex- 
eeDent  piece ''  The  Recognition  of  Achilles,"  by  Rubens,  through 
the  perversity  of  Old  Muytens,  ''  who  must  needs  take  on  hun 
to  beautify  every  nymph  of  the  twenty  by  the  bestowment  of  a 
widened  eye  and  an  enlarged  mouth."  I,  at  least,  have  left  eyes 
and  months  everywhere  as  I  found  them,  and  this  conservatism 
is  all  that  claims  praise  for  —  what  is,  after  all,  dxcXcvcrros 
4fiUF^o¥  euM&L  No,  neither  "  uncommanded "  nor  "unre- 
WBided:"  since  it  was  commanded  of  me  by  my  venerated 
friend  Thomas  Garlyle,  and  rewarded  will  it  indeed  become,  if 
I  am  permitted  to  dignify  it  by  the  prefatory  insertion  of  his 
dear  and  noble  name.  B.  B. 

Loimoir,  Oeuber  1, 1877. 

*  Lettves  ^  im  jeiiiie  Prime,  ttsdnites  dn  SoMois. 
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Wabdbb. 

Cbobos  or  Ou>  Mnr.  Aiouxhos. 

Tauthubios,  flaxiU . 


Thb  gods  I  ask  deliTeranoe  from  tliese  labors, 

Wat<£  of  a  gear's  lengdi  whereby,  slambering  through  il 

On  the  Atreidai's  roofe  on  elbow,  —  dog4ike  -** 

I  know  of  nightly  star-groaps  lihe  assemblage, 

And  those  tluit  bring  to  men  winter  and  summer, 

BrLrht  dynasts,  as  they  pride  them  in  the  ether 

—  Stars,  when  they  wither,  and  the  uprisings  of  them. 

And  now  on  ward  I  wait  the  torch's  token. 

The  glow  of  fire,  shall  bring  from  Troia  message 

And  word  of  capture :  so  prevails  audacious 

The  man's-way-planning  hoping  heart  of  woman. 

But  when  I,  driyen  from  night>rest,  dew-drenched,  hdd  to 

This  conch  of  mine  —  not  looked  upon  by  yisions. 

Since  fear  instead  of  sleep  still  stands  beside  me, 

So  as  that  fast  I  fix  in  sleep  no  eyelids  *- 

And  when  to  sing  or  chirp  a  tune  I  famcy, 

For  slumber  such  song^remedy  infusing, 

I  wail  then,  for  this  House's  fortune  groaning. 

Not,  as  of  old,  after  the  best  ways  governed. 

Now,  lucky  be  deliverance  from  these  labors, 

At  good  news  — the  appearing  dusky  fire  1 

O  hail,  thou  lamp  of  night,  a  day-long  lightness 

Revealing,  and  of  dances  the  ordainmenti 

Halloo,  halloo ! 

To  Agamemnon's  wife  I  show,  by  shouting, 

That,  from  bed  starting  up  at  once,  i'  the  household 

Joyous  acclaim,  good-omened  to  this  torcb-blaie, 

She  send  aloft,  if  haply  Bion's  city 

Be  taken,  as  the  beacon  boasts  announcing. 

Ay,  and,  for  me,  myself  will  dance  a  prelude. 
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For,  that  my  masten'  dice  drop  rights  1 11  reckon : 
Since  thriee-Bix  has  it  thrown  to  me,  this  signaL 
Well,  may  it  hap  that,  as  he  comes,  the  loved  hand 
(y  the  hoosehold's  lord  I  may  sustain  with  this  hand ! 
As  for  the  rest,  I  'm  mute :  on  tongae  a  big  oz 
Has  trodden.    Yet  this  Hoose,  if  voice  it  take  should, 
Most  plain  woold  speak.    So,  willing  I  myself  speak 
To  those  who  know :  to  who  know  not — I  'm  blanknesSi 

CH0B08. 

Hie  tenth  year  this,  since  Friamos'  great  match, 
King  Menelaos,  Agamemnon  King, 

—  'Die  strennons  yoke-pair  of  the  Atreidai's  honor 
Two4hroned,  two-sceptred,  whereof  Zens  was  donor  -* 
Did  from  this  land  the  aid,  the  armament  dispatch, 
The  thoosand-sailored  force  of  Argives  damoring 

*^  Ares"  from  oat  the  indignant  breast,  as  fling 
Passion  forth  Yultures  which,  because  of  grief 
Away,  —  as  are  their  young  ones,  —  with  the  thief, 
Loffy  above  their  brood-nests  wheel  in  ring, 
Bow  round  and  round  with  oar  of  either  wing, 
Lament  the  bedded  chicks,  lost  labor  that  was  love : 
Which  hearing,  one  above 

—  Whether  Apollon,  Pan  or  Zeus  —  that  wail. 
Sharp-piercing  bird-duiek  of  the  guests  who  fare 
Housemates  with  gods  in  air — 

Such-an-one  sends,  against  who  these  assail. 

What,  late^ent,  shall  not  fail 

Of  punishing — Erinus.     Here  as  there, 

The  Ghiardian  of  the  Guest,  Zens,  the  excelling  one. 

Sends  against  Alezandros  either  son 

Of  Atreus :  for  tliat  wife,  the  many-husbanded, 

^pointing  many  a  tug  that  tries  me  limb. 

While  the  knee  plays  the  prop  in  dust,  while,  shred 

To  morsels,  lies  the  speai4haft;  in  those  grim 

Marriage-prolusions  when  their  Fury  wed 

Danaoi  and  Trees,  botJi  ali^e.     AJU  *s  said : 

Things  are  where  things  are,  and,  as  fate  has  willed^ 

So  shall  they  be  fulfilled. 

Not  gently-grieving,  not  just  doling  out 

The  drops  of  expiation  —  no,  nor  tears  distilled  — - 

Shall  he  we  know  of  bring  the  hard  about 

To  soft  —  that  intense  ire 

At  those  mock  rites  unsanctified  by  fire. 

But  we  pay  nought  here :  through  our  flesh,  age-weig^ied. 

Left  out  from  who  gave  aid 
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In  that  day,  —  we  remain, 

Staying  on  stayes  a  strength 

The  equal  of  a  child's  at  length. 

For  when  yonng  marrow  in  Uie  breaat  doth  reign. 

That 's  the  old  man's  match,  —  Ares  oat  iA  place 

In  either :  bat  in  oldest  age's  caae. 

Foliage  »-£ading,  why,  he  wends  Ids  way 

On  tl^ee  feet,  and,  no  stronger  than  a  ciiild» 

Wanders  aboat  gone  wild, 

A  dream  in  day. 

Bat  then,  Tondareas'  daughter,  Klntaimnertra  qoeen. 

What  need ?    What  new?    What  having  heard  or  seen. 

By  what  announcement's  tidings,  everymiere 

Settest  thou,  roond  aboat,  the  sacrifice  aflare  ? 

For,  of  all  gods  the  city-swaying, 

Those  sapemal,  those  infernal. 

Those  of  the  fields',  those  of  the  mart's  obeying,  — 

The  altars  blaze  with  gifts ; 

And  here  and  there,  heaven-high  the  torch  npUfta 

Flame  —  medicated  with  persaasions  mild. 

With  foal  admiztare  anbegailed  — 

Of  holy  angaent,  from  the  clotted  chrism 

Broaght  from  the  palace,  safe  in  its  abysm. 

Of  these  things,  speaking  what  may  be  indeed 

Both  possible  and  lawfal  to  concede, 

Healer  do  thoa  become  I  —  of  this  soHcitade 

Which,  now,  stands  plainly  forth  of  evil  mood, 

And,  then  •  •  •  but  from  oblations,  hope,  to^y 

Gracions  appearing,  wards  away 

From  seal  the  insatiate  care. 

The  sorrow  at  my  breast,  deyooring  there  I 

Empowered  am  I  to  sing 

The  omens,  what  their  force  which,  joomeying, 

Rejoiced  the  potentates : 

(For  still,  from  God,  inflates 

My  breast,  song-saasion  :  age. 

Bom  to  the  business,  still  soch  war  can  wage) 

^How  the  fierce  bird  against  the  Teakris  land 

Dispatched,  with  spear  and  executing  hand, 

The  Achaian's  two-throned  empery  —  o'er  Hellas'  yoatii 

Two  rulers  with  one  mind : 

The  birds'  king  to  these  kings  of  ships,  on  high, 

—The  black  sort,  and  the  sort  that 's  white  beldnd,  •* 

Appearing  by  the  palace,  on  the  spear-throw  side, 

In  right  sky-regions,  visible  &r  and  wide,  — 
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Deroaring  a  liare-ereatoret  great  with  young, 

Balked  of  more  racings  they,  as  she  from  whom  they  qnm&gl 

Ah,  linos,  say — ah,  linos,  song  of  wail ! 

Bat  may  the  good  prevail  I 

The  pmdent  army-prophet  sedng  two 

The  Atreidai,  two  their  tempexs,  knew 

Those  feasting  on  the  hare 

The  armament-condactors  were ; 

And  thus  he  spoke,  eo^daining  signs  in  yiew. 

«<  In  time,  this  oatset  takes  tl^  town  of  Friamos : 

Bat  all  hef ore  its  towers,  —  the  people's  wealth  that  was, 

Of  flocks  and  herds, — as  sore,  shall  booty-sharing  thence 

Drain  to  the  dregs  away,  by  batde  violence. 

Only,  have  care  lest  gradge  of  any  god  disturb 

Widi  doad  the  onsollied  shine  of  that  great  force,  the  curb 

Of  Troia,  strack  with  damp 

Beforehand  in  the  camp  I 

For  envyingly  is 

The  virgin  Ajrtemis 

Toward  —  her  &ther's  flying  hoonds  ^^  this  Honse  — 

The  sacrificers  of  the  piteoos 

And  cowering  beast. 

Brood  and  al^  ere  the  birth :  she  hates  the  eagles'  feast 

Ah,  Linos,  say  -»  ah,  linos,  song  of  wail  1 

Bot  may  die  good  prevail ! 

*Thns  ready  is  the  beaateoos  one  with  help 
To  those  small  dewdrop  things  fierce  lions  whelp, 
And  adder-loving  litter  of  each  brate 
That  roams  the  mead  ;  and  therefore  makes  she  saity 
The  fair  one,  for  falfilment  to  the  end 
Of  things  these  signs  portend  — 
Which  partly  smile,  indeed,  bat  partly  scowl  -— 
The  phantasms  of  the  fowl. 
I  call  lelos  Paian  to  avert 
She  work  the  Danaoi  hart 
By  any  thwarting  waftares,  long  and  &st 
Holdings  from  s^  of  ships  : 
And  sacrifice,  another  than  the  last. 
She  for  hersdf  precipitate  — 
Something  onlawfol,  feast  for  no  man's  lips, 
Baflder  of  qaarrels,  with  tlie  Hoase  cognate  -« 
Having  in  awe  no  hasband :  for  remains 
A  frightfol,  backward-darting  in  the  path, 
"Wily  hoase-keeping  chronicler  of  wm^ 
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That  has  to  pnniflh  that  old  children's  fate !  " 

Such  things  did  Kalchas,  —  with  abundant  gains 

As  well,  —  vociferate, 

Predictions  from  the  birds,  in  jonnieying, 

Above  the  abode  of  either  king. 

With  these,  STmphonioos,  sing  — 

Ah,  Linos,  say  —  ah,  linos,  song  of  waill 

But  may  the  good  prevail ! 

Zeos,  whosoe'er  he  be,  —  if  that  e^iress 

Anght  dear  to  him  on  whom  I  call  ^^ 

So  do  I  him  address. 

I  cannot  liken  oat,  by  all 

Admeasurement  of  powers. 

Any  bnt  Zens  for  refuge  at  sach  hoars. 

If  veritably  needs  I  most 

From  oft  my  soul  its  vagae  care4mrden  tfarast 

Not — whosoever  was  the  great  of  yore, 

Bursting  to  bloom  with  bravery  all  round  — 

Is  in  our  mouths :  he  was,  but  is  no  more. 

And  who  it  was  that  after  came  to  be. 

Met  the  thrice-throwing  wrestler,  —  he 

Is  also  gone  to  ground. 

But  <<  ^us  "  ^-  if  any,  heart  and  soul,  tliat  name<-" 

Shouting  the  triumph-praise  —  proclaim. 

Complete  in  judgment  shall  that  man  be  foond. 

Zeus,  who  leads  onward  mortals  to  be  wise, 

Appoints  that  suffering  masterfully  teach. 

In  sleep,  before  the  heart  of  each, 

A  woe-remembering  travail  sheds  in  dew 

Discretion,  —  ay,  and  melts  the  unwilling  too 

By  what,  perchance,  may  be  a  gracionsness 

Of  gods,  enforced  no  less,  — 

As  they,  commanders  of  the  crew, 

Assume  the  awful  seat 

And  then  the  old  leader  of  the  Achaian  fleet. 

Disparaging  no  seer  •^- 

Witii  bated  breath  to  suit  misfortune 's  inrush  here 

—  (What  time  it  labored,  that  Achaian  host, 

By  stay  from  sailing,  —  every  poise  at  length 

Emptied  of  vital  strength,  — 

Hani  over  Ealchis  shore-bound,  cnrrent-crost 

In  Aulis  station,  —  while  the  winds  which  post 

From  Strumon,  ill<<lelayers,  fiunine-fraught. 
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Tempten  of  man  to  sail  where  harborage  is  naughty 

Spendthrifts  of  ships  and  cables,  taming  time 

To  twice  the  length,  —  these  carded,  by  delay, 

To  less  and  less  away 

The  Argeians'  flowery  prime : 

And  when  a  remedy  more  grave  and  grand 

Than  anght  before  —  yea,  n>r  the  storm  and  dearth -• 

The  pro^iet  to  the  foremost  in  command 

Shrieked  forth,  as  caose  of  this 

Adducing  Artemis, 

So  that  £e  Atreidfd  striking  staves  on  earth 

G>ald  not  withhold  the  tear)  -— 

Then  did  the  king,  the  elder,  speak  this  clear. 

'  Heavy  the  &te,  indeed  —  to  disobey ! 
Tet  heavy  if  my  child  I  slay, 
The  adornment  of  my  hons^old  :  with  the  tide 
Of  virgin-slaoghter,  at  the  altar-side, 
A  &ther^s  hands  defiling :  which  the  way 
Without  its  evils,  say  ? 
How  shall  I  torn  fleet-fugitive. 
Failing  of  daty  to  allies  ? 
Since  for  a  wind-abating  sacrifice 
And  virgin  blood,  —  't  is  right  they  strive, 
Nay,  madden  with  desire. 
Wdl  may  it  work  them — this  that  they  require  I" 

But  when  he  underwent  necessity's 

Yoke-trace, — from  soul  blowing  unhallowed  change 

Unclean,  abominable,  —  thence  —  another  man  — 

The  audacious  mind  of  him  began 

Its  wildest  range. 

For  this  it  is  gives  mortals  hardihood  — 

Some  vice-devising  miserable  mood 

Of  madness,  and  first  woe  of  all  the  brood. 

The  sacrificer  of  his  daughter  — •  strange  I  — 

He  dared  become,  to  expedite 

Woman-avenging  warfare,  —  anchors  weighed 

With  such  prelusive  rite  I 

Prayings  and  callings  '^  Father  **  —  naught  they  made 

Of  these,  and  of  the  vix^-age,  — 

Captains  heart-set  on  war  to  wage ! 

His  ministrants,  vows  done,  the  father  bade  — 

Sjd-like,  above  the  altar,  swathed  in  pall. 

Take  her— -lift  high,  and  have  no  fear  at  all. 
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Head-downward,  and  the  fair  moath'8  goaid 

And  frontage  hold,  —  press  hard 

From  utterance  a  eurse  against  the  House 

By  dint  of  bit —  violence  bridling  speech. 

And  as  to  ground  her  saflEron-vest  die  shed. 

She  smote  tiie  sacrificers  all  and  eaoh 

With  arrow  sweet  and  piteous. 

From  the  eye  only  sped,  — 

Significant  of  wiU  to  use  a  word, 

Just  as  in  pictures :  since,  full  many  a  time, 

In  her  sire's  guest-hall,  by  the  well4iei^)ed  board 

Had  she  made  music,  —  lovingly  with  ehime 

Of  her  chaste  voice,  that  unpolluted  thing. 

Honored  the  third  libation,  —  paian  that  should  bring 

Good  fortune  to  the  sire  she  loved  so  welL 

What  followed  —those  things  I  nor  saw  nor  telL 

But  Kalchas'  arts  —  whate'er  they  indicate  — 

Miss  of  fulfilment  never :  it  is  &te. 

True,  justice  makes,  in  sufferers,  a  desire 

To  know  the  future  woe  preponderate. 

But  —  hear  before  is  need  I 

To  that,  farewell  and  welcome !  'tis  the  same,  indeed* 

As  grief  beforehand  :  clearly,  part  for  part, 

Conformably  to  Ealchas'  art. 

Shall  come  the  event 

But  be  they  as  they  may,  things  subsequent,  — 

What  is  to  do,  prosperity  betide 

E*en  as  we  wish  it  I  —  we,  the  next  allied. 

Sole  guarding  barrier  of  the  Apian  land. 

I  am  come,  reverencing  power  in  thee, 

0  Klutaimnestra !     For  't  is  just  we  bow 

To  the  ruler's  wife,  —  the  male-seat  man-bereaved. 
But  if  thou,  having  heard  good  news,  —  or  none,  — 
For  good  news'  hope  dost  sacrifice  thus  wide, 

1  would  hear  ghidly :  art  thou  mute,  —  no  grudgel 

KLUTAIMllESTaA. 

Grood-news-announcer,  may  —  as  is  the  by-word  — 
Mom  become,  truly,  —  news  from  Night  his  mother  1 
But  thou  shalt  learn  joy  past  all  hope  of  hearing. 
Priamos'  city  have  the  Argeioi  taken. 

CHORDS. 

How  sayest?    The  word,  from  want  of  faith,  escaped  ma 
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XLUTAIMNXSXBA. 

Trdft  the  Aohaioi  hold :  do  I  speak  plainly? 

0H0B08. 

Jay  oTereteepa  me,  eaUing  forth  the  tear-drop. 

KLUTAIMKBSTBA. 

Bi^I  for,  that  ghA  thoa  art,  thine  eye  oonviets  thee. 

CH0B06. 

For — ¥diat  to  thee,  ofall  thisi  trusty  token? 

KLUTAnOrBSTKA. 

What 'shore!  how  else?  onless  the  god  have  cheated. 

OHOBOS. 

Haply  thoa  flattering  shows  of  dreams  respectest  ? 

KLUTAHmSTBA* 

No  fancy  would  I  take  of  sool  sleep-burdened. 

0H0B08. 

But  has  there  pnfEed  thee  up  some  onwinged  omen? 

KLUTAODnSBTBA. 

As  a  yomig  maid 's  my  mind  thoa  meekest  grossly. 

OHOBOS. 

Well,  at  what  time  was-^-eren  sacked,  the  city  ? 

KLX7TAIMN1B8TBA. 

Of  this  same  mother  mgbt  — the  dawn,  I  tell  thee. 

OHOBOe. 

And  who  of  messengers  coald  reach  this  swiftness? 

KLUTAIMNIESTBA. 

Hephaistos  —sending  a  bright  blaze  from  Id4. 
Beacon  did  beacon  send,  from  fire  the  poster, 
Hitherward :  Id^  to  the  rock  Hermaian 
Of  Lenmos :  and  a  third  great  torch  o'  the  island 
Zens'  seat  received  in  torn,  the  Athoan  summit. 
And,  —  so  apsoaring  as  to  stride  sea  over, 
The  strong  lamp-Toyager,  and  all  for  joyance  — 
Did  the  gold-glorioas  splendor^  any  son  like, 
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Pus  on  — the  pne-tree  —  to  Makistos'  watck-plaeei 

Who  did  not,— tardy, —  caught,  no  wits  about  hin^ 

By  sleep,  — decline  his  portion  of  the  missive. 

And  far  the  beacon's  light,  on  stream  Euripos 

Arriving,  made  aware  Messapios'  warders, 

And  up  they  lit  in  turn,  played  herald  onwards. 

Kindling  with  flame  a  h^p  of  gray  old  heather. 

And,  strengthening  still,  the  lamp,  decaying  nowise, 

Springing  o'er  Flam  Asopos,  — fdlmoon-fuhion 

Effulgent,  —  toward  the  crag  of  Mount  Eithairon, 

Boused  a  new  rendering-np  of  fire  the  escort— 

And  light,  far  escort,  liusked  no  recognition 

O'  the  guard-—  as  burning  more  than  burnings  told  you. 

And  over  Lake  Gorgopis  light  went  leaping. 

And,  at  Mount  Aigiplanktos  safe  arriving. 

Enforced  the  hiw  —  ^^  to  never  stint  the  fire-stuff/* 

And  they  send,  lighting  up  with  ungrudged  vigor. 

Of  flame  a  huge  beard,  ay,  the  very  foreland 

So  as  to  strike  above,  in  burning  onward. 

The  look-out  which  commands  &e  Strait  Saronic 

Then  did  it  dart  until  it  reached  the  outpost 

Mount  Arachnaios  here,  the  city's  neighbor ; 

And  then  darts  to  this  roof  of  the  Atreidai 

This  light  of  Id^'s  fire  not  unforefathered ! 

Such  are  the  rules  prescribed  the  flambeau-bearers : 

He  beats  that 's  first  and  also  last  in  running. 

Such  is  the  proof  and  token  I  declare  thee. 

My  husband  having  sent  me  news  from  Troia. 

0H0B08. 

The  gods,  indeed,  anon  will  I  pray,  woman ! 

But  now,  these  words  to  hear,  and  sate  my  wonder 

Thoroughly,  I  am  &in — if  twice  thou  tell  them. 

KLX7TAIMNBBTBA. 

Troia  do  the  Achaioi  hold,  this  same  day. 
I  think  a  noise  —  no  mixture  —  reigns  i'  the  city. 
Sour  wine  and  unguent  pour  thou  in  one  vessel  — 
Standers-apart,  not  lovers,  would'st  thou  style  them : 
And  so,  of  captives  and  of  conquerors,  partwise 
The  voices  are  to  hear,  of  fortune  diverse. 
For  those,  indeed,  upon  the  bodies  prostrate 
Of  husbands,  brothers,  children  upon  parents 
^The  old  men,  from  a  throat  that 's  free  no  longery 
Shriekingly  wail  the  death-doom  of  their  dearest : 
While  these  —  the  after-battle  hungry  labor. 
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Which  prompto  night-faring,  marwhalii  them  to  breakfitft 

On  the  town's  store,  according  to  no  billet 

Of  sharing,  hot  as  each  drew  lot  of  f ortone. 

In  the  roeaxHsaptnred  Troio  habitations 

House  d^y  already :  from  the  frosts  upaBthral 

And  dews  deliyered,  will  they,  lackless  creatures, 

Without  a  watch  to  keep,  slnmber  all  night  throngh* 

And  if  they  fear  the  gt]d8,  the  city-goarders, 

And  the  gods'  stmctores  of  the  conquered  country, 

They  may  not  —  captnrers  —  soon  m  turn  be  captive. 

But  see  no  prior  lust  befall  the  army 

To  sack  things  sacred  —  by  gain-cravings  vanquished ! 

For  there  needs  homewara  the  return's  salvation, 

To  round  the  new  limb  back  o'  the  double  racecourse. 

And  guil^  to  the  gods  if  came  the  army, 

Awakened  up  the  sorrow  of  those  slaughtered 

Might  be  —  should  no  outbursting  evils  happen. 

But  may  good  beat — no  turn  to  see  i'  the  balance  I 

For,  many  benefits  I  want  the  gain  of. 

0H0B06. 

Woman,  like  prudent  man  thou  kindly  speakest. 
And  I,  thus  having  heard  thv  trusty  tokens, 
The  gods  to  rightly  hail  f ormwith  prepare  me ; 
For,  grace  that  must  be  paid  has  crowned  our  labors. 

0  Zens  the  king,  and  friendly  Night 

Of  these  brave  boons  bestower  — 

Thou  who  didst  fling  on  Troia's  evexy  tower 

The  o'ez^roofing  snare,  that  neither  great  thing  mighty 

Nor  any  of  the  young  ones,  overpass 

Captivi^s  great  sweep^iet — one  and  all 

Of  At^heldinihraU! 

Ay,  Zeus  I  fear  —  the  guest's  friend  great^-who  was 

The  doer  of  this,  and  long  since  bent 

The  bow  on  Alexandres  with  intent 

That  neither  wide  o'  the  white 

Nor  o'er  the  stars  the  foolish  dart  should  light 

The  stroke  of  Zeus —  they  have  it,  as  men  say  I 

This,  at  least,  from  the  source  track  forth  we  may  I 

As  he  ordained,  so  has  he  done. 
^No"  —  said  someone  — 
'^  The  gods  think  fit  to  care 

Nowise  for  mortals,  such 

As  those  by  whom  the  good  and  fair 

Of  things  denied  their  touch 
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Ift  trampled  I "  but  he  was  pro&ne. 
That  they  do  care,  has  been  made  plain 
To  offspring  of  the  oyer-boldi 
Oatbreathing  '<  Ares"  greater  than  is  just  — 
Houses  that  spill  with  more  than  they  ean  hold. 
More  than  is  best  for  man.    Be  man's  what 
Keep  harm  off,  so  that  in  himself  he  find 
Sufficiency  — -  the  well-endowed  of  mind ! 
For  there 's  no  bulwark  in  man's  wealth  to  him 
Who,  through  a  surfeit,  kicks — into  the  dim 
And  disappearing— -  Bight's  great  altar. 

Ye6~ 

It  urges  him,  the  sad  persuasiveness, 

At^'s  insufferable  child  that  schemes 

Treason  beforehand :  and  all  cure  is  vain. 

It  is  not  hidden :  out  it  glares  again, 

A  li§^t  dread-hunping-mischief  ,  just  as  gleams 

The  badness  of  the  bronze ; 

Through  rubbing,  puttings  to  the  touch. 

Black-dotted  is  he,  judged  at  once. 

He  seeks  —  the  boy  —  a  flying  bird  to  dutch. 

The  insufferable  brand 

Setting  upon  the  dty  of  his  land 

Whereof  not  any  god  hears  prayer ; 

While  him  who  brought  about  such  evils  there, 

That  unjust  man,  the  god  in  grapple  throws. 

Such  an  one,  Paris  goes 

Within  the  Atreidai's  house  — 

Shamed  the  guest's  board  by  robbery  of  the  spouse. 

And,  leaving  to  her  townsmen  throngs  arspread 
With  shields,  and  spear-thmsts  of  seararmament. 
And  bringing  Bion,  in  a  dowry's  stead. 
Destruction  —  swiftly  through  the  gates  she  went. 
Daring  the  undarable.    But  many  a  groan  outbroke 
From  prophets  of  the  House  as  thus  tiiey  spoke. 
*^  Woe,  woe  the  House,  the  House  and  Bulers, — woe 
The  marriage-bed  and  dints 
A  husband's  love  imprints  1 
There  she  stands  silent !  meets  no  honor  —  no 
Shame  —  sweetest  still  to  see  of  things  gone  long  agol 
Andy  through  desire  of  one  across  ths  main, 
A  ghost  will  seem  within  the  house  to  reign : 
And  hateful  to  the  husband  is  the  grace 
Of  well-shaped  statues :  from  —  in  place  of  eyes. 
Those  blanks  — all  Aphrodite  dies. 
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^  But  dreanhAppeariiig  moarnfiil  fiutadfls  — 
There  they  standy  briagmg  grace  that  *%  yain. 
For  Tain  't  is,  when  brave  tmngs  one  Menu  to  Tiew ; 
The  fantasy  has  floated  off,  hands  throng; 
Gone,  that  appearance,  —  nowise  left  to  creep,  — 
On  wings,  the  servants  in  the  paths  of  sleep  1 " 
Woes,  th^,  in  household  and  on  hearth,  are  soeh 
As  these — and  woes  surpassing  these  fay  much. 
Bat  not  these  only :  everywhere  — 
For  those  who  frmn  the  land 
Of  Hellas  issued  in  a  band, 
Sorrow,  the  heart  most  bear, 
Sits  in  the  home  of  each,  conspieaons  thertti 
Many  a  circomstance,  at  least, 
Tooches  the  very  breast 
For  those 

Whom  any  sent  away,  — he  knows: 
And  in  the  live  man's  stead, 
Armor  and  ashes  reach 
The  hoQse  of  each. 

For  Ares,  goldrezehanger  for  the  dead, 

And  balance-holder  in  the  fight  o'  the  speaVf 

Dae-weight  from  Oion  sends  -— 

What  moves  the  tear  on  tear  — 

A  charred  scrap  to  the  friends : 

Filling  witiii  wdl-packed  ashes  every  am. 

For  man — that  was — the  sole  retara« 

And  they  groan  —  praising  mnch,  the  while, 

Now  this  man  as  experienced  in  the  strife, 

Now  that,  fallen  nobly  on  a  slaaghtered  pile. 

Because  of  —  not  his  own  — another's  wife. 

Bat  things  there  be,  one  barks, 

When  no  man  harks : 

A  sorreptitioos  grief  that 's  grudge 

Against  the  Atreidai  who  &8t  sought  the  judge. 

But  some  there,  round  the  rampart,  have 

In  Ulan  earth,  each  one  his  grave : 

All  fair-formed  as  at  birth, 

It  hid  them  —  what  they  have  and  hold  —  the  hostile  earth* 

And  big  with  angfer  goes  the  city's  word, 
And  pays  a  debt  by  public  curse  incurred. 
And  ever  with  me  —  as  about  to  hear 
A  something  night-involved  —  remains  my  fear : 
Sinee  of  the  many-slay  ers  ^- not 
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Unwatching  are  the  gods. 

The  Uack  ISrinnes,  at  due  periods  «— 

Whoever  gains  the  lot 

Of  fortune  with  no  right  — 

Him,  by  life's  strain  and  stress 

Baek-again-beaten  from  saoeess, 

They  strike  blind :  and  among  the  ont-of -sig^ 

For  who  has  got  to  be,  avails  no  might 

The  being  pnused  outrageously 

Is  grave,  for  at  the  eyes  of  such  an  one 

Is  kunched,  from  Zeus,  the  thundez^tone. 

Therefore  do  I  decide 

For  so  much  and  no  more  prosperity 

Than  of  his  envy  passes  unespied. 

Neither  a  city-sacker  would  I  be. 

Nor  life,  myself  by  others  captive,  see. 

A  swift  report  has  gone  our  city  throuffh. 

From  fire,  the  gooctnews  messenger :  if  tmoi 

Who  knows  ?    Or  is  it  not  a  god-sent  lie  ? 

Who  is  so  childish  and  deprived  of  sense 

That,  having,  at  announcements  of  the  flame 

Thus  novel,  felt  his  own  heart  fired  thereby, 

He  then  shall,  at  a  change  of  evidence. 

Be  worsted  just  the  same  ? 

It  18  conspicuous  in  a  woman's  nature, 

Before  its  view  to  take  a  grace  for  granted : 

Too  trustful,  «-on  her  boundary,  usurpature 

Is  swiftly  made ; 

But  swifdy,  too,  decayed. 

The  glory  perishes  by  woman  vaunted. 

KLUT AIUM  EHTUA. 

Soon  shall  we  know  —  of  these  light>bearing  torches. 

And  beacons  and  exchanges,  fire  with  fire  — * 

If  they  are  true,  indeed,  or  if,  dream-fashion, 

This  gladsome  light  came  and  deceived  our  judgment 

Yon  herald  from  the  shore  I  see,  o'ershadowed 

With  boughs  of  olive  :  dust,  mud's  thirsty  brother, 

Close  neighbors  on  his  garb,  thus  testify  me 

That  nei&er  voiceless,  nor  yet  kindling  for  thee 

Mountain-wood-flame,  shall  he  explain  by  fire-smoke : 

But  either  tell  out  more  the  joyance,  speaking  .  .  . 

Word  contraiT  to  which,  I  aught  but  love  it ! 

For  may  good  be — to  good  that 's  known  —  appendage  I 
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0H0B08. 

Whoerer  pmyB  lor  anght  else  to  tfak  Atj 

— May  he  hmiflelf  reap  fruit  of  hifl  mind's  eiror  I 

HERALD. 

Ha,  my  forefathers'  soil  of  earth  Axgeian ! 
Thee,  m  this  year's  tenth  light,  am  I  retamed  to-^ 
Of  many  broben  hopes,  on  one  hope  chancing ; 
For  never  prayed  I,  in  this  earth  Argeian 
Dying,  to  uiare  my  part  in  tomb  the  dearest 
Now,  hail  thou  earth,  and  hail  thoa  also,  sunlight, 
And  Zwu^  the  conntry's  lord,  and  king  the  Pathian 
From  bow  no  longer  urging  at  us  arrows ! 
Enough,  beside  Skamandros,  cam'st  thou  adyerse : 
Now,  contrary,  be  sayior  thou  and  healer, 

0  king  ApoQon  I    And  gods  oonques^granting. 
All  —  I  inyoke  too,  and  my  tutelary 
Hennes,  dear  herald,  heralds'  yeneration,  •^- 

And  Heroes  our  f orthsenders,  —  friendly,  once  more 

The  army  to  receiye,  the  war«pear's  leavings ! 

Ha,  mansions  of  my  monarehs,  roofs  bebyed, 

And  awful  seats,  and  deities  sun-fronting  — 

Beceiye  with  pomp  your  monarch,  long  time  absent  I 

For  he  comes  bringing  light  in  nighttime  to  you. 

In  common  with  all  these  —  king  Agamemnon. 

But  kindly  greet  him — for  clear  shows  your  duty  — 

Who  has  dug  under  Troia  with  the  mattock 

Of  Zeus  the  Ayenger,  whereby  plains  are  out-ploughed^ 

Altars  unrecogniz«>le,  and  god's  shrines, 

And  the  whole  land's  seed  tiioroughly  has  perished. 

And  such  a  yoke^trap  haying  cast  round  Troia, 

The  elder  kmg  Atreides,  happy  man  —  he 

G>mes  to  be  honored,  worthiest  of  what  mortals 

Now  are.    Nor  Paris  nor  the  accomplicoKsity 

Outvannts  their  deed  as  more  than  they  are  done-by  i 

For,  in  a  suit  for  rape  and  theft  found  guilty. 

He  missed  of  plunder  and,  in  one  destruction. 

Fatherland,  house  and  home  has  mowed  to  atoms : 

Debts  the  i:^namidai  haye  paid  twice  oyer. 

OHOBOS. 

Hail,  herald  from  the  army  of  Aehaians  I 

HKRALD. 

1  hail : — to  die,  will  gainsay  gods  no  longer  I 
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OB0IM8. 

Lore  of  tfab  fatherland  did  eseraBe  thee  ? 

HERALD. 

So  that  I  weep,  at  least,  with  joy,  my  eyes  foIL 

GHOB08. 

What,  of  this  gnudooa  nekneH  were  ye  gainers? 

mCRATiTX 

How  now  r  xnstraeted,  I  this  speech  shall  master. 

CHOB08. 

For  those  who  loved  yon  back,  with  longing  stricken. 

HBBAIiD. 

This  land  yearned  for  the  yearning  army,  say'st  then  ? 

GHOB06. 

So  as  to  set  me  oft,  from  dark  mind^  groaning. 


Whence  came  this  ill  mind— hatred  to  the  army? 

CHOBOS. 

Qt  old,  I  use,  for  mischiefs  physic,  silence. 

HXBALD* 

And  how,  the  chiefs  away,  did  yon  fear  any? 

CH0B06. 

So  that  now — late  thy  word  —  much  joy  were — dying! 

HERALD. 

For  well  have  things  been  worked  oat :  these,  —  in  moeh  time^ 

Some  of  them,  one  might  say,  had  lock  in  falling, 

While  some  were  faulty:  since  who,  ^;ods  excepted, 

Goes,  throagh  the  whole  time  of  his  life,  ongrieying  ? 

For  labors  should  I  tell  of,  and  bad  lodgments. 

Narrow  deckways  ill-strewn,  too,  —  what  the  day's  woe 

We  did  not  groan  at  getting  for  oar  portion  ? 

As  for  land-Slings,  again,  on  went  more  hatred  I 

Since  beds  were  ours  hard  by  the  f  oemen's  ramparts. 

And,  out  of  heaven  and  from  the  earth,  the  meadow 

Dews  kept  a^prinkle,  an  abiding  damage 
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Of  yestoieB,  makikig  hair  %  wildrbeart  mttttiiig. 
Winter,  too,  if  one  told  of  it  —  bird-ekying -*- 
Snch  asy  anbeanble,  Idaiiia  mow  brong^t — 
Or  heat,  when  waWeae,  on  its  noontide  condies 
Without  a  windy  the  sea  woold  shimber  falHng 
— Why  most  one  mourn  these  ?    O'er  and  gone  is  labor : 
O'er  and  gone  is  it,  even  to  those  dead  ones, 
So  that  no  more  a^un  tbejr  mind  nprising. 
Why  most  we  tell  in  nombers  those  depnyed  oneB, 
And  the  liye  man  be  yezed  wiUi  fate's  fresh  oatbreak  ? 
Bather,  I  bid  full  farewell  to  misfbrtones  ! 
For  OS,  the  left  from  out  the  Argeian  army, 
The  gain  beats,  nor  does  sorrow  connterbalanoe. 
So  that  'tis  fitly  boasted  of,  this  sonlight^ 
By  OS,  o'er  sea  and  land  the  aeir  flyers, 
*  TVoia  at  last  taking,  the  band  of  Argiyes 
Hang  op  SQch  trophies  to  the  gods  of  Hellas 
WitUn  their  domes — new  gloiy  to  grow  ancient ! " 
Such  things  men  haying  heud  mnst  praise  the  city 
And  anny4eaders :  and  the  gnee  which  wrooght  them  -• 
Of  2^ns,  shall  honored  be.    Thou  hast  my  whole  word. 

OHOBOS. 

O'eroome  hj  words,  their  sense  I  do  not  gainsay. 
For,  aye  this  breeds  youth  in  the  old  —  '<  to  learn  welL'' 
Bat  these  thin^  most  the  house  and  KLutainmestra 
CoDoeni,  'tis  hkely :  while  they  make  me  rich,  too. 

KLUTAIMNVBTBA. 

I  shouted  long  ago,  indeed,  for  joyanoe. 

When  came  that  first  night-messenger  of  fire 

Proclaiming  Ilion's  capture  and  di^rsion. 

And  someone,  girding  me,  said,  <*  Through  fire-bearers 

Persuaded  —  l^roia  to  be  sacked  now,  thmkest  ? 

Truly,  the  woman's  way,  — high  to  lift  heart  up !  " 

By  such  words  I  was  naade  seem  wit-bewildered  : 

Yet  still  I  sacrificed ;  and,  — *  f emale^ong  with,  — 

A  shout  one  man  and  other,  through  the  city. 

Set  up,  congratulating  in  the  gods'  seats, 

Sootlung  the  incense-eating  flaume  right  fragrant 

And  now,  what 's  more,  indeed,  why  need'st  thou  tell  me  ? 

I  of  the  king  himself  shall  learn  the  whole  word : 

And,  —  as  may  best  be, — I  my  reyered  husband 

Shall  hasten,  as  he  comes  back,  to  reeeiye;  for  — 

What's  to  a  wife  sweeter  to  see  than  this  light 

(Her  husband,  by  the  god  sayed,  back  from  war&re) 


Digitized  by 


Google 


AQAMBMNON 

So  as  to  open  gates?    This  teD  m^hnsband— 

To  come  at  soonest  to  his  loving  city. 

A  faithful  wife  at  home  may  he  find,  coming  I 

Sach  an  one  as  he  left  —  the  dog  o'  the  household  — 

Trasty  to  him,  adTcrse  to  the  ill-minded. 

And,  in  all  else,  the  same :  no  signet4mpres8 

Having  done  harm  to,  in  that  time's  duration. 

I  know  nor  pleasure,  nor  blameworthy  converse 

With  any  other  man  more  than  —  bronze-dippings ! 

HSBALD. 

Sach  boast  as  this — brimful  of  the  veraeioos — 
Is  for  a  high-bom  dame  not  bad  to  send  forth ! 

OHOBOS. 

Ay,  she  spoke  thus  to  thee  —  that  hast  a  kno^dedge 
From  clear  interpreters  —  a  speech  most  seemly  I 
Bat  speak  thou,  herald  I    Meneleos  I  ask  of : 
If  he,  retaming,  back  in  safety  also 
WiU  come  with  yoa — this  land's  beloved  chieftain  ? 

HERALD. 

There 's  no  way  I  mi^t  say  thii^  false  and  pleasant 
For  friends  to  reap  the  frnhs  of  Oiroogh  a  bng  time. 

0H0B06. 

How  then,  i^  speaking  good,  things  tme  thou  chanee  on? 

HSBALD. 

For  not  weU-hidden  things  become  they,  sondered. 
The  man  has  vanished  from  the  Achaic  army. 
He  and  his  ship  too.    I  annoance  no  falsehood. 

CH0B08. 

Whether  forth-putting  openly  from  Ilion, 

Or  did  storm  —  wide  woe  —  snatch  him  from  the  army  ? 

HERALD. 

Like  topping  bowman,  thoa  hast  touched  the  target, 
And  a  long  sorrow  hast  succinctly  spoken. 

OHOROe. 

Whether,  then,  of  him,  as  a  live  or  dead  man 
Was  the  report  by  other  sailors  bruited? 
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HXBALD. 

Nobody  knows  so  as  to  tell  oat  deaily 
£zoepting  Helios  who  sustaixis  earth's  nature. 

CHOBOS. 

How  say'st  thoa  then,  did  stonn  the  naval  anny 
Attaek  and  end,  by  the  celestials'  anger? 

HKBALD* 

It  soits  not  to  defile  a  day  anspicioos 

With  iU-annooncing  speech :  distinct  each  god's  due : 

And  when  a  messenger  with  gloomy  visage 

To  a  city  bears  a  iaU'n  host's  woes  — God  ward  o£EI-« 

One  popular  wound  that  happens  to  the  city , 

And  many  sacrificed  from  many  households— 

Men,  scoQiged  by  that  two*thonged  whip  Ares  loves  so, 

Doable  spear4ieaded  enrse,  bhx^y  yoke-coaple,  — 

Of  woes  like  these,  doubileiw,  whoe'er  comes  weighted. 

Him  does  it  salt  to  sing  the  Erinues'  paian. 

Bat  who,  of  matters  saved  a  glad-news-bringer, 

Comes  to  a  city  in  good  estate  rejoicing.  .  •  . 

How  shall  I  mix  good  things  with  evil,  telling 

Of  storm  against  the  Achaioi,  urged  by  gods'  wrath? 

For  they  swore  league,  being  arch-foes  More  that. 

Fire  and  the  sea:  and  plighted  troth  approved  thiy. 

Destroying  the  unhappy  Argeian  army. 

At  nignt  began  the  liad-wave-oatbreak  evils ; 

For,  ^ps  against  each  other  Threkian  breezes 

Shattered :  and  these,  batted  at  in  a  fury 

By  storm  and  typhoon,  with  sa:i^  rain-resounding,  — 

Off  they  went,  vanished,  through  a  bad  herd's  whirling/ 

And,  when  returned  the  bnlliant  light  of  Helios, 

We  view  the  Aigaian  sea  on  flower  with  corpses 

Of  men  Achaian  and  with  naval  ravage. 

Bat  us  indeed,  and  ship,  unhurt  i'  the  hull  too. 

Either  some  one  out^tole  us  or  out-prayed  us -^ 

Some  god — no  man  it  was  the  tiller  touching. 

And  Fortune,  savior,  willing  on  our  ship  sat. 

So  as  it  neither  had  in  harbor  wave-surse 

Nor  ran  aground  against  a  shore  all  ro^y. 

And  then,  the  water-Haides  having  fled  from 

In  the  wldte  day,  not  trusting  to  our  fortune, 

We  chewed  the  cud  in  thoughts — this  novel  sorrow 

O'  the  army  laboring  and  badly  pounded. 

And  now — if  anyone  of  them  is  breathing  *- 
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Th^  talk  of  08  fts  having  periBhed :  why  not  ? 
And  we  —  that  they  the  same  fate  haye,  imagine. 
May  it  he  for  the  host !     Meneleos,  then, 
Foremost  and  specially  to  oome,  ei^ect  tiioa! 
If  (that  is)  any  ray  o*  the  son  reports  him 
Living  and  seeing  too  —  hy  Zens'  oontrivings. 
Not  yet  disposed  to  qoite  destroy  the  lineage  — -> 
Some  hope  is  he  shall  oome  again  to  household. 
Having  heard  such  things,  know,  thou  truth  art  hearing! 

CH0B08. 

Who  may  he  have  heen  that  named  Ihvs  wholly  with  exacti- 
tude— 

(Was  he  someone  whom  we  see  not,  hy  forecastings  of  the  fu- 
ture 

Guiding  tongue  in  happy  mood  ?) 

—  Her  with  hatde  for  a  bridegroom,  on  all  sides  coDtentio» 
wooed, 

Helena  ?    Since  —  mark  the  suture !  — - 

Ship's-HeU,  ManVHeU,  aty's-Hell, 

From  the  delicately-pompous  curtains  that  pavilion  well, 

Forth,  by  favor  of  the  gale 

Of  earth-bom  Zephuros  did  she  saiL 

Many  shield-bearers,  leaders  of  the  pack, 

Sailed  too  upon  their  track, 

Theirs  who  had  directed  oari 

Then  visible  no  more. 

To  Simois'  leaf-luxuriant  shore  — 

For  sake  of  strife  all  gore  I 

To  nion  Wrath,  fulfilling  her  intent, 

This  marriagoKsare  —  the  rightly  named  so— -  sent: 

In  after-time,  for  the  tables'  abuse 

And  that  of  the  hearth-partaker  Zeus, 

Bringing  to  punishment 

Those  who  honored  with  noisy  throat 

The  honor  of  the  bride,  the  hymenieal  note 

Which  did  the  kinsfolk  then  to  singing  urge. 

But,  leamiug  a  new  hymn  for  that  wUch  waa, 

The  ancient  city  of  Pnamoe 

Groans  probabr^  a  great  and  general  dirge^ 

Denominating  Faris 

«  The  man  t£it  miserably  marries : "  -— 

She  who,  all  the  while  before, 

A  life,  that  was  a  general  dirge 

Fmr  eitisens'  unhappy  slaughter,  bore. 
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And  thus  a  man,  by  no  milk's  help, 

Within  his  hoosahold  veared  a  lion's  whelp 

That  loved  the  teat 

In  life's  first  festal  stage: 

Gentle  as  vet, 

A  trae  child-loyer,  and,  to  men  of  age, 

A  thing  whezeat  pride  wanns ; 

And  oft  he  had  it  in  his  arms 

Like  any  new«boi!n  babe,  brightpfaoed,  to  hand 

Wagging  its  tail^  at  belly's  strict  command. 

Bat  in  dne  time  upgrown, 

The  costom  of  progenitors  was  shown : 

For  —  thanks  for  sustenance  repaying 

With  ravage  of  sheep  slaughtered  — 

It  made  unbidden  feast ; 

With  Uood  the  house  was  watered. 

To  household  came  a  woe  there  was  no  staying 

Great  mischief  many-sUying  I 

From  God  it  was  — some  priest 

Of  At^  in  the  house,  by  nurture  Urns  increased* 

At  first,  then,  to  the  city  of  Bion  went 

A  soul,  as  I  might  say,  of  windless  cahn-^ 

Wealth's  qiiiet  ornament, 

An  eyes'-dart  bearing  balm. 

Lore's  spirit-biting  flower. 

But — &om  the  true  course  bendbg*- 

She  brought  about,  of  marriage,  bitter  ending : 

El-resident,  ill-mate,  in  power 

Passing  to  the  Priamidai  —  by  sending 

Of  Hospitable  Zeus  — 

Erinus  for  a  bride, — to  make  brides  mourn,  her  dower* 

Spoken  long  ago 
Was  the  ancient  sajring 
Still  among  mortals  staying : 
'  Man's  great  prosperity  at  height  of  rise 
Engenders  offspnng  nor  unc£lded  dies ; 
And,  from  good  fortune,  to  such  fomilies, 
Buds  forth  msatiate  woe." 
Whereas,  distinct  from  any, 

Of  my  own  mind  I  am :  « 

For  'tis  the  unholy  deed  begets  the  many. 
Resembling  each  its  dam. 
Of  households  that  correctly  estimate, 
Ever  a  beauteous  child  is  bom  of  Fate. 
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Bat  ancient  Arrogance  delights  to  generate 

Arrogance,  young  and  strong  'mid  mortals'  sorrow, 

Or  now,  or  then,  when  comes  the  appointed  morrow. 

And  she  hears  young  Satiety ; 

And,  fiend  with  whom  nor  fi^t  nor  war  can  be, 

Unholy  Daring — twin  black  Curses 

Within  the  household,  children  like  their  i 


But  Justice  shines  in  smoke-grimed  habitations, 

And  honors  the  well-omened  life ; 

While,  — gold-besprinkled  stations 

Where  the  hands'  filth  is  rife, 

With  backward-turning  eyes 

Leaving,  —  to  holy  seats  she  hies, 

Not  wonhipping  the  power  of  wealth 

Stamped  wiUi  applause  by  stealth : 

And  to  its  end  directs  each  thing  begun. 

Approach  then,  my  monarch,  of  Troia  the  sacker,  of  Atrens  Iha 

son! 
How  ought  I  address  thee,  how  oug^t  I  revere  thee,  —  nor  yet 

overhitting 
Nor  yet  underbending  the  grace  that  is  fitting  ? 
Many  of  mortals  hasten  to  honor  the  seeming-to-be  — 
Passing  by  justice :  and,  with  the  iU-faring,  to  groan  as  he  groans 

all  are  free. 
But  no  bite  of  the  sorrow  their  liver  has  reached  to: 
They  say  with  the  joyful,  —  one  outside  on  each,  too. 
As  tiiey  force  to  a  smile  smileless  faces. 
But  whoever  is  good  at  distinguishing  races 
In  sheep  of  his  flock  —  it  b  not  for  the  eyes 
Of  a  man  to  escape  such  a  shepherd's  surprise, 
As  they  seem,  from  a  well-wishing  mind, 
In  watery  friendship  to  fawn  and  be  kind. 
Thou  to  me,  then,  indeed,  sending  an  army  for  Helena's  sake, 
(I  wiU  not  conceal  it,)  wast — oh,  by  no  help  of  the  Muses  I  — 

depicted 
Not  well  of  thv  midriff  the  rudder  directing,  —  convicted 
Of  bringmg  a  boldness  they  did  not  desire  to  the  men  with  ex- 
istence at  stake. 
But  now — from  no  outside  of  mind,  nor  unlovingly  —  gracious 

thou  art 
To  those  who  have  ended  the  labor,  fulfilling  their  part ; 
And  in  time  shalt  thou  know,  by  inquiry  instructed. 
Who  of  citizens  justly,  and  who  not  to  purpose,  the  cily  oon^ 

ducted. 
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AaAMBBOrON. 

Finly  indeed,  Argos,  and  the  godsy  the  local, 

Tia  right  addressing — thoee  with  me  the  partners 

In  this  return  and  right  things  done  the  city 

Of  PriamoB :  gods  who,  from  no  tongae  bearing 

The  rights  o'  the  cause,  for  lUon's  fate  manrslaaght'roiit 

Into  the  bloody  vase,  not  oscillating, 

Pat  the  yote-pebbles,  while,  o'  the  rival  yessel, 

Hope  rose  up  to  the  lip-edge :  iBlled  it  was  not 

By  smoke  the  captured  city  is  still  conspicnoos : 

At^s  bomtofferings  live :  and,  dying  with  them, 

The  ash  sends  forl£  the  folsome  blasts  of  riches. 

Of  these  things,  to  the  gods  gprace  many-mindful 

Tis  right  I  render,  since  both  nets  oatrageoos 

We  bmlt  them  round  with,  and,  for  sake  of  woman, 

It  did  the  city  to  dust — the  Argeian  monster. 

The  horse's  nestling,  the  shield-bearing  people 

That  made  a  leap,  at  setting  of  the  Pleiads, 

And,  yaultmg  o'er  the  tower,  the  raw-flesh-feeding 

lion  licked  up  his  fill  of  blood  tyrannic. 

I  to  the  gods  indeed  prolonged  this  preface ; 

But  —  as  for  thy  thought,  I  remember  hearing— 

I  say  the  same,  and  thou  co-pleader  hast  me. 

Since  few  of  men  this  faculty  is  bom  with  — 

To  honor,  without  grudge,  their  friend  successfoL 

For  moody,  on  the  heart,  a  poison  seated 

Its  burden  doubles  to  who  gained  the  sickness : 

By  his  own  griefs  he  is  himself  made  heavy. 

And  out^f-door  prosperity  seeing  groans  at. 

Knowing,  I  'd  caJl  (for  weU  have  I  experienced) 

'*  Fellowship's  mirror,"  "  phantom  of  a  shadow," 

Those  seeming  to  be  mighty  gracious  to  me : 

While  just  Odusseus  —  he  who  sailed  not  willing  — 

When  joined  on,  was  to  me  the  ready  trace-horse. 

This  of  him,  whether  dead  or  whether  living, 

I  say.     For  other  cily-and-gods'  concernment  — 

Appointing  common  courts,  in  full  assemblage 

We  will  consult     And  as  for  what  holds  seemly  *- 

How  it  may  lasting  stay  weU,  must  be  counseUed : 

While  what  has  need  of  medicines  Paionian 

We,  either  burning  or  else  cutting  kindly. 

Will  make  endeavor  to  turn  pain  from  sickness. 

And  now  into  the  domes  and  homes  by  altar 

Gknng,  I  to  the  gods  first  raise  the  right-hand  — 

Th^  who,  far  sending,  back  again  have  brought  me* 

And  Victory,  nnce  she  followed,  fixed  remain  she  I 
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Men,  citizezi8,  Argeians  here,  my  worships ! 

I  shall  not  sfaame  me,  eon8ort4oTing  mannen 

To  tell  before  70a :  for  in  time  there  dies  off 

The  diffidence  from  people.    Not  from  others 

Learning,  I  of  myself  w^  tell  the  hard  life 

I  bore  so  long  as  this  man  was  'neath  Ilion* 

First :  for  a  woman,  from  the  male  divided. 

To  sit  at  home  alone,  is  monstroos  eyil^ 

Hearing  the  many  rumors  back-veTenging : 

And  for  now  This  to  come,  now  That  bring  after 

Woe,  and  still  worse  woe,  bawling  in  the  household ! 

And  troly,  if  so  many  woonds  had  chanced  on 

My  husband  here,  as  homeward  used  to  dribble 

Report,  he 's  pierced  more  than  a  net  to  speak  of  I 

While,  were  he  dying  (as  the  wucds  abounded) 

A  triple-bodied  Geruon  the  Seoond, 

Plenty  aboye  —  for  loads  below  I  count  not  — 

Of  eaSrth  a  three-share  cloak  he  'd  boast  of  taking, 

Once  only  dying  in  eadi  seyeral  figure ! 

Because  of  such-like  rumors  baek-reyenging, 

Many  the  halters  from  my  neck,  above  head, 

Others  than  /  loosed  —  loosed  &om  neck  by  main  f oree 

From  this  cause,  sure,  the  boy  stands  not  beside  me—-' 

Possessor  of  our  trothrplights,  thine  and  mine  too  — 

As  ought  Orestes :  be  not  thou  astonished ! 

For,  lum  brings  up  our  weU-disposed  guest-captiye 

Strophios  the  Phokian — ills  Uiat  told  on  both  sides 

To  me  predicting  —  both  of  thee  'neatii  Ilion 

The  danger,  and  if  anarchjr's  mob-upoar 

Should  overthrow  thy  council ;  since  it  is  bom  widi 

Mortals, — whoe'er  has  fallen,  the  more  to  kick  him. 

Such  an  excuse,  I  think,  no  cunning  carries ! 

As  for  myself  —  why,  of  my  wails  the  rushing 

Fountains  are  dried  up :  not  in  them  a  drop  morel 

And  in  my  late-to-bed  eyes  have  I  damage 

Bewailing  what  concerned  ihee,  ihose  tonshJuddingB 

Forever  unattended  to.     In  dreams — w^, 

Beneath  the  Ught  wing4)eats  o'  the  gnat,  I  woke  up 

As  he  went  buzzing — sorrows  that  ooneemed  thee 

Seeing,  that  filled  more  than  their  f  ellow«leep-time. 

Now,  all  this  having  suffered,  from  soul  grief-free 

I  would  style  this  man  here  the  dog  o*  l£e  stalJes, 

Hie  savior  f orestay  of  the  ship,  tiie  hi^  roofs 

Ground-prop,  son  sole-begotten  to  his  {ather. 
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—  Ay,  land  appearing  to  the  sailon  past  hope, 
LoTdiest  day  to  see  ater  a  tempest. 

To  tJie  way&ringKMie  athint  a  weU-flfxring, 
—The  joy,  in  short,  of  'scaping  all  diat's— fatal ! 
I  judge  hun  worth  addresses  each  as  these  are 

—  EnTT  stand  off !  —for  many  tiJiose  old  eyils 

We  underwent.    And  now,  to  me  —  dear  headship !  — 
Dismonnt  thou  from  tiliis  car,  not  earthward  setting 
The  foat  of  thine,  O  king,  that's  Ilion's  spoiler ! 
Slave-maids,  why  tarry  ?  —  whose  the  task  allotted 
The  soil  o'  the  road  to  straw  with  carpet-spreadings. 
Immediately  he  porpLe-strewn  the  patf&way, 
So  that  to  home  mihoped  may  lead  him  —  Justice  I 
As  for  the  rest,  care  shhil — by  no  sleep  conquered  — 
Dispose  things*'— justly  (gods  to  aid !)  ^pointed* 


roir. 

Offspring  of  Leda,  of  my  hooaehold  warder, 
Suitably  to  my  absence  hast  tiiou  spoken, 
For  long  the  speech  thou  didst  outstretch !     But  aptly 
To  praise  —  firam  others  ought  to  go  this  favor. 
And  for  the  rest, — not  me,  in  woman's  fashion. 
Mollify,  nor —  as  mode  of  barbarous  man  is  — 
To  me  gi^  forth  a  gxoundward-bUing  damor ! 
Nor,  strewing  it  with  garments,  make  my  passage 
Envied !     Goids,  sore,  with  these  behoves  us  honor : 
But,  for  a  mortal  on  these  varied  beauties 
To  walk — to  me,  indeed,  is  nowise  fear-free. 
I  say  — as  man,  not  god,  to  me  do  homage ! 
Apart  from  foofrmats  both  and  varied  vestures. 
Renown  is  loud,  and  —  not  to  lose  one's  senses, 
God's  greatest  sift    Behoves  we  him  call  happy 
Who  mis  brouf^  life  to  end  in  loved  wellbeing. 
If  all  things  I  might  manage  thus  — -  brave  man,  II 

KLUTAIMNBffrRA. 

Come  now,  this  say,  nor  feign  a  feeling  to  me ! 

AOAMSMNQN. 

With  feeling,  know  indeed,  I  do  not  tamper! 

KLUTAnorXSTBA. 

Yowedst  thou  tp  fte  gods,  in  &ar,  to  act  thus  ? 


K  any,  /  wdl  knew  resolve  I  outspoke. 
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XLUTAIIINBBXSA* 

What  ihiiik'Bt  thoa  Priamoe  had  dono,tfaii4  victor? 

AGAMUOrON. 

On  yaiied  rests  —  I  do  think  —  he  had  passaged. 

KLUTAHLNJESTJiA. 

Then,  do  not,  stniek  with  awe  at  human  oensore.  •  •  • 

AGAMXMNON. 

Well,  pc^mhff  mob-ontciy  maeh  avails  too! 

KLUTAIMNBBTRA. 

Ay,  bat  the  nnenvied  is  not  the  mach  yalned. 

AGAMBBOrON. 

Sore,  't  is  no  woman's  part  to  long  for  hatde ! 

KLUTAIMNBB^iA* 

Why,  to  the  prosperons,  even  suits  a  beating ! 

AGAMBBOrON. 

What  ?  thoa  this  beating  as  in  war  dost  prize  too  ? 

XLUTAIMNB8T&A* 

Persaade  thee  I  power,  for  once,  grant  me  — and  wilUngl 

AGAMEMNON. 

Bat  if  this  seem  so  to  thee  —  shoes,  let  someone 
Loose  under,  quick — foot's  serviceable  carriage  ! 
And  me,  on  these  sea-products  walking,  may  no 
Grudge  from  a  distance,  from  the  god's  eve,  strike  at  I 
For  great  shame  were  my  strewment^spouing  —  riches 
SpoiUng  with  feet,  and  silver-purchased  toxtares ! 
Ck  these  things,  thus  then.    But  this  female^tranger 
Tenderly  take  inside !     Who  conquers  mildly 
God,  from  afar,  benignantly  regaAleth. 
For,  willing,  no  one  wears  a  yoke  that's  servile : 
And  she,  of  many  valuables,  outpicked 
The  flower,  the  army's  gift,  myself  has  followed. 
So  —  since  to  hear  Uiee,  I  am  brought  about  thus,  — 
I  go  into  the  palace  —  parples  treaSng. 

KLUTAIMNBSXSA. 

There  is  the  sea —  and  what  man  shall  exhaust  it  ?  -^ 
Feeding  much  purple's  worth-its-weight-in-silver 
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Dye^  ever  fresh  and  {resh,  our  garments'  tinetare ; 

At  home,  such  wealth,  king,  we  begin  —  by  gods'  help-^- 

yr^  haying,  and  to  lack,  the  household  knows  not 

Of  many  garments  had  I  yowed  a  treading 

fin  oracles  if  fore-enjoined  the  household) 

Of  this  dear  soul  the  saf  e-retum-price  scheming ! 

For,  root  existing,  foliage  goes  up  houses. 

Shadow  overspreading  against  Seirios  dog-star ; 

And,  thou  returning  to  the  hearth  domestic, 

Warmth,  yea,  in  winter  dost  thou  show  returning. 

And  when,  too,  Zeus  works,  from  the  green-grape  acrid. 

Wine  —  then,  already,  cool  in  houses  cometh  — 

The  perfect  man  his  home  perambulating ! 

Zeus,  Zens  Perf ecter,  these  my  prayers  perfect  thou  I 

Thy  care  be — yea  —  of  things  thou  may'st  make  perfect  I 

CH0B06. 

Wherefore  to  me,  this  fear — 

Gronndedly  stationed  here 

Fronting  my  heart,  the  portent-watcher —  flits  she  ? 

Wherefore  should  prophet-play 

The  uncalled  and  unpaid  lay> 

Nor — haying  niat  forth  fear,  like  bad  dreams  —  sits  she 

On  the  mind's  throne  beloyed  —  well-suasiye  Boldness  ? 

For  time,  since,  by  a  throw  of  aU  the  hands. 

The  boat's  stem-cables  touched  the  sands, 

Has  passed  from  youth  to  oldness,  — 

When  under  Bion  rushed  the  ship-borne  bands. 

And  from  mv  eyes  I  learn — 

Being  myself  my  witness  —  their  return. 

Tet,  all  the  same,  without  a  lyre,  my  soul, 

Itself  its  teacher  too,  chants  from  within 

Erinus'  dirge,  not  haying  now  the  whole 

Of  Hope's  dear  boldness :  nor  my  inwards  sin  — 

The  h^art  that's  rolled  in  whirls  against  the  mind 

Justly  presageful  of  a  fate  behind. 

But  I  pray  —  things  &lse,  from  my  hope,  may  bSk 

Into  the  fate  that 's  not-fulfllled-at-all ! 

Especially  at  least,  of  health  that's  great 

The  term 's  insatiable :  for,  its  weight 

— A  neighbor,  with  a  common  wall  between  — 

Eyer  will  richness  lean ; 

And  destiny,  her  course  pursuing  straight, 

Has  struck  man's  ship  against  a  reef  unseen. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


80  AGAMEMNON 

Now,  when  a  portion,  radier  than  the  treaBore, 

Fear  easts  from  sling,  with  peril  in  right  measure. 

It  has  not  sank  —  the  oniTersal  freight, 

(With  misery  freighted  oyer-fiill,) 

Nor  has  fear  whekaed  the  holL 

Then  too  the  gift  of  Zens, 

Two-handedlj  profose, 

Even  from  the  farrows'  yield  for  yearly  ose 

Has  done  away  with  famine,  the  disease ; 

Bat  Uood  of  man  to  earth  once  falling,  —deadly,  black,-* 

In  times  ere  these,  — 

Who  may,  by  singing  spells,  esJl  bade  ? 

Zeus  had  not  else  stopped  one  who  ri^tiy  knew 

The  way  to  bring  the  dead  again. 

Bat,  did  not  an  appointed  Fate  constrain 

The  Fate  from  gods,  to  bear  no  more  than  dae, 

My  heart,  outstripping  what  toogae  utters, 

Would  have  all  out:  which  now,  in  darkness,  mntters  - 

Moodily  grieyod,  nor  ever  hopes  to  find 

How  she  a  word  in  season  may  unwind 

From  out  the  enkindling  mind. 

KLUTAIMNESTJtA. 

Take  thyself  in,  thou  too  —  I  say,  Eassandra ! 
Since  Zeus  —  not  angrily  —in  hoosehold  placed  thee 
Partaker  of  hand-sprinUings,  with  the  many 
Slaves  stationed,  his  the  Owner's  altar  close  to. 
Descend  from  out  this  car,  nor  be  high-minded  I 
And  truly  they  do  say  Alkmene's  child  once 
Bore  being  sold,  slaves'  barley4>read  his  living. 
If,  then,  necessity  of  this  lot  o'erbalance. 
Much  is  the  favor  of  old-wealthy  masters : 
For  those  who,  never  hoping,  made  fine  harvest 
Are  harsh  to  slaves  in  all  things,  beyond  measore. 
Thou  hast  — with  us  —  such  usage  as  law  warrants. 

CHOBOB. 

To  thee  it  was,  she  paused  pbin  qieech  from  quaking. 

Being  inside  the  fatal  nets  —  obeving, 

Thou  may'st  obey :  but  thoa  may  st  disobey  too  I 

KLUTAIHNESTSA. 

Why,  if  she  is  not,  in  the  swallow's  fashion, 

Possessed  of  voice  that 's  unknown  and  barbaric, 

I,  with  speech— speaking  in  mind's  scope — persuade  her 
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OHOBOB. 

FoDowI  The  best —-as  things  now  stand — shespsiksof. 
Obey  thou,  leaying  this  thy  ottr«Bthfoneinent  I 

KLTJTAIlOnfiSTBA. 

Welly  with  tiliis  thing  at  door,  lor  me  no  leisure 
To  waste  time :  as  concerns  the  hearth  mid-naTelledy 
Already  stand  the  sheep  for  fireside  skying 
By  those  who  neyer  hoped  to  have  snch  iayor. 
H  thoa,  then,  aoght  of  this  wilt  do»  delay  not  I 
Bat  if  thou,  being  witless,  tak'st  no  word  in. 
Speak  thou,  instrad  «f  Toice,  with  hand  as  Kan  do ! 

OHOBOS. 

She  seems  a  pUin  interpieter  in  need  of, 

The  stranger !  and  her  way  —  a  beast's  new-captured ! 

KCCTiJUM  BVI'KA. 

Why,  she  is  mad,  sore, — hears  her  own  bad  senses,  — 
Who,  while  she  comes,  leaying  a  town  new^aptored, 
Yet  knows  not  how  to  bear  the  bit  o'  the  bridle 
Before  she  has  ont-frothed  her  bloody  fierceness. 
Not  I *^ throwing  »way  more  wotds-^ will  shamed  be! 

GKOBOa. 

Bot  I,  -^  for  I  conqpassionate,  —  will  chafe  not 
Come,  O  unhappy  one,  this  car  vaeatiBg, 
Yielding  to  this  necessity,  prove  yoke's  ose  1 

KAS8ANDBA* 

Otototoi,  Gods,  Earth  — 
Apollon,  ApoUon  I 

OHOBOS. 

Why  didst  thoa  ^  ototd  "  concerning  Loxias  ? 
Since  he  is  none  saoh  as  to  tint  a  moomer. 

KASSAXTDBA. 

Otototoi,  Gods,  Earth,  — 
ApoUon,  ApoUon  1 

OHOBOS. 

ni-boding  here  again  the  god  invokes  she 

•^  JiTowise  6Bq[K>wered  in  woes  to  stand  by  helpfoL 
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KAflSAllBBA* 

ApoUon,  ApoUon, 

Guard  of  the  ways,  my  destroyer ! 

For  thoa  hast  quite,  this  second  timey  destroyed  mb^ 

OHOBOS. 

To  prophesy  she  seems  of  her  own  eyils : 
Bemains  the  god-gift  to  the  slaye-soul  present* 

KAflSAND&A. 

ApoUon,  Apollon, 

Onard  of  the  ways,  my  destroyer  I 

Ha,  whither  hast  thou  led  me  ?  to  what  roof  now  ? 

CHOBOS. 

To  the  Atreidai's  roof :  if  this  then  know'st  not» 
I  tell  it  thee,  nor  this  wilt  ihoa  call  falsehood. 

KA8SANDBA. 

Howl  how! 

Ood-hated,  then !    Of  many  a  crime  it  knew  — - 

Self-«kiying  evils,  halters  too : 

Man's-shambles,  blood-besprinkler  of  the  ground  I 

OHOBOS. 

She  seems  to  be  good-nosed,  the  stranger:  dog^like, 
She  snufib  indeed  the  victims  she  will  find  there. 

XAS8ANDBA. 

Howl  howl 

By  the  witnesses  here  I  am  certain  now ! 

These  children  bewailing  their  slaughters — flesh  dressed  in 

the  fire 
And  devoured  by  their  sire  I 

OHOBOB. 

Ay,  we  hare  heard  of  thy  soothsaying  glory, 
Doubtless :  but  prophets  none  are  we  in  scent  of  I 

KASBA2n>BA. 

Ah,  gods,  what  oyer  does  she  meditate  ? 

What  this  new  anguish  great  ? 

Great  in  the  house  here  she  mutates  ill 

Such  as  friends  cannot  bear,  cannot  cure  it :  and  still 

Oft  stands  all  Resistance 

Abr  in  the  distance ! 
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0H0B08, 

Of  these  I  witlesa  am— these 
But  those  I  knew :  for  the  wl 

XASSANDBA. 

Ah,  unhappy  one,  this  thoa  oonsmnmaftest  ? 

Thy  hosband,  thy  bed's  common  gnest, 

In  the  bath  haying  brightened*  .  .  •  How  shall  I  deolaie 

Consummation  ?    It  soon  will  be  there : 

For  hand  after  hand  she  oatstretches. 

At  life  as  she  reaches  I 

0H0B08. 

Nor  yet  I  've  gone  with  thee  I  for  —  after  riddles  ^* 
Now,  in  Uind'oradesy  I  feel  resoorceless. 

KAflSAin>BA. 

Eh,  eh,  papal,  papai, 

What  this,  I  espy? 

Some  net  of  Haides  undonbtedlyl 

Nay,  rather,  the  snare 

Is  she  who  has  share 

In  his  bed,  who  takes  part  in  the  mmder  there  I 

Bat  may  a  revolt — 

Unceasing  assault — 

On  the  &ce,  raise  a  shoot 

Sacrificial,  abont 

A  victim  —  by  stoning  -~ 

For  mnrder  atoning ! 

CHOBOS. 

What  tiliis  &ixyii8  which  i'  the  house  thoa  caUest 

To  raise  her  cry  ?    Not  me  thy  word  ftnligHt^nn  ] 

To  my  heart  has  ran 

A  drop  of  the  crocus-dye : 

Which  makes  for  those 

On  earth  by  the  spear  that  lie^ 

A  common  dose 

With  life's  descending  san* 

Swift  is  the  carse  began  I 

KASSANDBa* 

How!  howl 

See  —  see  quick ! 

Keep  the  ball  from  the  cow  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


M  AQAMBMNON 

In  the  vesture  she  catching  him,  strikes  ^™  now 

With  the  black-homed  trick, 

And  he  falls  in  the  watery  vase  I 

Of  the  craft^alling  caldron  I  tell  thee  Iha  case ) 

OHOBOe. 

I  woold  not  boast  to  be  a  topping  eritio 

Of  oracles :  bat  to  some  sort  of  evil 

I  liken  these.    From  orades,  what  good  speech 

To  mortals,  besidei  is  sent  ? 

It  comes  of  their  evils :  these  arts  word-aboonding  that 

sing  the  eyent 
Bring  the  fear  'tis  their  office  to  teach. 

KASSAZIDBA. 

Ah  me,  ah  me  — 

Of  me  unhappy,  evil-destined  f ortones ! 

For  I  bewail  my  proper  woe 

As,  mine  with  his,  all  into  one  I  throw. 

Why  hast  thou  hither  me  unhappy  brought  ? 

—  Unless  that  I  should  die  with  him — for  nangfatl 

What  else  was  sought  ? 

GH0B08. 

Thou  art  some  mind-mazed  creature,  god-possessed : 

And  all  about  thyself  dost  wail 

A  lay — no  lay  I 

Like  some  brown  nightingale 

Insatiable  of  noise,  who — weU  away  I  — - 

From  her  unhappy  breast 

Keeps  moaning  Itus,  Itus,  and  his  life 

With  evihi,  flourishing  on  each  side,  rife. 

KAS8A2n>]U.. 

Ah  me,  ah  me, 

The  &te  o'  the  nightingale,  the  dear  resounder  I 

For  a  body  wing-borne  have  the  gods  cast  round  heri 

And  sweet  existence,  from  misfortunes  free : 

But  for  myself  remains  a  sundering 

With  spear,  the  two-edged  thing! 

0H0B06. 

Whence  hast  thou  this  on-rushing  god-involving  pain 

And  n»sms  in  vain? 

For,  things  that  terrify, 

With  changing  unintelligible  cry 
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Tlum  BtrikMl  op  in  tone,  jet  all  the  while 
After  that  Orthian  etjrle ! 
Whence  hast  tfaoa  limiti  to  the  oraeQhff  xoad, 
Thai  evik  bode  ? 

XAflSANDKA. 

Ah  moy  the  niiptials,  the  nnptiab  of  Paris,  the  deadly  to 

friends! 
Ah  me»  of  Skamandros  the  dxaoght 
Paternal  I    There  once,  to  these  ends. 
On  tlqr  banks  was  I  brougfaty 

The  unhappy  J    And  now,  by  Kokatoe  and  Asheron's  shore 
I  shall  soon  be,  it  seems,  these  my  oracles  singing  once  morel 

OHOBO0. 

Why  this  word,  phdn  too  much. 

Hast  thoa  ottered  ?    A  babe  migjht  learn  of  soch  I 

I  am  stmck  with  a  bloody  bite — here  under — 

At  the  &te  woe^wreaking 

Of  thee  shrill-shrieking: 

To  me  who  hear — a  wonder ! 

KASSANDSA* 

Ah  me,  the  toils  —  the  toils  of  the  city 

The  wholly  destroyed :  ah,  pity. 

Of  the  samficings  my  father  made 

In  the  ramparts'  aid — 

Much  slaughter  of  grass-fed  flocks  —  that  afforded  no  cure 

That  the  city  should  not,  as  it  does  now,  the  burthen  endure ! 

But  I,  with  the  soul  on  fire, 

Soon  to  the  earth  shall  cast  me  and  expire  I 

CHOBOB. 

To  things,  on  the  former  consequent. 

Again  hast  thou  giyen  vent : 

And  't  is  some  eril-meaning  fiend  doth  move  thee, 

Hearily  falling  from  above  thee, 

To  melodize  thy  sorrows  —  else,  in  singing, 

Calamitous,  death-bringing ! 

And  of  all  this  the  end 

I  sm  without  resource  to  apprehend* 

KA88ANDRA. 

WeQ  then,  the  oracle  from  veils  no  longer 
Shall  be  outlooking,  like  a  bride  new-married : 
But  bright  it  seems,  against  the  sun's  uprisings 
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Breathing,  to  penetrate  thee :  so  as,  waye-Uke, 
To  wush  against  tbe  rays  a  woe  moch  greater 
Than  this.    I  will  no  longer  teach  by  riddles. 
And  witness,  running  with  me,  that  of  evils 
Done  long  ago,  I  nosing  track  the  footstep! 
For,  this  same  roof  here  —  never  quits  a  Choros 
One-Yoiced,  not  well-toned  since  no  "  well "  it  utters: 
And  truly  having  drunk,  to  get  more  courage, 
Man's  blood  —  &e  Eomos  keeps  within  the  household 

—  Hard  to  be  sent  outside  —  of  sister  Furies : 

They  hymn  their  hymn  —  within  the  house  dose  sitting- 
The  first  beginning  curse :  in  turn  spit  forth  at 
The  Brother's  bed,  to  him  who  spumed  it  hostile. 
Have  I  missed  aught,  or  hit  I  like  a  bowman  ? 
False  prophet  am  I,  —  knock  at  doors,  a  babbler  ? 
Henceforward  witness,  swearing  now,  I  know  not 
By  other's  word  the  old  sins  of  this  household  I 

OHOBO0. 

And  how  should  oath,  bond  honorably  bbding. 
Become  thy  cure  ?    No  less  I  wonder  at  thee 

—  That  thou,  beyond  sea  reared,  a  strange-tongued  dty 
Should'st  hit  in  speaking,  just  as  if  thou  stood'st  by  I 

KASSANDRA. 

Prophet  Apollon  put  me  in  this  office. 

OHOBO0. 

What,  even  though  a  god,  with  longing  smitten? 

KASSANDBA. 

At  first,  indeed,  shame  was  to  me  to  say  this. 

0H0B06. 

For,  more  relaxed  grows  everyone  who  fares  welL 

KASSAimBA. 

But  he  was  athlete  to  me  —  huge  grace  breathing ! 

0HOB06. 

Well,  to  the  work  of  children,  went  ye  law's  way? 

KA8SA2n>BA. 

Having  consented,  Lozias  I  played  false  to. 

0H0B06. 

Already  when  the  wits  inspired  possessed  of  ? 
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KAMAKDBA. 

Abeadj  towngmen  all  their  woes  I  foretold. 

GH0B06. 

How  wast  tfaoa  then nnhnrt  bj  LosiAfl'  anger? 

KAflSAlTDBA* 

I  no  one  ao^^  pemiadedy  when  I  rinned  thna. 

CHOB06. 

To  nsy  at  least,  now  aooth  to  saj  ihoa 

KASaANBBA* 

Halloo,  halloo,  ab,  eiils ! 
Agun,  straightforward  f oreei^t's  foarfol  labor 
'VHiirls  me^  distracting  with  prelnsiTe  last-lays ! 
Behold  ye  those  there,  in  the  household  seated,  «- 
Young  ones,  —  of  dreams  approaching  to  the  figores? 
Qnldren,  as  if  ther  died  by  uieir  beloTcds  — 
Hands  they  have  filled  with  flesh,  the  meal  domestic  — 
Entrails  and  vitals  both,  most  pteons  burthen. 
Plain  they  are  holding !  —  which  th^  father  tasted ! 
For  this,  i  say,  plans  ponishment  a  certain 
lion  ignoble,  on  the  bed  that  wallows, 
HoDse^oard  (ah,  me !)  to  the  returning  master 
—Mine,  since  to  bear  the  slavish  yoke  behoves  me! 
The  ships'  commander,  Dion's  desolator. 
Knows  not  what  things  the  tongoe  of  the  lewd  sh0<[og 
Speaking,  ontspreading,  shiny^sooled,  in  foshion 
Of  At^  hid,  wUl  reach  to,  by  ill  fortonel 
Such  things  she  dares — the  female,  the  male's  slayert 
She  is  •  •  .  how  calling  her  the  hatefol  Ute-beast 
May  I  hit  the  mark  ?    Some  amphisbaina — Skolla 
Hoosing  in  rocks,  of  mariners  the  mischief, 
Bevelling  Haides'  mother, — corse,  no  trace  with, 
Breathing  at  friends  I    How  pioosly  she  diouted. 
The  all-coorageoas,  as  at  torn  of  battle ! 
She  seems  to  jov  at  the  back-bringing  safety ! 
Of  this,  too,  if  I  nan^t  persuade,  all 's  one !    Why? 
What  is  to  be  will  come  f   And  soon  thou,  present, 
''Ibnie  prophet  all  too  mnch"  wilt  pitying  style  me  I 

0HOB06. 

Thoestes'  feast,  indeed,  on  flesh  of  children, 

I  went  with,  and  I  shuddered.    Few  too  holds  me 

Listing  what's  tme  as  life,  nowise  oat-imaged  I 
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I  aaj,  ihoa  Agamemnon's  &te  ahalt  look  on  1 

OHO&OB. 

Speak  good  words,  O  tmhappjr  1    Set  month  sleepingi 

KAHSAWPRA. 

Bat  Paian  stands  in  no  stead  to  the  speedi  here. 

CH0B08. 

Nay,  if  die  tting  be  near:  hat  nerer  he  it ! 

KAflSAHDBA. 

Thoo,  indeed,  prayest :  they  to  kill  are  basy ! 

OHOfioe. 
Of  what  man  is  it  ministored,  this  sorrow? 

KA»A2n>RA. 

There  again,  wide  tfaoa  look'st  of  my  foretellings. 

OBOB06. 

For,  the  falffller^B  sdieme  I  have  not  gone  with* 

KAflSANIXBA. 

And  yet  too  well  I  know  the  speech  Hellenie. 

CCBOBOB. 

For  Patluan  orades,  thy  speech,  and  hard  tool 

KABSAMDRA. 

Papal :  what  fire  this !  and  it  eomes  npon  me  I 

Ototoi,  Lakeion  Apollon,  ah  me  — -  me ! 

She,  the  two-footed  lioness  that  sleeps  widi 

The  wolf,  in  absence  of  the  generoos  lion. 

Kills  me  the  anhappy  one :  and  as  a  poison 

Brewing,  to  pat  my  price  too  in  the  anger, 

She  TOWS,  against  her  mate  this  weapon  whetting 

To  pay  him  hack  the  brinffing  me,  widi  slanghter. 

Why  keep  I  then  these  thmgs  to  make  me  laoghed  o^ 

Both  wands  and,  roond  my  neck,  oracalar  fillets  ? 

Thee,  at  least,  ere  my  own  fate  will  I  rain : 

Go,  to  perdition  falling  I    Boons  exchange  we  — 

Some  other  Attf  in  my  stead  make  wealthy ! 

See  diere  — himself,  Apollon  stripping  from  me 
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The  orteolar  garment!  havinff looked  upon  me 

— Even  in  theee  adornments,  landed  by  friendi  at. 

As  good  as  f  oesy  i' the  balaoee  wMgfaed :  aadTainly  — 

For,  called  crazed  stroUer,  ^  as  I  had  been  gypsy, 

BegQg;ar,  nnhappy,  starred  to  death, — I  bore  it. 

And  now  the  ]rxopfaet-»-pMipliet  me  undoing, 

Has  led  away  to  uiese  so  deadly  fortunes ! 

Instead  of  my  sire's  altsr,  waits  the  hack-block 

She  atmek  with  HMt  warm  bloody  sacrificing  I 

Tet  nowise  nnavenged  of  fi;ods  wUl  death  be : 

For  there  shall  come  anomer,  our  avenger, 

Hie  mother«laying  scion,  fodier's  doomsman : 

Fogitiye,  wanderer,  from  this  land  an  exile, 

Back  shall  he  come,  —^  for  friends,  copestone  these  corses  I 

For  there  is  sworn  a  great  oath  from  the  gods  that 

Him  shall  bring  hither  his  fallen  sire's  prostration. 

Why  make  I  then,  like  an  indweUer,  moaning  ? 

Snoe  a*  the  first  I  f  erasaw  Hion's  ei^ 

Suffering  as  it  has  soffered :  and  who  took  it, 

Thns  by  the  judgment  of  tiie  gods  are  faring. 

I  go,  will  suffer,  will  sahmit  to  dyingl 

Bot,  Haides' gates  —  these  same  I  c^  I  speak  to, 

And  pray  that  on  an  opportune  blow  chancing, 

Without  a  struggle,  >-^  bkod  the  calm  death  bringing 

In  easy  outflow,  — I  this  eye  may  dose  up ! 


0  much  unhappy,  but,  again,  much  learned 
Woman,  long  hast  thou  outstretched  I     But  if  truly 
Thou  knoweet  thine  own  fate,  how  oomes  that,  like  to 
A  god-led  steer,  to  altv  bold  thou  treadest  ? 

KAfl8A2n>BA* 

There'siioaToidaace,«— Strangers,  no  I    Some  time  morel 

0HOB06. 

He  last  is,  anyhow,  by  time  adyantaged. 

KAsaiim&A. 
It  comes,  the  day :  I  shall  by  flight  gain  little. 

OHQBO0. 

But  know  thou  patient  art  from  thy  braye  spiritl 

KASSANDRA. 

Such  things  hears  no  one  of  the  happy«fortnned. 
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OHOBOB. 

Bat  glorioudy  to  die— for  man  is  graooy  lore  I 

KAS&ANDKA. 

Ah,  nre,  for  thee  and  for  thj  noUe  ehildreii  I 

0H0B06. 

Bat  what  thing  is  it?    What  fear  toniB  theo  backwaida  ? 

KASaAJTDBA. 

Alas,  alas! 

0HOB08. 

Why  this  "alas''?  if 't  is  no  spixif s  loalhing  .  .  . 

KASSANDBA* 

Slaaghter  hlood-dripping  does  the  hoasdudd  smell  of  I 

OHOBOeu 
How  else?    This  scent  is  of  heaith-saeriflees. 

KASSANDBA. 

Such  kind  of  steam  as  frqm  a  tomb  is  proper  I 

CH0B06* 

No  Sorian  honor  to  the  Hoose  thoa  speak'st  of  I 

KASSAimaA. 

Bat  I  will  go,  —  even  in  the  hoosdudd  wailing 
M J  &ite  and  Agamemnon's.    Life  saffloe  me  I 
Ah,  strangers  I 

I  cry  not  "  ah  "  —  as  bird  at  bash  —  through  terror 
Idly !  to  me,  the  dead  thos  maeh  bear  witness : 
When,  for  me  —  woman,  there  shall  die  a  woman, 
And,  for  a  man  iU-wiyed,  a  man  shall  perish  I 
This  hospitality  I  ask  as  dying. 

0H0B06. 

0  safferer,  thee  —  thy  foretold  fate  I  pity. 

KASSAHIHU. 

Yet  once  for  all,  to  speak  a  speech*  I  fain  am : 
No  dirge,  mine  for  myself !    The  san  I  pray  to, 
Fronting  his  last  light!  — to  my  own  avengers  — 
That  from  mj  hatefal  slayers  they  exact  too 
Pay  for  the  dead  slave  —  easy-managed  hand'»work  I 
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0HOB06. 

A]a8  for  mortal  matton !    Happjr-fortniiedy— 

Whjy  any  shade  would  tnxn  tfafion :  if  nnliappyi 

^  throws  the  wettbg  sponge  has  spoiled  the  pictarel 

koA  more  by  mneh  in  mortals  tbb  I  jnty. 

The  being  weIl-((Hlo  — 

Insatiate  a  desire  of  diis 

Bom  with  all  mortals  is, 

Nor  an^  is  there  who 

Wellbeing  forces  off,  aroints 

From  roofs  whereat  a  finger  points, 

^'  No  more  come  in  I ''  exclaiming.     This  man,  too. 

To  take  the  citjr  of  Priamos  did  the  celestials  give, 

And,  honored  by  the  god,  he  homeward  comes ; 

Bat  now  if,  of  the  former,  he  shall  pay 

The  blood  back,  and,  for  those  who  ceased  to  live, 

^^ing,  for  deaths  in  torn  new  puiishment  he  dooms  «- 

Who,  being  mortal,  would  not  pray 

With  an  onmisehieyoos 

Daimon  to  hare  been  bom — who  would  not,  hearing  thns? 

AGAHBMNOV. 

Ah  me!  I  am  strock  —  a  right-aimed  stroke  within  me ! 

OHOBO0. 

Silence!     Who  is  it  shouts  '' stroke "  —  " rightraimedly "  a 
wounded  one  ? 

iyQAMBflOrON. 

Ah  me !  indeed  again,  —  a  second,  strack  by  I 

0H0R08. 

This  work  seems  to  me  completed  by  this  ^'Ah  me"  of  the 

king's; 
But  we  somehow  may  together  share  in  solid  ^ounsellings. 

OHOBOB  L 

I,  in  the  first  place,  my  opinion  tell  you : 

—To  cite  the  townsmen,  by  help-cry,  to  house  here. 

OHOBoe  n. 
To  me,  it  seems  we  ought  to  fall  upon  them 
At  q;nicke8t — prove  t^  bet  by  sword  fresh-flowing  I 
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csumoB  in. 
And  It  of  audi  opinion  the  pttrteker, 
Vote  —  to  do  Bomefthing :  not  to  wait «- fhe  main  pointl 

OE0BOS  IT. 

'T  is  plain  to  see :  for  they  prelude  as  tlioii^^  of 
A  tyranny  the  signs  they  gave  the  eity. 

OHOBoe  y. 
For  we  waste  time ;  while  they,  — this  waiting's  | 
Treading  to  ground,  —  allow  the  hand  no  slomb 

CHOBOe  vi. 
I  know  not^ehaneing  on  some  plan  —-to  tell  it: 
'Tis  for  the  doer  to  plan  of  the  deed  also. 

0EOB09  yn. 
And  I  am  such  another :  since  I  'm  schemdess 
How  to  raise  up  again  by  words  —  a  dead  man  t 

CHORDS  vm. 
TVhat,  and,  protracting  life,  shall  we  give  way  thns 
To  the  disgracen  of  our  hmne,  these  mlers? 

CHOEOS  cc 
Why,  't  is  unbearable :  but  to  die  is  better : 
For  death  than  tyranny  is  the  riper  finish  I 

OHOBOS  z. 
What,  by  the  testifjring  <<  Ah  me  "  of  him, 
Shall  we  prognosticate  the  man  as  perished? 

oaoBoe  XI. 
We  must  quite  know  ere  speak  these  things  concerning : 
For  to  conjecture  and  *<  quite  know  ^'  are  two  things. 

OHOBOS  xn. 
This  same  to  praise  I  from  all  sides  abound  in  — 
Clearly  to  know,  Atreides,  what  he 's  doing ! 

KLX7TAIHinS9TBA« 

Much  having  been  before  to  purpose  spoken, 
The  opposite  to  say  I  shall  not  shamed  be : 
For  how  should  one,  to  enemies,  — ^in  semblance. 
Friends,  —  enmity  proposing,  — -  sorrow's  net-frune 
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Enclose,  a  height  saparior  to  ondeaiuig? 

To  me,  indeed,  this  strog^^  of  old— •not  mfa^lflip 

Of  an  old  victory  —  came :  with  time,  I  giant  70a  I 

I  stand  where  I  have  stmek,  things  once  accomplished : 

And  so  have  done,  —  and  this  deny  I  shall  not,  — 

As  that  his  f ato  was  nor  to  fly  nor  ward  off. 

A  wrap-ro«md  with  no  outlet,  as  for  fishes, 

I  fence  about  him— the  rich  woe  of  the  garment : 

I  strike  him  twiee,  and  in  a  donUe  ^  AImm  I " 

He  let  his  limbs  go  —  tkmrel  And  to  him,  fallen, 

The  third  blow  add  I,  giving— of  Bekw^groond 

Zeus,  jioardian  of  the  dead  —  the  Totive  &▼<»• 

Thus  m  the  mind  of  him  he  rages,  Mting, 

And  blowing  forth  a  brisk  bkod-epatler,  strikes  me 

With  the  dark  drop  of  slaoghterons  dew  —  rejoicing 

No  leas  than,  at  the  godtgiyeii  dewyHMmlort, 

The  sown-stnfE  in  its  biru4hioea  from  the  ealyz. 

Since  so  these  fthin^  are,  -<- Argites,  my  revered  here^  ««■ 

Temay  rejoice— if  ye  rejoice:  bati  — boaet! 

If  it  were  nt  on  corpse  to  poor  libadon. 

That  would  be  right  —  right  over  and  above,  too ! 

The  cap  of  evils  in  the  house  he,  having 

Filled  with  such  cuisea,  himself  coming  drinks  of. 

GHOBOe. 

We  wonder  at  thy  tongae :  ainee  bold-moiithed  truly 
Is  she  who  in  sudi  speech  boasts  o'er  her  husband ! 

XLUTAnonEBTRA* 

Ye  test  me  as  I  were  a  witless  woman : 
But  I — with  heart  intrepid  —  to  you  knowers 
Say  (and  thou —  if  thou  wilt  or  praiae  or  Uame  me, 
Comes  to  the  same)  —  this  man  is  Agamemnon, 
My  husband,  dead,  the  work  of  the  r^t  hand  here, 
Ay,  of  a  just  artiSoer :  so  things  are. 

OHOSOe. 
What  evil,  O  woman,  food  or  drink,  earth-bred 
Or  sent  from  the  flowing  sea. 
Of  such  having  fed 
Didst  thou  set  on  thee 
This  sacrifice 
And  popular  cries 
Of  a  curse  on  thy  head  ? 
OfE  thou  hast  thrown  him,  off  hast  cut  . 
The  man  from  the  city :  but- 
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Off  from  tbe  dty  HkjmU  duJk  be 
Cut  —  to  the  eituens 
A  hato  inuneDBe  I 

KLDTADIN  JBBTJtA. 

Now,  indeed,  thou  adjndgest  exile  to  me, 

And  citizeiiB'  hate,  and  to  have  popular  ciunes : 

Nothing  of  tliiB  against  the  man  here  bringing. 

Who,  no  more  awe-checked  than  as  'twere  a  beast'fl  fate,- 

With  sheep  abundant  in  the  welMeeoed  graze-flocks,—* 

Sacrificed  nds  child,  —  dearest  fmit  of  travail 

To  me,  —  as  song-^pell  against  Threkian  blowings. 

Not  him  did  it  behove  thee  hence  to  banish 

—  Pollution's  penalty  ?    But  hearing  my  deeds 

Jnsticer  rough  thou  art  1    Now,  this  I  tell  thee : 

To  threaten  thus  --•  me,  <me  prepared  to  have  thee 

(On  like  conditions,  thy  hand  conquering)  o'er  me 

Rule :  but  if  Qod  the  opposite  ordain  us, 

Thou  shalt  leazn  — late  taught,  certes  —  to  be  modest 

0H0B06. 

Greatly-intending  thou  art : 
Much-mindful,  too^  hast  thou  cried 
(Since  thy  mind,  with  its  slaughter-ou^ouriog  part, 
Is  frantic)  that  over  the  eyes,  a  patch 
Of  blood  — with  blood  to  match- 
Is  plain  for  a  pride ! 
Tet  still,  bereft  of  friends,  thy  fate 
Is— -blow  with  Uow  to  expiate! 

KLITTAIHNlEaTBA. 

And  this  thou  hearest  —  of  my  oaths,  just  warrant  I 

By  who  fulfilled  things  for  my  daughter,  Justice, 

At^  Erinus,  —  by  whose  help  I  slew  him,  — 

Not  mine  the  fancv  —  Fear  will  tread  my  palace 

So  long  as  on  my  hearth  there  bums  a  fire, 

Aigisthos  as  before  weU-caring  for  me ; 

Since  he  to  me  is  shield,  no  small,  of  boldness. 

Here  does  he  lie  —  outrager  of  this  female, 

Dainty  of  all  the  Chruseids  under  Bion ; 

And  she  — -  the  captive,  the  soothsayer  iJso 

And  couchmate  of  this  man,  orade-speaker, 

Faithful  bedfellow,  —  ay,  the  sailors'  benches 

They  wore  in  common,  nor  unpunished  did  so. 

Since  he  is  —  thus !    While,  as  for  her,  —  swan-fashion, 

Her  latest  having  chanted,  —  dying  wailing 
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She  lies,  —  to  bim,  a  Bweetlieart :  me  she  farougfal  to 
Mj  bed's  bj-nieety,  the  whet  of  dalliMiee. 

CHOBOB. 

Alas,  that  some 

Fate  would  come 

Upon  us  in  qnidmess^ 

Neither  mndi  sickness 

Neither  bed-keeping  — 

And  bear  nnended  sleeping, 

Now  that  subdued 

Is  our  keeper,  the  kindest  of  mood ! 

HaTing  Ixnne,  for  a  woman's  sake,  much  strife  — 

By  a  woman  he  withered  from  life  I 

AJime ! 

Law-breaking  Helena  who,  one. 

Hast  many,  so  many  souls  undone 

'Neath  Iroia !  and  now  the  consummated 

Mnch-memoraUe  curse 

Hast  thou  made  flower-forth,  red 

With  the  blood  no  rains  disperse, 

Ibat  which  was  then  in  the  House  — ^ 

Strife  all-subduing,  the  woe  of  a  spouse. 

KLXTTADOiEBTBA. 

Nowise,  of  death  the  fate — 

Burdened  by  these  things — supplicate  ! 

Nor  on  Helena  torn  thy  wrath 

As  the  man-destroyer,  as  '*  she  who  hath, 

Being  but  one, 

Many  and  many  a  soul  undone 

Of  the  men,  the  Danaoi  "  — 

And  wrought  immense  annoy ! 

GHOSOB. 

Daimon,  who  fsllest 

Upon  it^  household  and  the  double-raced 

Tantalidai,  a  rule,  minded  like  theirs  displaced. 

Thou  rdest  me  with,  now. 

Whose  heart  thou  gallest ! 

And  on  the  body,  Vke  a  hateful  crow. 

Stationed,  all  out  of  tune,  his  chant  to  chant 

Doth  something  vaunt  I 

KLXTTADOiEBTBA* 

Now,  of  a  truth,  hast  thou  set  upright 
Thy  mouth's  ofonion,  — 
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Naming  tke  Sprite, 

The  triply-gproH) 

O'er  the  race  that  has  dominion : 

For  through  him  it  is  that  Eros 

The  cami^;e4icker 

In  the  belly  is  bred  :  ere  ended  quite 

Is  the  elder  throe — new  ichor  1 

OHOfiOS. 

Certainly,  great  of  micht 
And  heavy  of  wrath,  me  Sprite 
Thou  telleet  of,  in  Oa  palaoa 
(Woe,  woe !) 

—  An  evil  tale  of  %  iate 
By  At^s  malice 
Bendered  insatiate ! 
Oh,oh,— 

King,  king,  how  shall  I  beweep  thae  ? 

From  friendly  soul  what  ever  say  ? 

Thou  liest  where  webs  of  the  spider  o'ersweqi  thee  % 

In  impious  death,  life  breathing  away. 

O  me  —  me  I 

This  couch,  not  free  1 

By  a  slavish  death  subdued  thou  art, 

From  the  hand,  by  the  two-edged  dart 

Thou  boastest  this  deed  te  be  mine: 
But  leave  off  styling  me 
^  The  Agamemnonian  wife !  " 
For,  showing  himself  in  sign 
Of  die  spouse  of  the  corpse  thou  dost  see, 
Did  the  ancient  bitter  avenging'gfaost 
Of  Atreus,  savage  host. 
Pay  the  man  here  as  price  — 
A  full-grown  for  the  young  one's  saerificOb 

OHOSOS. 

That  no  cause,  indeed,  of  this  killing  art  thou. 

Who  shall  be  witness-bearer  ? 

How  shall  he  bear  it-^.how  ? 

But  the  sire's  aveaging-f^iost  mi^^  be  in  the  deed  a  shar^i 

He  is  forced  on  and  on 

By  the  kin-bom  flowing  of  blood, 

—  BUck  Ares :  to  where,  having  gone, 
He  shall  leave  off,  flowing  done. 
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At  the  irosen-childVflesh  food. 

King,  kingi  how  duill  I  b#weep  thee  1 

From  friendly  sool  what  ever  say  ? 

Thoa  liest  where  webs  of  the  f|&er  o'ersweep  theOi 

In  impioiiB  death,  life  breathing  away. 

Oh,  me — me! 

This  ooach  not  free  I 

By  a  daviah  death  sabdned  thoa  art. 

From  the  hand,  by  the  two-edged  dart. 

KLUTAIMNBeiBiu 

No  death  "unfit  for  the  free " 

Do  I  think  this  man's  to  be : 

For  did  not  himself  a  slaviah  ouse 

To  his  honsehokl  decree  ? 

Bat  the  scion  of  him,  mjrself  did  nurse  -— 

That  much-bewailed  Ij^iigeneiay  he 

Haying  done  well  by,  ~- and  as  well,  nor  worse, 

Been  done  to,  —  let  him  not  in  Haides  loudly 

Bear  himself  proudly  I 

Being  by  sword-destroying  death  amerced 

For  that  sword's  ponidunent  himself  inflieted  first 

OHOBOS. 

I  at  a  loss  am  left  — 

Of  a  feasible  scheme  of  mind  bereft — 

Where  I  may  turn :  for  the  house  is  falling: 

I  fear  the  bloody  crash  of  the  rain 

That  ruins  the  roof  as  it  borsts  amain : 

The  waming^iiop 

Has  come  to  a  stop. 

Destiny  doth  Justice  whet 

For  other  deed  of  hurt,  on  other  whetstones  yet. 

Woe,  earth,  earth — would  ih<m  hadst  taken  fm 

Ere  I  saw  the  man  I  see^ 

On  the  pallet-bed 

Of  the  olyerHnded  bath-vase,  dead  I 

Who  is  it  shall  burv  him,  who 

Sing  his  dirge  ?    Cfan  it  be  true 

That  tlum  ^t  dare  this  same  to  do-<«- 

Havinff  slain  thy  husband,  thine  own. 

To  mwke  his  funeral  moan : 

And  for  the  soul  of  him,  in  place 

Of  his  ndghty  deeds,  a  graceless  grace 

To  wickedly  institute  ?    By  whom 

Shall  the  tale  of  praise  o'er  the  tomb 
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Al  the  god-like  man  be  sent — 

From  iLd  truth  of  his  mind  as  he  toib  intent? 


It  bdongs  not  to  thee  to  deehre 

This  object  of  eare ! 

By  OS  did  he  fall  —  down  therel 

Did  he  die  —  down  there !  and  down,  no  less. 

We  will  bury  him  there,  and  not  beneath 

The  wails  of  the  household  over  his  dealh : 

Bat  Iphiffeneia,  —  with  kindliness,  — 

Hb  dan^ter, "-  as  the  case  reqoiies, 

Fadng  him  fall,  at  the  rapid-flowing 

Passage  of  Groans  shall  —  both  hands  throwing 

Aroand  him  -—kiss  that  kindest  of  sires  I 

OHOBOB. 

This  blame  comes  in  the  place  of  blame : 

Hard  battle  it  is  to  radge  each  daim. 
^  He  is  borne  away  who  bears  away : 

And  the  killer  has  all  to  pay." 

And  this  remains  while  Zeas  is  remaining, 
^Th^  doer  shall  softer  in  time  '*  —  for,  each  his  ordaining. 

Who  may  cast  oat  of  the  Hoase  its  carsed  brood  ? 

TheraceistoAt^glnedl  , 

KLUTAnonESIBA* 

Thoa  hast  gone  into  this  oracle 

With  a  troe  resolt    For  me,  dien,  —  I  will 

— To  the  Daimon  of  the  Fleisthenidai 

Making  an  oath  —  with  all  these  things  comply 

Hard  as  they  are  to  bear.    For  the  rest  — 

Going  from  oat  tins  Hoase,  a  gaest. 

May  ne  wear  some  other  family 

To  naught,  with  the  deaths  of  kin  by  kin ! 

And  —  kee^nng  a  little  part  of  my  goods  — 

Wholly  am  I  contented  in 

Haying  expelled  from  the  royal  House 

These  frenzied  moods 

The  mutually-murderous. 

AIGIBTHOe. 

0  light  proptious  of  day  justice-bringing ! 

1  may  say  truly,  now,  tluit  men's  ayengers, 

The  gods  from  hi^  of  earth  behold  &e  sorrows  — 
Seeing,  as  I  have,  i'  the  spun  robes  of  the  Erinues, 
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This  man  here  lyingi— sight  to  me  how  pleasaiitl  — 
ffia  father's  hands'  oontriyanees  repaying. 
For  Atrensy  this  kod's  lord,  of  this  man  father, 
Thnestee,  my  own  &ther — to  speak  clearly  — 
ffis  brother  too,  — being  i'  the  mle  contested,  — 
DroTO  forth  to  exile  from  both  town  and  luMisehold : 
And,  coming  back,  to  the  hearth  tamed,  a  suppliant. 
Wretched  Thnestes  f oond  the  fite  assured  him 
—  Not  to  die,  bloodying  his  paternal  threshold 
Just  there :  bat  host-wise  this  man's  impioos  &ther 
Atreos,  soolrkeenly  more  than  kindly, — seeming 
To  joyons  hold  a  flesh-day, — to  my  father 
Served  o^  a  meal,  the  flesh  of  his  own  children. 
The  feet  mdeed  mi.  the  hands'  top  divisions 
He  hid,  high  np  and  isolated  sitting : 
Bat,  their  onshowing  parts  in  ignorance  taking, 
He  forthwith  eats  food^-as  tlwa  seest — ^eidition 
the  race :  and  then,  'ware  of  the  deed  ill-omened, 


To  the  race :  and  then. 

He  shrieked  O I  —  falls  back,  vomiting,  from  the  carnage, 

And  fate  on  the  Pelopidai  past  bearing 

He  prays  down  —  patting  in  his  corse  together 

The  kicking  down  o'  the  feast «- that  so  might  perish 

The  race  of  Fleisthenes  entire :  and  thence  is 

That  it  is  given  thee  to  see  this  man  prostrate. 

And  I  was  rightly  oLthis  slaoghtar  stitdbman : 

Since  me,  —  being  third  from  ten, -^  with  my  poor  father 

He  drives  oat — being  then  a  babe  in  swathe-bands : 

Bat,  grown  ap,  back  again  has  iostice  broaght  me : 

And  of  this  man  I  got  hold —being  withont^oors— 

fitting  together  the  whole  scheme  c^  ill-wilL 

So,  vwee/tf  in  fine,  even  to  die  were  to  me. 

Seeing,  as  I  have,  this  man  i'  the  toils  of  jostioe  I 

OHOBOe. 

Aigisthos,  arrogance  in  ills  I  love  not 

DcMt  thoa  say —willing,  thoa  didst  kill  the  man  here^ 

And,  alone,  plot  this  lamentable  slanghter  ? 

I  say— diy  head  in  jastice  will  escape  not 

Iha  people's  throwing — know  that  I — stones  and  corses  t 

AIQISTHOB. 

Thoa  soch  things  soondest— seated  at  Ae  lower 
Oarage  to  those  who  rule  at  the  ship's  mid-bench  ? 
Thoa  shalt  know,  being  old,  how  heavy  is  teaching 
To  one  of  the  like  age^bidden  be  modest! 
But  chains  and  old  age  and  the  pangs  of  fasting 
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Stand  oat  belove  all  else  in  toadun^  — piopluto 
At  8oii]8*-care !    Do0t  not,  ieemg  an^it,  aoe  tbis  too  ? 
Against  goads  kidk  not,  iMt  tvipt^p  tlicNi  aoller  1 

OHOB08. 

Woman,  thou,  *— of  faim  oomuig  new  ffom  batUe 
Hoosegoaid— «dij  hoatMnd'a  M  the  wliile  diagneingy*^ 
For  the  Anny-feader  didst  Hioa  ]plan  this  fate  toe? 

AieiBTHOS. 

These  words  too  are  of  groacns  the  priin»4»egetteia  I 
Truly  a  tongae  opposed  to  Orpheus  hast  tlMm : 
For  he  led  all  flimgs  by  his  voice's  graee-ehaniy 
Bat  thoa,  apstirring  them  by  these  wild  yelpings, 
WUt  lead  them  I    Forced,  thou  wih  appear  the  tamer  I 

CHOBOa. 

So — thoa  shalt  be  n^  king  then  of  the  Aigeians— > 
Who,  not  when  for  tins  man  his  &te  thoa  pumnedst, 
Daredsttodothisdeed— tityself  the  slayer  I 

▲KUBTHOa. 

For,  to  deceive  him  was  the  w^'s  pait,  eertes : 

/was  looked  after  —  foe,  ay,  ohl-begottenl 

Bat  oat  of  this  man's  wealth  will  I  endeavor 

To  mle  Ihe  citizens :  and  the  noHnan-minder 

—  Him  will  I  heavily  yoke-*- by  no  means  traee-horse^ 

A  comed-ap  colt  1  bat  that  bad  friend  ia  darkness, 

Famine  its  hoosemate,  shall  behold  him  gentle. 

GHOBoe. 
Why  then,  this  man  here,  from  a  coward  q>irit, 
Didst  not  thoa  slay  thysdf  ?    Bat,  *— helped,  —  a  woman. 
The  ooantry's  pest,  and  that  of  gods  o'  the  coontry. 
Killed  him  I    Orestes,  where  may  he  see  light  now  ? 
That  coming  hiHier  back,  with  graeioas  fortune, 
Of  both  these  he  may  be  tiie  afeonqaering  sUyer  ? 

42OIBTH0B. 

Bat  since  this  to  do  ihoa  thinkest — and  not  talk  —  Ihoa  soon 

shalt  know ! 
Up  then,  comrades  dear!  the  proper  thing  to  do-«-  not  distant 

this! 

cnoBOS. 
Up  then  I  hilt  in  hold,  his  sword  let  every  one  aright  diqieael 
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Ay,  bat  I  mpM  ioo^  hik  in  hold,  do  not  MCoae  to  diel 


Hum  wOfc  die,  tfaoa  oay'it,  to  who  aooept  it    We  the  ehanoe 
demandl 

KLUTAIMNE8TRA* 

Nowise,  O  beloyedest  of  men,  may  we  do  other  ills ! 

To  haye  reaped  away  these,  eyen,  is  a  haryest  much  to  me ! 

Go,  both  thoa  and  these  the  old  men,  to  the  homes  appointed 

each. 
Ere  ye  suffer !     It  behoyed  one  do  these  things  jast  as  we  did  : 
And  if  of  these  troubles,  there  should  be  enough  — we  may 

assent 
— By  the  Daimon's  heayy  heel  unfortunately  stricken  ones  I 
So  a  woman's  counsel  hath  it— if  one  judge  it  learning-worth. 

AiaiBIHOB. 

But  to  think  that  these  at  me  the  idle  tongue  should  thus  o'er- 

bloom. 
And  throw  out  such  words  —  the  Daimon's  power  experimenting 

on  — 
And,  of  modest  knowledge  missing, —me,  the  ruler,  •  .  . 

OHOBOB. 

Ne'er  may  this  befall  Argeians  —  wicked  man  to  ftiwn  before  I 

AiaiBIHOB. 

Anyhow,  in  aftei^ys,  will  I,  yes,  I,  be  at  thee  yet  I 

OHOBOB. 

Not  if  hither  should  the  Daimon  make  Orestes  straightway 
comel 

AiaiBTHOS. 

0, 1  know,  myself,  that  fugitiyes  on  hopes  are  pasture-fed ! 

OHOBOB. 

Do  thy  deed,  get  &t,  defiling  justice,  since  the  power  is  thine  I 

AIQIBTHOB. 

Enow  that  thou  shalt  giye  Ske  satis&etion  for  this  folly's  sake  I 
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Boast  on,  beaiing  thee  andaeioiUylikeaooGk  hisfemaleBbjI 


Have  not  Uioa  refpeot  for  tlieeeBame  idle  yelpiiigBl    I  and  thoa 
Will  arrange  it,  reding  o'er  tfaia  honaehold  excellently  welL 
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Good,  to  forgive ; 
Bert,  to  forget  I 
liying,  we  fret ; 

Dying,  we  Kve. 

Fretless  and  free, 
Soul,  dap  thy  pinion  I 
Earth  have  dominion, 

Body,  o'er  thee  I 

n. 

Wander  at  will, 
Day  after  day,  — 
Wander  away, 

Wandering  still  — 

Soul  that  canst  soar ! 
Body  may  dumber: 
Bod^  shall  cumber 

Soul-flight  no  more. 

m. 

Waft  of  soul's  wing! 

What  lies  above? 

Sunshine  and  Love, 
Skyblue  and  Spring  I 
Body  hides  —  where  ? 

Ferns  of  all  feather, 

Mosses  and  heather. 
Yours  be  the  care  I 
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lA  SAISIAZ. 
A.  R  &    SxPTXiDXB  14,  1877. 

Dabjed  and  done :  al  last  I  stand  upon  the  sommity  Dear  and 

True! 
Singly  dared  and  done ;  tlie  dimbing  both  of  as  were  bound  to 

do. 
Petty  feat  and  yet  prodigioua :  eyeiy  aide  my  glance  was  bent 
O'er  the  grandear  and  the  beanfy  tayished  through  the  whole 

ascent 
Ledge  by  ledge,  oat  broke  new  marvels,  now  minute  and  now 

immense: 
Earth's  most  exquisite  diselosmre,  heaven's  own  God  in  evidence ! 
And  no  berry  in  its  hiding,  no  bine  space  in  its  outspread. 
Pleaded  to  escape  my  footstep,  efaallengied  my  emerging  head, 
(As  I  climbed  or  paused  from  dimbing^  now  o'erbranched  by 

shrub  and  tree. 
Now  built  round  by  ro<^  and  boulder,  now  at  just  a  turn  set 

tree. 
Stationed  face  to  face  with  —  Nature  ?  rather  with  Infinitude,) 

—  No  revealment  of  them  aU,  as  singly  I  my  path  pursued, 
But  a  bitter  touched  its  sweetness,  for  the  thought  stung  <'  Even 

so 

Both  of  us  had  loved  and  wondered  just  the  same,  five  days  ago  I " 

Five  short  days,  sufficient  hardly  to  entice,  from  out  its  den 

Splintered  in  the  slab,  this  pink  perfection  of  the  cyclamen ; 

Scarce  enough  to  heal  and  coat  with  amber  gum  the  sloe^ree's 
gash, 

Bronze  the  clustered  wilding  apple,  redden  ripe  the  mountain- 
ash: 

Yet  of  might  to  place  between  us  —  Oh  the  barrier !  Yon 
Profound 

Shrinks  beside  it,  proves  a  pin-point:  barrier  this,  without  a 
bound! 

Boundless  though  it  be,  I  reach  you:  somehow  seem  to  have 
you  here 

—  Who  are  there.    Yes,  there  you  dwell  now,  plain  the  four 

low  walls  appear ; 
Those  are  vineyuds,  ti^ey  enclose  from;  and  the  little  spire 
which  points 

—  That 's  CoUonge,  henceforth  your  dwelling.     All  the  same, 

howe'er  disjoints 
Past  from  present,  no  less  certain  you  are  here,  not  there :  have 
dared, 
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Xkmb  the  feat  oi  xnoimtaiii-eKmbix^,  — ^fire  dajB  nnee,  we  both 
prepared 

Daring,  doing,  arm  in  arm,  if  other  help  should  haj^  &il. 

For  70a  asked,  as  forth  we  salfied  to  see  sonset  from  the  vale, 

^  Why  not  try  for  onee  the  moontain,  *— take  a  foretaste,  snatch 
by  steals 

Sight  and  sound,  some  unconsidered  fragment  of  the  hoarded 
wenhh? 

Six  weeks  at  its  base,  yet  never  onee  hare  we  together  won 

Sight  or  sound  by  honest  dimbing :  let  us  two  have  dared  and 
done 

Just  so  much  of  twi%ht  journey  as  may  prove  to-morrow's  jaunt 

Not  the  only  mode  of  wayfare  — wheeled  to  reach  the  eagle*s 
haunt  r' 

So,  we  tamed  from  the  low  grass-path  you  were  pleased  to  call 
**your  own,** 

Set  our  ^ces  to  tfie  rose-bloom  o'er  the  summit's  front  of  stone 

Where  Sal^ve  obtains,  from  Jura  and  the  sunken  sun  she  hides, 

Doe  return  of  blushing  ^^Good  Night,"  rosy  as  a  bome-off 
bride% 

For  his  mascoJine  ^  Good  Morrow  "  when,  with  sunrise  still  in 
hdd. 

Gay  he  hails  her,  and,  magnific,  thrilled  her  Uack  length  burns 
to  g<4d. 

Up  and  up  we  went,  how  careless  —  nay,  how  joyous !  All  was 
new, 

AH  was  strange.  ''Call  progress  toilsome  ?  that  were  just  in- 
sulting you  I 

How  the  trees  must  temper  noontide  I  Ah,  the  thicket's  sud- 
den breaki 

Can  there  be  a  lovelier  station  than  this  spot  where  now  we 
stand? 

Is  it  ]ate,and  wroiur  tofinger ?    True,to^moROW  makes  amends. 

Toilsome  progress?  child's  play,  call  it  —  specially  when  one 
descends! 

There,  the  dread  descent  is  over  —  hardly  our  adventure, 
dionghf 

Take  the  vale  where  late  we  left  it,  pace  the  grass-path,  'mine,' 
you  know ! 

Rrood  oompIeti<m  of  achievement  I  '*  And  we  paced  it,  prais- 
ing still 

Iliat  soft  trsad  on  velvet  verdure  as  it  wound  through  hill  and 
hm; 
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And  at  yeiy  end  there  met  ns,  coming  from  CoIIongey  tlie  pair 

—  All  our  people  of  the  Chalet  — two,  enough  and  none  to 

spare. 
So,  we  made  for  home  together,  and  we  reached  it  as  the  stan 
One  by  one  came  lamping  —  chiefly  that  prepotency  of  Mars  — 
And  your  last  word  wae  ''  I  owe  yon  this  enjoyment ! "  —  met 

with  "  Nay : 
With  yourself  it  rests  to  haye  a  month  of  morrows  like  to-day  I " 
Then  the  meal,  with  talk  and  laoghter,  and  the  news  of  that 

rare  nook 
Yet  untroubled  by  the  tourist,'  touched  on  by  no  travel-book, 
All  the  same — though  latcAit  —  patent,  hybrid  birth  of  land 

and  sea. 
And  (our  travelled  friend  assured  you)  -—if  such  mirade  mig^ 

be  — 
Comparable  for  completeness  of  both  blessings  —  all  around 
Nature,  and,  inside  her  circle,  safety  from  world's  sight  and 

sound  — 
Comparable  to  our  Saisiaz.     ^  Hold  it  fast  and  mard  it  well ! 
Gro  and  see  and  vouch  for  certain,  then  come  back  and  never 

teU 
Living  soul  but  us ;  and  haply,  prove  our  sky  from  dond  as 

clear. 
There  may  we  four  meet,  praise  fortune  just  as  now,  another 

year!" 

Thus  you  charged  him  on  departure:  not  without  the  final 
charge, 

'<  Mind  to-morrow's  early  meeting  I  We  must  leave  c^ir  journey 
marge 

Ample  for  the  wayside  wonders :  there  *s  the  stoppage  at  the 
inn 

Three-parts  up  the  mountain,  where  the  hardships  of  the  track 
begin; 

There 's  ue  convent  worth  a  visit ;  but,  the  triumph  crowning 
all  — 

There  's  Sal^ve's  own  platform  fadng  glory  which  strikes  great- 
ness small, 

—  Blanc,  supreme  above  his  earth-brood,  needles  red  and  white 

and  green, 

Horns  of  silver,  fanes  of  crystal  set  on  edge  in  his  demesne. 

So,  some  three  wedcs  since,  we  saw  them:  so,  tonnorrow  we 
intend 

You  shall  see  them  likewise ;  therefore  Good  IHght  till  to-mor- 
row, friend ! " 

Last,  the  nothings  that  extinguish  embers  of  a  vivid  day : 

'<  What  might  be  the  Marshal's  next  move,  what  Gambetta's 


counter-play  ? '' 
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itaiicafle  saw  escape  the  latest  nmrk : 
Sleep  yoa  well  I "    ^  Sleep  but  as  wdl,  you !  "  —  Luy  love 


Tffl  the  landing  on  the  staircase  saw  escape  the  latest  nmrk 
Sleep  but  as  wdl,  you !  "  —  Lwy 
qgenched,  all  was  darlc 


Nothing  dark  next  day  at  snndawn  I  Up  I  lose  and  forth  I 
bund: 

Took  my  plunge  within  the  bath-pool,  pacified  the  watchniog 
scared. 

Saw  proceed  the  transmutation — Jura's  black  to  one  gold 
glow, 

l^od  your  level  path  that  let  me  drink  tho  morning  deep  and 
slow, 

Beached  the  little  quarry  —  ravage  recompensed  by  shrub  and 
fern — 

im  the  overflowing  ardors  told  me  time  was  for  return. 

So,  return  I  did,  and  gayly.     But,  for  once,  from  no  far  mound 

Waved  salute  a  tall  white  figure.  ^  Has  her  sleep  been  so  pro- 
found? 

Foresight,  rather,  prudent  saving  strength  for  day's  expendi- 
ture! 

Ay,  the  chamber-window's  open:  out  and  on  the  terrace, 
sure  I 

No,  the  terrace  showed  no  figure,  tall,  white,  leaning  through 

the  wreaths. 
Tangle-twine  of  leaf  and  bloom  that  intercept  the  air  one 

breathes, 
Interpose  between  one's  love  and  Nature's  loving,  hill  and  dale 
Down  to  where  the  blue  lake's  wrinkle  marks  the  river's  inrush 

—  Mazy  Arve :  whereon  no  vessel  but  goes  sliding  white  and 

plain. 
Not  a  steamboat  pants  from  harbor  but  one  hears  pulsate  amain. 
Past  the  ci^s  congregated  peace  of  homes  and  pomp  of  spires 
-—Han's  mild  protest  that  there 's  something  more  than  Nature, 

man  requires. 
And  that,  useful  as  is  Nature  to  attract  the  tourist's  foot, 
Qpiet  slow  sure  money-making  proves  the  matter's  very  root,  — 
Need  for  body,  —  while  the  spirit  also  needs  a  comfort  reached 
By  no  help  oiE  lake  or  mountain,  but  the  texts  whence  Calvin 

preached. 
**  Here 's  the  veil  withdrawn  from  landscape :  up  to  Jura  and 

beyond, 
AH  awaits  us  ranged  and  ready ;  yet  she  violates  the  bond. 
Neither  leans  nor  looks  nor  listens :  why  is  this  ?  "    A  turn  of 

eye 
Took  the  whole  sole  answer,  gave  the  undisputed  reason  **  why  I " 


Digitized  by 


Google 


58  LA  SAISIAZ 


ThbdraadwyyimlMidyoargninnMinil    No  pMmonitory  touch, 
Aa  you  talked  and  laofpied  ('t  is  told  me)  scone  a  minute  eve 

the  clutch 
Captored  you  in  cold  f oreyer.    Gold  ?  nay,  warm  yon  were  as 

li£e 
When  I  raised  yon,  while  the  others  used,  in  passionate  poor 

strife. 
All  the  means  that  seemed  to  promise  any  aid,  and  all  in  Tain. 
Gone  yon  were,  and  I  shall  never  see  that  earnest  iaoe  affidn 
Grow  transparent,  grow  transfigured  with  the  sadden  HffA  that 

leapt, 
At  the  first  word's  provocation,  from  the  heart-deeps  where  it 

slept 
Therefore,  paying  piteoos  duty,  what  seemed  Yon  h»ye  we  con- 
signed 
Peacefully  to  —  what  I  think  were,  of  all  earth-beds,  to  your 

mind 
Most  the  choice  for  quiet,  yonder :  low  walls  stop  tfie  vines'  ap- 
proach. 
Lovingly  Sal^ve  protects  voa ;  village-sports  will  ne'er  encroach 
On  i£d  stranger  lady's  silenco,  whmn  friends  bore  so  kind  and 

weU 
Thither  ^'  jast  for  love's  sake," — sach  their  own  word  was :  and 

who  can  tell? 
Yon  supposed  that  few  or  none  had  known  and  loved  you  in  the 

world: 
Maybe !  flower  that 's  full-blown  tempts  the  butterfly,  not  flower 

that 's  furled. 
But  more  learned  sense  unlocked  yon,  loosed  the  sheath  and  let 

expand 
Bud  to  bell  and  outspread  flower^fhape  at  the  least  warm  touch 

of  hand 
•^  Mftybe,  throb  of  heart,  beneath  which— quickening  farther 

than  it  knew  — 
Treasure  oft  was  disembosomed,  scent  all  strange  and  unguessed 

hue. 
Disembosomed,  re-embosomed,— -must  one  memory  suffice, 
Provel  knew  an  Alpine-rose  which  all  beside  named  Edelweiss? 

Rare  thing,  red  or  white,  you  rest  now :  two  days  slumbered 

through ;  and  since 
One  day  more  will  see  me  rid  of  this  same  soene  whereat  I 

wince. 
Tetchy  at  all  sights  and  sounds  and  pettish  at  each  idle  charm 
ProflE^ured  me  who  paoe  now  singly  where  we  two  went  ann  in 

army- 
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I  have  tnnied  apoB  mj  weakneM :  Mked,  <' And  what,  forsooth, 

preyents 
Tliaty  this  latest  day  allowed  me,  I  fulfil  of  her  intents 
One  she  had  the  most  al  heart — that  ve  should  thus  again 

snryey 
From  Sal^ye  Mont  Bknc  together  ? ''    Therefore,  —  dared  and 

done  to-day 
Climbing,  —  here  I  stand:  but  you  —  where? 

If  a  spirit  of  the  place 
Broke  the  silence,  bade  Ske  qnestioD,  promised  answer,  *—  what 

disgrace 
Did  I  sthiolate  <<  Provided  answer  suit  my  hopes,  not  fears  I  " 
Would  1  shrink  to  learn  my  lifetime's  limit— days,  weeks, 

months  or  years  ? 
Would  I  shirk  assurance  on  each  point  whereat  I  can  bat 

guess  — 
''Does  the  soul  sonrive  the  body  ?    Is  there  God's  self,  no  or 

yes?" 
If  I  know  my  mood,  't  were  constant  —  come  in  whatsoe'er 

uncouth 
Shape  it  should,  nay,  formidable  —  so  the  answer  were  but 

truth. 

WaD,  and  wherefore  shall  it  daunt  me,  when  't  is  I  myself  am 

tasked, 
Wben,  by  weakness  weakness  questioned,  weakly  answers  — 

weakly  asked  ? 
Weakness  never  needs  be  falseness:  truth  is  truth  in  each 

degree 
— Thnnd^pealed  by  God  to  Nature,  whispered  by  my  soul 

tome. 
Nay,  the  weakness  turns  to  strength  and  triumphs  in  a  truth 

beyond: 
'^  ACne  is  but  man's  truest  answer  «-  how  were  it  did  God  re- 
spond?" 
I  shaU  no  more  dare  to  mimic  such  response  in  futile  speech. 
Pass  off  human  lisp  as  echo  of  the  sphere-song  out  of  reach, 
Tban, — because  it  well  may  happen  yonder,  where  the  far 

snows  blanch 
Mute  Mont  Blanc,  that  who  stands  near  them  sees  and  hears  an 

avalanche,  — 
I  shall  pick  a  dod  and  throw, —  cry,  ''Such  the  sight  and  such 

thesoundl 
What  though  I  nor  see  nor  hear  them?    Others  do,  the  proofs 
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Can  I  make  my  eye  an  eagle's,  sharpen  ear  to  recognize 
Sound  o'er  leagae  and  league  of  silence  ?    Can  I  know,  who  but 

surmise? 
If  I  dared  no  self-deception  when,  a  week  since,  I  and  you 
Walked  and  talked  along  the  grass-path,  passing  lightly  in  re- 
view 
What  seemed  hits  and  what  seemed  misses  in  a  certain  fence- 
play,  —  strife 
Sundry  minds  of  mark  engaged  in  ^^  On  the  Soul  and  Future 

life,"  — 
If  I  ventured  estimating  what  was  come  of  parried  thrust. 
Subtle  stroke,  and,  rightly,  wrongly,  estimating  could  be  just 
—  Just,  though  life  so  seemed  abundant  in  the  form  which 

moved  by  mine, 
I  might  well  have  played  at  feigning,  footing,  —  laughed  ''  What 

need  opine 
Pleasure  must  succeed  to  pleasure,  else  past  pleasure  turns  to 

pain. 
And  this  first  life  claims  a  second,  else  I  count  its  good  no 

gain?"- 
Mueh  less  have  I  heart  to  palter  when  the  matter  to  decide 
Now  becomes  ^^  Was  ending  ending  once  and  always,  when  you 

died  ?  " 
Did  the  face,  the  form  I  lifted  as  it  lay,  reveal  the  loss 
Not  alone  of  life  but  soul  ?     A  tribute  to  yon  flowers  and  moss, 
What  of  you  remains  beside  ?     A  memory !     Easy  to  attest 
'^  Certainly  from  out  the  world  that  one  believes  who  knew  her 

best 
Such  was  good  in  her,  such  fair,  which  fair  and  good  were  great 

perchance 
Had  but  fortune  fovored,  bidden  each  shy  faculty  advance ; 
After  all  —  who  knows  another  ?     Only  as  I  know,  I  speak." 
So  much  of  you  lives  within  me  while  I  live  my  year  or  week. 
Then  my  fellow  takes  the  tale  up,  not  unwilling  to  aver 
Duly  in  his  turn,  "  1  knew  him  best  of  all,  as  he  knew  her : 
Such  he  was,  and  such  he  was  not,  and  such  other  might  have 

been 
But  that  somehow  every  actor,  somewhere  in  this  earthly  scene, 
Fails."     And  so  both  memories  dwindle,  yours  and  mine  to- 
gether linked. 
Till  there  is  but  left  for  comfort,  when  the  last  spark  proves 

extinct. 
This  —  that  somewhere  new  existence  led  by  men  and  womei 

new 
Possibly  attains  perfection  coveted  by  me  and  you ; 
While  ourselves,  the  only  witness  to  what  work  our  life  evolve^ 
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Only  to  ooTselTes  proposiiig  proUexns  proper  to  be  solved 

By  oorselTes  alone,  —  who  working  ne'er  ahall  know  if  work 

bear  fmit 
Others  reap  and  gamer,  heedless  how  produced  by  stalk  and 

root, — 
We  who,  darkling,  timed  the  day's  birth,  —  stragi^ng,  testified 

to  peace, — 
Earned,  by  dint  of  failore,  trnimph,—  we,  creative  thooght, 

most  cease 
In  created  word,  thooght's  echo,  due  to  impolse  long  since  sped  I 
Why  repine  ?    There 's  ever  some  one  lives  although  ourselves 

be  dead! 

Well,  what  signifies  repugnance?    Truth  is  truth  howe'er  it 

strike. 
Fair  or  fool  the  lot  apportioned  life  on  earth,  we  bear  alike. 
Stalwart  body  idly  yoked  to  stunted  spirit,  powers,  that  fain 
£lse  would  soar,  oondenmed  to  grovel,  groundlings  through  the 

fleshly  chain, — 
Help  that  hinders,  hindrance  proved  but  help  disguised  when  all 

too  late,  — 
Hindrance  is  the  fact  acknowledged,  howsoe'er  explained  as  Fate, 
Fortune,  Providence :  we  bear,  own  life  a  burden  more  or  less. 
Life  thus  owned  unhappy,  is  there  supplemental  happiness 
Possible  and  probable  in  life  to  come  ?  or  must  we  count 
Life  a  curse  and  not  a  blessing,  summed-up  in  its  whole  amount. 
Help  and  hindrance,  joy  and  sorrow  ? 

Why  should  I  want  courage  here? 
I  will  ask  and  have  an  answer,  —  with  no  ftivor,  with  no  fear, — 
From  myself.     How  much,  how  littie,  do  I  inifn^rdly  believe 
True  that  controverted  doctrine  ?    Is  it  fact  to  which  I  cleave, 
Is  it  fancv  I  but  cherish,  when  I  take  upon  my  lips 
Phrase  the  solenm  Tuscan  fiuhioned,  and  dedare  the  soul's 

eclipse 
Not  the  soul's  extinction  ?  take  his  ''  I  believe  and  I  declare  — 
Certain  am  I  —  from  this  life  I  pass  into  a  better,  there 
Where  that  ladv  lives  of  whom  enamored  was  my  soul"-* 

where  this 
Other  lady,  my  companion  dear  and  true,  she  also  is  ? 

I  have  questioned  and  am  answered.    Question,  answer  pre* 

suppose 
Two  points  3  that  the  thing  itself  which  questions,  answers,  —  it, 

it  knows; 
As  it  also  knows  the  tiling  perceived  outside  itself,  —  a  force 
Actual  ere  its  own  beginning,  operative  throuffh  its  course. 
Unaffected  by  its  end, — th^  thb  thing  likewise  needs  must  bei 
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CaU  thu— God,  then,  oaU  that^flonlt  and  boA-^liie  onlf 

&etofor  me. 
Prove  them  byctB?  that  they  o'erpass  1117  powor  o£  proving 

proves  them  eneh : 
Fact  it  18  I  know  I  know  not  someUung  which  is  lack  as  moch. 
What  before  cansed  all  the  causes,  whai  effect  of  all  effects 
Haply  follows,  —  these  are  &ncy.    Ask  the  msh  if  h  sospeets 
Whence  and  how  the  stream  whkh  floats  k  had  a  rise,  and  where 

and  how 
FaUs  or  flows  on  still  I    What  answer  makes  Hie  msh  eoooept 

that  now 
Certainly  it  floats  and  is,  and,  no  less  certain  than  itself, 
Is  the  everyway  external  stream  that  now  through  shoal  and 

shelf 
Floats  it  onward,  leaves  it — maybe  —  wrecked  at  last,  or  lands 

onshore 
There  to  root  again  and  grow  and  floorish  stabls  evermore. 
—  Maybe!    mere  surmise  not  knowledge:    mnoh  eonjeetnve 

styled  belief, 
What  the  rush  conceives  llie  stream  means  throng^  the  voyage 

blind  and  brief. 
Why,  beoanse  I  donbtiess  am,  shall  I  as  doabtiess  be  ?    <'  Be- 


God  seems  good  and  wise."    Yet  nnder  tiiSs  onr  life's  apparent 

laws 
Reigns  a  wrong  which,  rig^ited  onoe,  woold  give  qoite  other  laws 

to  life. 
*'He  seems  potent **    Potent  here,  then:  why  are  right  and 

wrong  at  strife? 
Hasinlife  the  wrong  the  better?    Happily  life  ends  so  soon ! 
Bight  predominates  in  life?    Then  i^y  two  lives  and  doable 

boon? 
« Anyhow,  we  want  it:  wherefore  want?"   Beeaose,  without 

the  want, 
Life,  now  hnman,  would  be  brutish:  jost  that  hope,  however 


Hakes  the  actual  life  worth  leading;  take  Hie  hope  therein 

away. 
All  we  have  to  do  is  sorely  not  endnre  another  day. 
This  life  has  its  hopes  for  this  life,  hopes  that  promise  joy  :  life 

done*— 
Oat  of  all  the  hopes,  how  many  had  complete  fulfilment  ?  none. 
« Bat  the  seal  is  not  the  bodjr:  "  and  the  breath  is  not  the  Ante; 
Both  together  make  the  mosic :  either  marred  and  all  is  mate. 
Trace  to  soch  old  sad  contentioii  whence,  aoeording  as  we  shiqps 
Most  of  hope  or  most  of  isar,  we  issoe  in  a  half  escape: 
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*  We  beiiefe ''  is  sighed.    I  take  the  eiq^  of  eomfort  proffered 

thus, 
Taete  and  trr  eedi  eoft  ingBedienft,  eveet  ufuiioii,  and  diseuss 
What  their  blending  may  aeoompliflh  for  the  core  of  donht,  til) 

—  dow. 
Sorrowful,  hut  how  decided!  needs  most  I  o'ertum  it— sol 
CSaose  hefore,  affeet  behind  me-— bleaks  I    The  midway  poini 

I  am, 
Caosedy  itself— itself  effleieni:  in  that  nanow  spaee  most  cram 
AU  eoqperieaee — out  of  which  then  evowde  eonjectnre  manifold, 
Baty  as  knowledge^  this  eomes  only — things  may  be  as  I  behold, 
Or  may  not  be»  Mb,  without  me  sod  aboTO  me,  things  there  are; 
I  myself  am  what  I  know  not  —  iterance  which  proves  no  bar 
To  die  knowledge  that  I  am,  and,  since  I  am,  can  recognize 
Whai  to  me  is  pain  and  pleasnie:  thisissme,  the  rest— sois 


If  my  fellows  are  or  are  not,  iriiat  may  plaaae  them  and  whal 


Mere  surmise:  my  own  experience ^- that  is  knowledge,  once 
again! 

I  hare  lived,  then,  done  and  suffered,  lored  and  hated,  learnt 

and  tao^t 
This  —  there  is  no  reconcilinff  wisdom  with  a  world  distraoght, 
Goodness  with  triumphant  evil,  power  with  failnre  in  the  aim, 
If —  (to  my  own  sense,  remember !  though  none  other  feel  the 

same!)  — 
If  you  bar  me  from  assuming  earth  to  be  a  pupil's  place, 
And  Hfe,  time-— wiUi  all  weir  chances,  ehai^^  —  just  proba- 

tioufspace, 
Mine,  for  me.    But  those  apparent  other  mortals  —  theirs,  for 

them? 
Knowledge  stands  on  my  experience :   all  outside  its  narrow 

hmn, 
Free  surmise  may  sport  and  welcome !     Pleasures,  pains  affect 


Just  as  they  affect  myself  ?  Why,  beve  's  my  neighbor  color- 
blind. 

Eyes  like  mine  to  all  appearance :  '^  green  as  grass  "  do  I  af» 
firm? 

''Bed  as  grass"  he  eontradiets  me;— whish  employs  the  proper 
term? 

Were  we  two  the  earth's  sole  tenants,  with  no  third  for  referee. 

How  should  I  distinguish?  Just  so^  God  must  judge 'twixt man 
and  me. 

To  eaeh  mortal  peradventare  eaxih  becomes  a  new  machine^ 
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Pain  and  pleasure  no  more  tally  in  cNir  sense  than  red  and 

green; 
Stilly  without  whs*  seems  sach  mortal's  pleasure,  pain,  my  life 

were  lost 
—  life,  my  whole  sole  chance  to  proye  —  althoo^^  at  man's  ap- 
parent cost — 
What  is  heaateoos  and  what  ogly,  right  to  strive  for,  ri^  to 

shon. 
Fit  to  help  and  fit  to  hinder,  —  prove  my  forces  eyeiy  one, 
Good  and  evil,  —  learn  life's  lesson,  hate  of  evil,  love  of  good. 
As  't  is  set  me,  understand  so  much  as  may  be  understood  — - 
Solve  the  problem :  '^  From  thine  apprehended  scheme  of  things, 

deduce 
Praise  or  blame  of  its  contriver,  shown  a  niggard  or  profose 
In  each  good  or  evil  issue !  nor  miscalculate  alike 
Counting  one  the  other  in  the  final  balance,  which  to  strike, 
Soul  was  bom  and  life  allotted :  ay,  the  show  of  things  untoied 
For  thy  summing-up  and  judgment,  —  thine,  no  other  mortal's 
world!" 

What  though  fancy  scarce  may  grapple  with  the  complex  and 

immense 
^''His  own  world  for  every  mortal?"    Postulate  omnipo- 
tence! 
Limit  power,  and  simple  grows  the  complex :  shrunk  to  atom 

size. 
That  which  loomed  immense  to  &ncy  low  before  my  reason 

lies, — 
I  survey  it  and  pronounce  it  work  like  other  work :  success 
Here  and  there,  the  workman's  glory, — here  and  there,  his 

shame  no  less. 
Failure  as  conspicuous.     Taunt  not  ^'  Human  work  ape  work 

divine  ?  " 
As  the  power,  expect  performance!    God's  be  God's  as  mine  is 

mine ! 
God  whose  power  made  man  and  made  man's  wants,  and  made, 

to  meet  those  wants, 
Heaven  and  earth  which,  through  the  body,  prove  the  spirit's 

ministrants, 
Excellentlv  all, — did  He  lack  power  or  was  the  will  in  fault 
When  He  let  blue  heaven  be  shrouded  o'er  by  vapors  of  the  vault. 
Gray  earth  drop  her  garlands  shrivelled  at  the  first  infecting 

breath 
Of  the  serpent  pains  which  herald,  swarming  iuj  the  dragon 

death? 
What,  no  way  but  this  that  man  may  learn  and  lay  to  heart 

bow  rife 
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Life  were  with  deliffhts  would  only  death  allow  their  taste  to 

life? 
Must  the  rose  foA  ^  Flnok  —  I  perish  I  "  must  the  ere  weep 

"Gaae— Ifiide!" 
^Eyery  aweet  warn  *<'Ware  my  bitter!"  eyery  shine  bid 

"  Wait  my  shade  "  ? 
Can  we  loye  bat  on  oonditiony  that  the  thing  we  loye  mast  die  ? 
Needs  there  groan  a  world  in  angoish  jast  to  teach  as  sym- 
pathy— 
Mnltitadinoasly  wretched  that  we,  wretched  too,  may  gaess 
What  a  preferable  state  were  aniyersal  hapimiess? 
Hardly  do  I  so  eonceiye  the  outcome  of  that  power  which  went 
To  the  making  of  the  worm  there  in  yon  dod  its  tenement, 
^y  more  than  I  distinggish  aaght  of  that  whiohy  wise  and 

good, 
Framed  the  lea^  its  plain  of  pastare,  dropped  the  dew,  its  fine- 
less  food. 
Nay,  were  fimcy  &ct,  were  earth  and  all  it  holds  illasion  mere, 
Only  a  machine  for  teaching  loye  and  hate  and  hope  and  fear 
To  myself,  the  sole  existence,  single  troth  'mid  falsehood,  *- welll 
If  the  harsh  throes  of  the  prelode  die  not  off  into  the  swell 
Of  that  perfect  piece  they  sting  me  to  become  a«train  for,  —  if 
Boaghness  of  the  long  rock-clamber  lead  not  to  the  last  of  cliff, 
First  of  leyel  coontry  where  is  sward  my  pilgrim-foot  can 

prize, — 
Flainlier  I  if  this  life's  conception  new  life  fail  to  realise,  ^> 
Thoogh  earth  barst  and  proyed  a  babble  glassing  hnes  of  hell, 

one  hage 
Reflex  of  the  deyil's  doings— *  God's  work  by  no  sabterfoge  — 
(So  death's  kindly  toach  informed  me  as  it  broke  the  gliunoar, 

gaye 
Soul  and  body  both  release  from  life's  long  nightmare  in  the 

graye)  — 
Still,  — with  no  more  Natare,  no  more  Man  as  riddle  to  be 

read, 
Only  my  own  joys  and  sorrows  now  to  reckon  real  instead,  — 
I  most  say  —  or  choke  in  silence  —  *'  Howsoeyer  came  my  fate. 
Sorrow  did  and  joy  did  nowise  ^>  life  well  wei^^ied  —  pre- 
ponderate." 
By  necessity  ordained  thas  ?    I  shall  bear  as  beet  I  can ; 
By  a  caase  all-good,  all-wise,  all-potent  ?    No,  as  I  am  man  I 
Sach  were  God :  and  was  it  goodness  that  the  good  within  my 

range 
Or  had  eyil  in  admixtore  or  grew  eyil's  self  by  change  ? 
Wisdom— •that  becoming  wise  meant  making  slow  and  sare 
adyance 
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From  a  kmnrledge  pfof«d  in  error  to  adduMiiedged  ignoraneef 
Power?  'tis  just  the  main  aaanmption  reason  meet  reydltB  at ! 

power 
nnavaimig  for  beetowment  on  its  creature  of  an  hooTy 
Man,  of  so  much  proper  action  rightly  aimed  and  reaching  aim. 
So  mnch  passion, — no  defect  mere,  no  exeesSy  bat  stOl  the 


As  what  constitutes  earistenee,  pve  perleetbn  bright  as  brief 
For  yon  worm,  man's  fellow-ereatare,  on  yon  happier  world  <^> 

its  leaf! 
No,  as  I  am  man,  I  moam  tiw  poverty  I  moBt  impute : 
Goodness,  wisdom,  power,  aill  boonded,  each  a  human  attribnle  I 

But,  O  world  outspread  beneath  me  I  only  for  myself  I  speak, 
Nowise  dare  to  play  the  spokesman  for  my  brothers  strong  and 

weak. 
Fall  and  empty,  wise  and  foolish,  good  and  bad,  in  every  age, 
Every  dime^  I  torn  my  eyes  from,  as  in  one  or  odier  stage 
Of  a  tortore  writhe  tbey.  Job-like  eonehed  on  dang  and  erased 

withblains 
—  Wherefore?  wh^eto?   ask  the  ^diirlwind  what  the  dread 

Toice  thenee  ezpUins  I 
I  shall  **  vindicate  no  way  of  God's  to  man,"  nor  stand  apart, 
^  Laagh,  be  candid,"  while  I  waleh  it  tntversing  the  homaa 

heart! 
Traversed  heart  most  teU  its  story  oneommented  on :  no  leas 
Mine  resolts  in,  ''Only  grant  a  second  life ;  I  aeqoiesce 
In  this  present  life  as  fiulore,  ooant  misfortone's  wont  assaults 
Triumplk,  not  defeat,  assured  that  loss  so  much  the  more  exalts 
Gain  Jwut  to  be.    For  at  what  moment  did  I  so  advance 
Near  to  knowledge  as  when  frostrate  of  esci^  from  ignorance  ? 
Did  not  beauty  prova  most  preeieas  whm  its  opposite  obtained 
Rule,  and  tniUi  seem  more  than  ever  potent  becsBOse  liJsehood 

reigned? 
While  for  love  —  Oh  how  but,  losing  love,  does  whoso  loves 


By  the  death^iang  to  the  birili4faroe  —  lesraing  what  is  love 


Only  grant  my  sool  may  carry  high  through  death  her  cup  nn- 

Briraming  though  it  be  widi  knewledge,  fife's  kes  drop  by  dnm 

distOled, 
I  shall  boast  it  mine — the  balsam,  bless  each  kindly  wrench 

that  wrung 
From  file's  tree  its  ioBiost  virtue,  tapped  ttie  toei  whence  plea» 

ure  sprung^ 
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Balked  tite  bole,  and  broke  tlie  boogh,  aaid  braised  tfie  bevfj 

left  all  grace 
Ajfaee  in  deallrs  stem  alemUe,  looted  elbir  in  its  place  I  '* 

Witness,  Dear  and  Troe,  how  little  I  was  'ware  of — not  joor 

wortiiy 
-»  That  I  knew,  mj  heart  assures  me  — bat  of  what  a  shade  on 

earth 
Would  the  passage  from  mj  presence  of  the  tall  white  figure 

throw 
Cter  the  ways  we  walked  together!    Somewhat  narrow,  some- 
what slow. 
Used  to  seem  the  ways,  the  walking :  narrow  ways  are  well  to 

tread 
When  there  's  moss  beneath  the  footstep^  honeysackle  orer* 

head: 
WaOdng  slow  to  beating  bosom  sorest  solace  soonest  giyes, 
liberates  the  brain  o'erloaded  —  best  of  all  restoratiTes. 
Nay,  do  I  forget  the  open  Tsst  where  soon  or  late  converged 
Ways  tfaoogh  winding  ? -^  world-wide  heavm-h^  sea  wheve 

mnsic  slept  or  sorged 
As  the  angel  had  ascendimt,  and  Beethoven's  Titan  mace 
Smote  the  immense  to  storm,  Mozart  would  by  a  finger's  lifting 

diase? 
Yes,  I  knew  —  bat  not  with  knowledge  each  as  thrills  me  while 

I  view 
Tender  precinct  which  henceforward  holds  and  hides  the  Dear 

andTnie. 
Grant  me  (once  again)  assurance  we  shall  each  meet  each  some 

day, 
Walk  —  but  with  how  bold  a  footstep!  on  a  way  —  but  what 

away! 
— Worst  were  best,  defeat  were  triumph,  utter  loss  were  utmost 

gain. 
Can  it  be,  and  must,  and  wiU  it? 

Silence  I    Out  of  facf  s  domain, 
Just  surmise  prepared  to  muttec  hope^  and  also  fear  —  dispute 
Fact's  inexorable  ruling,  <^  Outside  fact,  surmise  be  mute  I  " 
Well! 

Ay^  well  and  best,  if  facf  s  self  I  may  force  the  answer 

from! 
T  is  surmise  I  stop  the  mouth  of  I     Not  above  in  yonder  dome 
All  a  rapture  with  its  rose-glow,  —  not  around,  where  pile  and 

peak 
Stnuning^y  await  the  sun's  fall,  — not  beneath,  where  crickets 

creak* 
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Birds  aflsemUe  lor  their  bedtimei  soft  the  tree-top  swell  sab- 

sidesy — 
No,  Dor  yet  within  mj  deepest  sentient  self  the  knowledge 

Aspiration,  reminisoenee,  plausibilities  of  tmst 

—  Now  the  ready  ^'Msa  were  wronged  else,^  now  the  rash 

<< and  God  unjust"  — 
None  of  these  I  need.     Take  thoo,  my  sonl,  thj  solitary  stand. 
Umpire  to  the  champions  Fancy,  Season,  as  on  either  hand 
Amicable  war  they  wage  and  play  the  foe  in  thy  behoof ! 
Fancy  throst  and  Reason  parry  I    Thine  the  prize  who  stand 

aloof! 

FANOT. 

I  concede  the  thing  refused:  henceforth  no  certainty  more 

p)ain 
Than  thu  mere  sonnise  that  after  body  dies  sonl  lives  again. 
Two,  the  only  facts  acknowledged  late,  are  now  increased  to 

three- 
God  is,  and  the  sonl  is,  and,  as  certain,  after  death  shall  be. 
Fat  this  third  to  use  in  life,  the  time  for  using  fact! 

BBASQN. 

Ido: 
Find  it  promises  advantage,  coupled  with  the  other  two. 
Life  to  come  will  be  improvement  on  the  Ufe  that 's  now; 

destroy 
Body's  thwartings,  there 's  no  longer  screen  betwixt  soul  and 

soul's  joy. 
Why  should  we  expect  new  hindrance,  novel  tether?    In  this 

first 
life,  I  see  the  good  of  evil,  why  our  world  began  at  worst : 
Since  time  means  amelioration,  tardily  enough  displayed. 
Yet  a  mainly  onward  moving,  never  wholly  retrograde. 
We  know  more  though  we  Imow  little,  we  grow  stronger  tfaou^ 

still  weak. 
Partly  see  though  all  too  purblind,  stammer  though  we  cannot 

speak. 
There  is  no  such  grudge  in  God  as  scared  the  ancient  Greek,  no 

fresh 
Substitute  of  trap  for  drag-net,  once  a  breakage  in  the  mesh. 
Dragons  were,  and  serpents  are,  and  Uindworms  will  be :  ne*ex 

emerged 
Any  new-craated  Python  for  man's  plague  since  earth  was 

purged. 
Failing  proof,  then,  of  invented  trouble  to  repUce  the  old, 
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Cyer  this  IHe  tfie  nezfc  inreeents  advantage  madi  And  manifold : 
Which  adTantage — in  tfie  absence  of  a  foozth  and  farther  &ict 
Now  conceiYably  Bonnisedy  of  harm  to  follow  from  the  act  *- 
I  pronounce  for  man's  obtaining  at  this  moment    Why  delay  ? 
Is  he  happy?  happiness  will  change :  anticipate  the  day ! 
la  he  sad  ?  there 's  ready  refoge :  of  all  sa^iess  death's  prompt 

core! 
Is  he  bothy  in  mingled  measnxe?  cease  a  harden  to  endore  ! 
Pains  with  sony  compensations,  jdeasores  stinted  in  the  dolcy ' 
Power  that  sinks  and  pettiness  that  soars,  all  halved  uid  nothing 

whole, 
Idle  hopes  that  lore  man  onward,  foioed  back  by  as  idle  fears  — 
What  a  load  he  stombles  under  throng^  his  glad  sad  seventy 

years. 
When  a  tooch  sets  right  the  turmoil,  lifts  his  spirit  where,  flesh- 
freed. 
Knowledge  shall  be  ri^^y  named  so,  all  that  seems  be  traih 

indeed! 
Grant  his  forces  no  accession,  nay,  no  facolty's  increase, 
Only  let  what  now  exists  continne,  let  him  prove  in  peace 
Power  whereof  the  interrupted  onperf ected  play  enticed 
Man  throogh  darkness,  which  to  lig^bten  any  spark  of  hope 

sufficed,  — 
What  shall  th^  deter  his  dying  out  of  darkness  into  light  ? 
I>eath  itself  perchance,  brief  pain  that's  pang,  condensed  and 

infinite? 
But  at  worst,  he  needs  mnst  brave  it  one  day,  while,  at  best,  he 


Drops  a  drop  within  his  chalice,  sleep  not  death  his  science 

qoafb! 
Any  moment  claims  more  courage,  when,  by  crossing  cold  and 

gloom, 
HanfoDy  man  quits  discomfort,  makes  for  the  provided  room 
Where  the  old  friends  want  their  fellow,  where  the  new  ao^ 

quaintance  wait, 
Probably  for  talk  assembled,  possibly  to  sup  in  state  I 
I  affirm  and  reaffirm  it  therefore :  only  mi^e  as  plain 
As  that  man  now  lives,  that^after  dying^man  will  live  again,  — 
Make  as  plain  the  absence,  also,  of  a  law  to  contravene 
Voluntary  passage  from  tUs  life  to  that  by  change  of  scene,  — 
.  And  I  bid  him —at  suspicion  of  first  cloud  athwart  his  sky, 
Fbwer's  departure,  frosf  s  arrival  —  never  hesitate,  but  die  I 

FANOT. 

Tlien  I  double  my  concession :  grant,  along  with  new  life  sure. 
Hue  same  law  found  lacking  now :  ordain  that,  whether  rich  oi 
poor 
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FMsent  life  ia  judged  in  ftog^  man  ooimts  adnmtage— be  it 

hope, 
Be  it  fear  that  brightens,  blaokens  meet  or  leaet  his  horoeeope,*— 
He,  by  absolnte  compulsion  aneh  as  made  him  live  at  all, 
Go  on  Kyii^  to  the  fated  end  of  life  whatever  befalL 
What  though,  as  on  eartib  he  dariding  gforels,  man  deeerj  the 

sphere. 
Next  life's  —  eall  it,  heaven  of  freedom,  close  above  and  ciTStak 

dear? 
He  shall  find-— say,  hell  to  ponish  who  in  aught  eortailp  the 

term, 
Fain  would  act  the  bntterfly  before  he  has  played  out  the  worml 
God,  sonl,  earth,  heaven,  hell,  ^five  facts  now :  what  is  to  de- 
siderate? 

HBASON. 

Nothing !    Henceforth  man's  ezistenee  bows  to  the  monilaon 

**WaitI 
Take  the  joys  and  bear  the  sorrows  ^ndther  with  extreme  een- 

cem! 
laving  here  means  nescience  simply :  'tis  next  life  that  hdpa  to 

learn. 
Shut  those  eyes,  next  life  will  open,  —  stop  those  ears,  next  life 

will  teach 
Hearing's  office,— dose  those  lips,  next  life  will  give  the  power 

of  speech  I 
Or,  if  action  more  amuse  thee  than  the  passive  attitode. 
Bravely  bustle  through  thy  being,  busy  thee  for  ill  or  g^M>d, 
Reap  this  life's  success  or  failure  I    Soon  shall  things  be  nnpev* 

plexed 
And  the  right  and  wrong,  now  tangled,  lie  unravelled  in  the 

next" 

Not  so  fast!    StiU  more  concession !  not  alone  do  I  dedaie 
Life  must  needs  be  borne,  —  I  also  will  that  man  become  aware 
life  has  worth  incalculable,  every  moment  that  he  spends 
60  much  gain  or  loss  for  that  next  Uf e  which  on  this  life  de- 
pends. 
Good,  done  here,  be  there  rewarded,  —  evil,  worked  here,  there 

amerced! 
Bix  facts  now,  and  all  established,  plain  to  man  the  last  as  first 

KKASON. 

There  was  good  and  evil,  then,  defined  to  man  by  this  decree  F 
TFos—  for  at  its  promulgation  both  alike  have  oeased  to  be* 
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ftior  to  this  last  amioimoemeiity  <<  Certainly  aa  God  exists, 

Ab  He  made  man's  soul,  as  smil  b  quenchless  by  the  deathly 

mists. 
Yet  is,  all  the  same,  forbidden  pirematare  escape  from  time 
To  eternity's  provided  purer  air  and  brighter  clime,  — 
Just  so  certainly  depends  it  on  the  use  to  which  man  turns 
Earth,  the  good  or  evil  done  there,  whether  after  death  he  eains 
life  eternal,  —  heaven,  the  phrase  be,  or  eternal  death,  —  say, 

helL 
Afl  his  deeds,  so  proves  his  portion,  doing  ill  or  doing  well ! " 
—Prior  to  this  last  announcement,  earUi  was  man's  probation- 
place: 
liberfy  of  doing  evil  gave  his  doing  good  a  grace ; 
Once  lay  down  the  law,  with  Nature's  simple  ^'  Such  efEects  suc- 
ceed 
Oanses  such,  and  heaven  or  hell  depends  upon  man's  earthly 

deed 
Just  as  surely  as  depends  the  straight  or  else  the  crooked  line 
On  his  malong  point  meet  point  or  with  or  else  without  in- 
cline,"— 
Ilienceforth  neither  good  nor  evil  does  man,  doing  what  he 

must. 
Lay  but  down  that  law  as  stringent  '^  Wouldst  thou  live  again, 

•be  just!" 
As  this  other  ''Wouldst   thou  live  now,  regularly  draw  thy 

breath! 
For,  suspend  the  operation,  straight  law's  breach  results  in 

death"  — 
And  (provided  always,  num,  addressed  this  mode,  be  sound  and 

sane) 
Prompt  and  absolute  obedience,  never  doubt,  will  law  obtain ! 
Tell  not  me  "  Look  round  us !  nothing  each  side  but  acknowl- 
edged law, 
Now  s^ImL  God's — now.  Nature's  edict  I "  Where 's  obedience 

without  flaw 
Paid  to  either  ?  What 's  the  adage  rife  in  num's  mouth  ?    Why, 

"The  best 
I  both  see  and  praise,  the  worst  I  follow  "  —  which,  despite  pro- 
fessed 
Seeing,  praising,  all  the  same  he  follows,  since  he  disbelieves 
Li  the  heart  of  him  that  edict  which  for  truth  his  head  receives. 
There 's  evading  and  persuading  and  much  making  law  amends 
Somehow,  there 's  the  nice  distinction  'twixt  fast  foes  and  faulty 

friends, 
—  Any  consequence  except  inevitable  death  when  ''  Die, 
Whoso  breaks  our  law !  "  th^  publish,  God  and  Nature  equalfy. 
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Law  that 's  kept  or  broken  — sabject  to  man's  will  and  plea» 

ore !     Whence  ? 
How  comes  law  to  bear  eluding  ?    Not  because  of  impotence : 
Certain  laws  exist  already  whidi  to  hear  means  to  obey ; 
Therefore  not  without  a  parpose  these  man  must,  while  those 

man  may 
Keep  and,  for  Uie  keejnng,  haply  gun  approval  and  reward- 
Break  through  this  last  superstructure,  all  is  empty  air— « no 

sward 
Firm  like  my  first  fact  to  stand  on,  <<  God  there  is,  and  soul 

there  is," 
And  soul's  earthly  life-allotment :  wherein,  by  hypothesis. 
Soul  is  bound  to  pass  probation,  prove  its  powers,  and  exercise 
Sense  and  thought  on  fact,  and  then,  from  &ct  educing  fit  sur- 
mise. 
Ask  itself,  and  of  itself  have  solely  answer,  <'  Does  the  scope 
Earth  affords  of  &ct  to  judge  by  warrant  futuie  fear  or  hope  ?  " 

Thus  have  we  come  back  full  circle :  fancy's  footsteps  one  by 

one 
Go  their  round  conducting  reason  to  the  point  where  they  begun. 
Left  where  we  were  left  so  lately.  Dear  and  True  I    When,  half 

a  week 
Since,  we  walked  and  talked  and  thus  I  told  you,  how  suffused 

a  cheek 
Touhad  tamed  meluMil  Bodden  broaght  the  blnsh  into  the 

smile 
By  some  word  like  *^  Idly  argued !   you  know  better  all  the 

while ! " 
Now,  from  me  —  Oh  not  a  blush,  but,  how  much  more,  a  joyous 

glow, 
Laugh  triumphant,  would  it  strike  did  your  <'  Yes,  better  I  do 

know" 
Break,  my  warrant  for  assurance !  which  assurance  may  not  be 
If,  supphmting  hope,  assurance  needs  must  change  this  life  to 

me. 
So,  I  hope  —  no  more  than  hope,  but  hope  —  no  less  than  hope, 

because 
I  can  fathom,  by  no  plumb-line  sunk  in  life's  apparent  laws. 
How  I  may  in  any  instance  fix  where  change  should  meetly  fall 
Nor  involve,  by  one  revisal,  abrogation  of  tibem  aU : 
—  Which  again  involves  as  utter  change  in  life  thus  law-re* 

leased. 
Whence  the  good  of  goodness  vanished  when  the  iU  of  evil 

ceased. 
Whereas,  life  and  laws  apparent  reinstated^  —  all  we  know. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LA  SAISIAZ  78 

AU  we  know  not,  —  o'er  oor  hesven  again  doad  doses,  until, 

lo  — 
Hope  the  arrowy,  just  as  constant,  comes  to  perce  its  gloom, 

oompellea 
By  a  power  and  b  j  a  poipose  which,  if  no  one  else  beheld, 
I  behold  in  Hie,  so-*  hope! 

Sad  samming4ip  of  all  to  say! 
AthanaduM  contra  mundumj  why  shotdd  he  hope  more  than 

they? 
So  are  men  made  notwithstanding,  such  magnetic  virtae  darts 
From  each  head  their  fancy  haloes  to  their  unresisting  hearts ! 

Here  I  stand,  methinks  a  stone's  throw  from  yon  yillage  I  this 
mom 

Traversed  for  the  sake  of  looking  one  last  look  at  its  forlorn 

Tenement's  ignoble  f  ortone :  through  a  crevice,  plain  its  floor 

Filed  with  provender  for  catde,  w£le  a  dung>heap  blocked  the 
door. 

In  that  squalid  Bosses,  under  that  obscene  red  roof,  arose. 

Like  a  fiery  flying  serpent  from  its  egg,  a  soul  —  Rousseau's. 

Turn  thence  I    Is  it  Diodati  joins  the  glimmer  of  the  lake  ? 

There  I  plucked  a  leaf,  one  week  since,  —  ivy,  plucked  for  By- 
ron's sake. 

Famed  unfortunates  I  And  yet,  because  of  that  phosphoric 
fame 

Swathing  blackness'  sdf  with  brightness  till  putridity  looked 
flame. 

All  the  world  was  witched :  and  wherefore  ?  what  could  lie  be- 
neath, allure 

Heart  of  man  to  let  corruption  serve  man's  head  as  cynosure  ? 

Was  the  magic  in  the  dictum  <^  All  that's  good  is  gone  and  past; 

Bad  and  worse  still  grows  the  present,  and  the  worst  of  all  comes 
last: 

Whieh  believe— for  I  believe  it "  ?  So  preached  one  his  gospel- 
news; 

While  melodious  moaned  the  other,  <'  Dying  day  with  dolphin- 
hues! 

Storm,  for  loveliness  and  darkness  like  a  woman's  eye!  Ye 
mounts 

Where  I  dimb  to  'scape  my  fellow,  and  thou  sea  wherein  he 
counts 

Not  one  inch  of  vile  dominion !     What  were  your  espedal  worth 

Failed  ye  to  enforce  the  maadm  '  Of  all  objects  found  on  earth 

|ian  is  meanest,  muck  too  honored  when  compared  with — what 
by  odds 
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Beats  him  —  any  dog:  bo,  let  him  go  a^hofrfisg  to  Ids  gods ! ' 
Which  helieve  —  for  I  hdieve  it ! "    Sach  the  comfort  man  re- 
ceived 
Sadly  since  perforce  he  most :  for  why  ?  the  famous  bard  be- 
lieved ! 

Fame !    Then,  give  me  famoi  a  moment !    As  I  gather  at  a 

glance 
Homan  glory  after  glory  vivifying  yon  expanse, 
Let  me  grasp  them  altogether,  hold  on  high  and  brandish  weQ 
Beacon-like  above  the  rapt  world  ready,  whether  heaven  or  hell 
Send  the  dazzling  smnmons  earthward,  to  sabmit  itself  the  saaie. 
Take  on  trust  the  hope  or  dse  despair  flashed  fall  on  face  by  — 

Fame! 
Thanks,  thou  pine-tree  of  Makistos,  wide  thy  giant  torch  I  wave ! 
Enow  ye  whemce  I  plncked  the  pillar,  late  wiUi  sky  for  arehi- 

trave? 
This  the  tnmk,  the  central  solid  Knowledge,  kindled  core,  began 
Tagging  earth-deeps,  trying  heaven-heighte,  rooted  yonder  at 

Laasanne. 
This  which  flits  and  spits,  the  aspic, — sparUes  in  and  oat  the 

boughs 
Now,  and  now  condensed,  tiie  python,  coiling  round  and  itrand 

allows 
Scarce  the  bole  its  dae  effolgenoe,  dolled  by  flake  on  flake  of 

Wit  — 
Laughter  so  bejewels  Learning,  —  what  but  Femey  nourished  it  ? 
Nay,  nor  fear — since  every  resin  feed»  the  flame  — that  I  dis- 
pense 
With  yon  Bossex  terebinth-tree's  all-explosive  Eloquence : 
No,  be  sure !  nor,  any  more  than  thy  reqilendency,  Jean-JaoqueSy 
Dare  I  want  thine,   Diodati!     What   though  monkeys    and 

macaques 
Gibber  '*  Byron  "  ?  Byron's  ivy  rears  a  branch  beyond  the  crew, 
Green  forever,  no  deciduous  trash  macaques  and  monkeys  chew ! 
As  Rousseau,  then,  eloquent,  as  Byron  prime  in  poet's  power,-* 
Detonations,  fulgurations,   uniles  —  the  rainbow,  tears  -—  the 

shower,  — 
Lo,  I  lift  the  corruscating  marvel  —  Fame  I  and,  famed,  declare 
«- Learned  for  the  nonce  as  Gibbon,  witty  as  wit's  self  Vol- 
taire .  .  . 
0  the  sorriest  of  conclusions  to  whatever  man  of  sense 
'Mid  the  millions  stands  the  unit,  takes  no  flare  for  evidence  I 
Tet  the  millions  have  their  portion,  live  their  cahn  or  troublodi 

day. 
Find  significance  in  fireworks :  so,  by  help  of  mine,  they  may 
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Confideiitly  lay  to  heart  and  lock  in  head  their  life4ong— this: 
^  He  there  with  the  hrand  flamboyant,  bioad  o'er  night's  forlorn 

abyas, 
Crowned  by  proee  and  verse ;  and  wielding,  with  Wit's  baable, 

Learning's  rod  "... 
Well?    Why,^atleastbelieYedinSool,  wasTeiysnre  of  GodI 


So  the  poor  smile  played,  that  evening :  pallid  smile  long  since 

extinct 
Here  in  London's  mid-November !    Not  so  loosely  thoaghts  were 

linked, 
Six  weeks  since  as  I,  descending  in  the  sonset  from  Sal^ve, 
Found  the  chain,  I  seemed  to  forge  there,  flawless  till  it  reached 

your  grave,  -— 
Not  so  filmy  was  the  textoie,  bat  I  bore  it  in  mj  breast 
Sale  thosiar.    And  since  I  found  a  something  m  me  would  not 

rest 
Tin  I,  link  by  link,  unravelled  anv  tangle  of  the  chain, 
—  Here  it  lies,  for  much  or  Uttle  f    I  £ive  lived  all  o'er  again 
That  last  pregnant  hour :  I  saved  it,  just  as  I  could  save  a  root 
Disinterred  for  reinterment  when  the  time  best  helps  to  shoot, 
life  is  stocked  with  germs  of  torpid  life ;  but  may  I  never  wake 
Those  of  mine  whose  resurrection  could  not  be  without  earth- 
quake! 
Best  all  such,  unraised  forever !    Be  this,  sad  yet  sweet,  the  sole 
Memory  evoked  from  slumber  I    Least  part  this :  then  what 
the  whole  ? 

NovDmxB  0, 18T7. 
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Such  %  starved  bank  of  mois 

Till,  ihat  May-mom, 
Blae  ran  the  fladi  across : 

Violets  were  bom  I 

Slb^— wbat  a  scowl  of  doad 

Tni,  near  and  far, 
Bsv  on  ray  split  the  sbrond : 

Splendidy »  star  I 

World  —  how  it  walled  abont 

life  with  disgrace 
nil  God's  own  smile  came  oat: 

That  was  thy  face  1 


«Famb!"    Tes^Isaiditandvoareadit    First, 
Praise  the  good  log-fire  1     Winter  howls  withonti 

Crowd  closer,  let  as  1    Ha,  the  secret  narsed 
Inside  yon  hollow,  cmsted  roondaboat 

With  copper  where  the  damp  was,  —  how  the  barst 
Vindicates  flame  the  stealdiy  feeder  1     Spoat 

Thy  splendidest  —  a  minate  and  no  more  ? 

So  soon  again  all  sobered  as  before? 

n. 
Nay,  for  I  need  to  see  year  face  I    One  stroke 

Adroitly  dealt,  and  lo,  the  pomp  revealed  1 
Fire  in  his  pandemoniom,  heart  c^  oak 

Palatial,  where  he  wrought  the  works  concealed 
Beneath  the  solid-seeming  roof  I  broke, 

As  redly  iq>  and  oat  and  off  they  reded 
Like  discobcorted  imps,  those  thoosand  sparks 
IVom  fire's  slow  tonndling  of  vaults  and  arcs ! 
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XJpf  oat,  and  off,  see !    Were  70a  never  OBod,  — 
Ton  nowy  in  childish  days  or  rather  nights, — 

Ab  I  was,  to  watch  sparks  fly  ?  not  amnsed 

By  that  old  nurse-taught  game  which  gave  the  sprites 

Each  one  his  title  and  career,  —  confused 
Belief  'twas  all  kn^  over  wkh  the  flights 

From  earth  to  heaven  of  hero,  sage,  and  bard, 

And  bade  them  once  more  strive  for  Fame's  award? 

nr. 
New  long  bright  life !  and  happy  chance  be&ll — 

That  I  know— when  some  prematurely  lost 
Child  of  disaster  bore  away  the  bell 

From  some  too-pampered  son  of  fortune,  crossed 
Never  before  my  chimney  broke  the  spell  1 

Octogenarian  Keats  gave  up  the  ghost, 
While  —  never  mind  Who  was  it  cumbered  earth  -^ 
Sank  stifled,  span-long  brightness,  in  the  Urtbu 


Well,  try  a  variation  of  the  same ! 

Our  log  is  old  ship-timber,  broken  bulk. 
There 's  sea-brine  spirits  up  the  brimstone  flame, 

That  crimson-curly  spiral  proves  the  hulk 
Was  saturate  with  —  ask  the  chloride's  name 

From  somebody  who  knows  I     I  shall  not  sulk 
If  yonder  greenish  tonguelet  licked  from  Imss 
Its  life,  I  Uiought  was  fed  on  copperas. 

VI. 

Awhow,  there  they  flutter !    What  may  be 
The  style  and  prowess  of  that  purple  one  ? 

Who  is  the  hero  other  eyes  shall  see 

Than  yours  and  mine  ?    That  yellow,  deep  to  dun — 

Conjecture  how  the  sage  glows,  whom  not  we 
But  those  unborn  are  to  get  warmth  by  I    Son 

O'  tiie  coal,  —  as  Job  and  Hebrew  name  a  spark,— 

What  bard,  in  thy  red  soaring,  scares  the  daric? 

vn. 
Oh  and  the  lesser  lights,  the  dearer  still 

That  they  elude  a  vulgar  eye,  give  ours 
The  glimpse  repaying  aetronomie  skill 

Which  searched  nkj  deeper,  passed  those  patent  powers 
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Constellftte  proudly,  —  swords,  scrolls,  harps,  that  fill 

The  Yiilgar  eye  to  surfeit,  —  found  best  flowers 
Hid  deepest  in  the  dark,  —  named  nnplucked  gtacd 
Of  seal,  nngatherod  beauty,  form  or  face ! 

vni. 
Up  with  thee,  mouldering  ash  men  never  knew, 

Bat  I  know!  flash  thou  forth,  and  flgure  bold, 
CSalm  and  columnar  as  yon  flame  I  view  I 

Oh  and  I  bid  thee,  —  to  whom  fortune  doled 
Scantly  all  other  gifts  out  —  bicker  blue, 

Beauty  for  all  to  see,  zinc's  uncontrolled 
FUke-brilliance !    Not  my  fault  if  these  were  shown» 
Grandeur  and  beauty  both,  to  me  alone. 

DC* 

No !  as  the  first  was  boy's  play,  this  proves  mere 
Stripling's  amusement :  manhood's  sport  be  grate  I 

Choose  raSier  sparkles  quenched  in  mid  career. 
Their  boldness  and  iheir  brightness  could  not  save 

(In  some  old  night  of  time  on  some  lone  drear 
Sea-coast,  monopolized  by  crag  or  cave) 

— Save  from  ignoble  exit  into  smoke, 

Silence,  oblivion,  all  death-damps  that  choke  I 


Launched  by  our  ship*wood,  float  we^  once  adrift, 

In  fancy  to  that  Iwid-strip  waters  wash, 
We  both  know  well  I     Where  uncouth  tribes  made  shift 

Long  since  to  just  keep  life  in,  billows  dash 
Nigh  over  folk  who  shudder  at  each  lift 

Ot  the  old  tyrant  tempest's  whirlwind-lash 
Though  they  have  built  the  serviceable  town 
Tempests  but  tease  now,  billows  drench,  not  drown* 

xc. 
Croisic,  the  spit  of  sandy  rock  which  juts 

Spitefully  northward,  bears  nor  tree  nor  shrub 
To  tempt  the  ocean,  show  what  Gu^rande  shuts 

Behind  her,  past  wild  Batz  whose  Saxons  grub 
The  ground  for  crystals  grown  where  ocean  gluts 

Their  promontory's  breadth  with  salt :  all  stub 
Of  rock  and  stretch  of  sand,  the  land's  last  strife 
To  rescue  a  poor  remnant  for  dear  life. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


90  THE  TWO  POETS  OF  CR0IS2C 


zn. 
And  wbat  life  I    Here  was,  from  tfie  world  to  chooeei 

The  Druids'  choeen  chief  of  homes :  ihev  reared 
—  Only  their  women,  —  'mid  the  slosh  and  ooze 

Of  yon  low  islet,  —  to  their  son,  revered 
In  stranffe  stone  goise,  —  a  temple.    May-dawn  dews 

Saw  l£e  old  strocture  levelled ;  when  there  peered 
May's  earliest  eve-star,  high  and  wide  once  more 
Up  towered  the  new  pile  perfect  as  before : 

TTTT- 

Seeinff  that  priestesses  —  and  all  were  sach  — 
Unbuilt  and  then  rebuilt  it  every  May, 

Each  alike  helping — well,  if  not  too  much ! 
For,  'mid  their  eagerness  to  outstrip  day 

And  get  work  done,  if  any  loosed  her  dutch 
And  let  a  single  stone  <bop,  straight  a  prey 

Herself  fell,  torn  to  pieces,  limb  from  limb, 

By  sisters  in  full  chorus  glad  and  grim. 

XIV. 

And  Stan  so  much  remains  of  itot  gray  cult, 
That  even  now,  of  nights,  do  women  steal 

To  the  sole  Menhir  standing,  and  insult 
Tlie  antagonistic  church-q)ire  by  appeal 

To  power  discrowned  in  vain,  since  each  adult 
l^eves  the  gruesome  thing  she  clasps  may  heal 

Whatever  plague  no  priestly  help  can  cure : 

Kiss  but  the  cold  stone,  the  event  is  sure  I 

XV. 

Nay,  more :  on  May-moms,  that  primeval  rite 
Of  temple-buUding,  with  its  punishment 

For  rash  precipitation,  lingers,  spite 

Of  all  remonstrance ;  vainly  are  they  shent. 

Those  girls  who  form  a  ring  and,  dressed  in  white. 
Dance  round  it,  till  some  sister's  strength  be  spent  i 

Touch  but  the  Menhir,  straight  the  rest  turn  roughs 

From  gentles,  fall  on  her  with  fisticufEs. 

XVI. 

Oh  and,  for  their  part,  boys  from  door  to  door 

Sing  unintelligible  words  to  tunes 
As  obsolete :  ^*  scraps  of  Druidic  lore," 

Sigh  scholars,  as  each  pale  man  importunes 
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Vainly  the  mombling  to  speak  plain  once  more. 

Enough  of  this  old  wiMrahip,  rounds  and  ninesl 
They  serve  my  poiposey  yMm  is  bat  to  show 
Croisio  to-day  and  Croisie  long  ago. 

JLVUU 

What  have  we  sailed  to  see,  then,  wafted  there 

By  fancy  from  the  log  that  ends  its  days 
Of  much  adventore  'neath  skies  fool  or  hii, 

On  waters  rongh  or  smooth,  in  this  good  blase 
We  two  crouch  round  so  closely,  biddine  care 

Keep  outside  with  the  snow-etorm  i    Something  says 
'< Fit  time  for  story-telling r*     I  begin- 
Why  not  at  Croisic,  port  we  first  pot  hi  ? 

XYin. 
Anywhere  serves :  for  pomt  me  out  the  plaee 

Wherever  man  has  made  himself  a  home, 
And  there  I  find  the  story  of  our  race 

In  little,  just  at  Croisic  as  at  Rome. 
What  matters  the  degree  ?  the  kind  I  trace. 

Druids  their  temple,  Christians  have  their  dome : 
So  with  mankind ;  and  Croisic,  1 11  engage. 
With  Rome  yields  sort  for  sort,  in  age  for  age. 

zix. 

No  doubt,  men  vastly  differ:  and  we  need 

Some  strange  exceptional  benevolence 
Of  nature's  sunshine  to  develop  seed 

So  well,  in  the  less-favored  clime,  that  thence 
We  may  discern  how  shrub  means  tree  indeed  ^ 

Though  dwarfed  till  scarcely  shrub  in  evidence. 
Man  in  the  ice-house  or  the  hot4iouse  ranks 
With  beasts  or  gods :  stove-forced,  give  warmth  the  thanksl 

XX. 

WhOe,  is  there  any  ice-checked  ?    Such  shall  learn 

I  am  thankworlliy,  who  propose  to  slake 
ffis  thirst  for  tasting  how  it  feels  to  turn 

Cedar  from  hyssop-on-the-wall.  I  mke 
No  memories  of  what  is  harsh  and  stem 

In  ancient  Croisio-nature,  much  less  rake 
The  ashes  of  her  last  warmth  till  out  leaps 
live  Herv^  Biel,  tiie  single  spark  she  keeps. 
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Take  these  two,  see,  each  outbreak,  -^  sjnit  and  spirt 
Of  fire  from  our  farave  billet's  either  edge 

Which  call  maternal  Croisic  ocean-girt !  — 
These  two  shall  thoroaghly  redeem  mj  pledge* 

One  flames  fierce  gnles,  its  feebler  riTal  —  rerty 
Heralds  would  tell  70a :  heroes,  I  allege, 

They  both  were :  soldiers,  sailors,  statesmen,  priestSy 

Lawyers,  physicians  *-  goess  what  gods  or  beasts ! 

zxn. 

None  of  them  all,  bat— -poets,  if  yon  please! 

^  What,  even  there,  endowed  with  knack  of  rhyme^ 
IMd  two  among  the  aborigines 

Of  that  rough  region  pass  the  ungradous  time 
Suiting,  to  rumble-tumble  of  the  sea'Si 

The  songs  forbidden  a  serener  dime  ? 
Or  had  they  universal  audience  — that's 
To  say,  the  folk  of  Croisic,  ay,  and  Bata ?" 

zxm. 
Open  vour  ears  I    Each  poet  in  his  day 

Had  such  a  mighty  moment  of  success 
As  pinnacled  him  straight,  in  full  display, 

For  the  whole  world  to  worship  ^  nothiiu^  less  I 
Was  not  the  whole  polite  world  Paris,  pray  f 

And  did  not  Paris,  for  one  moment  —  yes. 
Worship  these  poet-flames,  our  red  and  greeiii 
One  at  a  time,  a  century  between  ? 


And  yetyou  never  heard  their  names !    Assist, 

Clio,  Historic  Muse,  while  I  record 
Great  deeds !     Let  fact,  not  fancy,  break  the  mist 

And  bid  each  sun  emerge,  in  turn  play  lord 
Of  day,  one  moment  I     Hear  the  annalist 

Tell  a  strange  story,  true  to  the  least  word! 
At  Croisic,  sixteen  hundred  years  and  ten 
Since  Christ,  forth  flamed  yon  liquid  ruby,  then. 

XZY* 

Enow  him  henceforth  as  Ben^  Gentalhomme 
— Appropriate  appellation !  noble  birth 

And  kmghdy  blazon,  the  device  wherefrom 

Was  «  Better  do  than  say ''  J     In  Croisic's  dearth 
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Why  prison  his  career  while  Christendom 

Lay  open  to  reward  acknowledged  worth  ? 
He  therefore  left  it  at  the  proper  age 
And  got  to  be  the  Fkince  of  Condi's  page* 

xzvi. 

Which  Prince  of  Cond^,  whom  men  called  ^Tlie  Duke,** 
-^  Failing  the  king,  his  cousin,  of  an  heir, 

(As  one  might  hold  would  hap,  withoat  rehakcy 
Since  Aime  of  Aosfcria,  ail  the  world  was  'warOy 

Twenty-three  years  long  sterile,  scarce  eoold  look 
For  issue)  —  failing  Loois  of  so  rare 

A  godsend,  it  was  natural  the  Prince 

Should  hear  men  call  him  ''  Next  King  "  too,  nor  wince. 

zxvn. 
Now,  as  this  reasonaUe  hope,  by  growth 

Of  years,  nay,  tens  of  years,  looked  plump  almost 
To  bursting,  —  would  the  brothers,  childless  both, 

Louis  and  Oaston,  give  bat  up  the  ghost  ^ 
Cond^,  called  <'  Duke ''  and  "  Next  Emg,'*  nothing  h»lh 

Awaited  his  appointment  to  the  post, 
And  wiled  sway  tiiie  time,  as  best  he  might, 
Tin  Providence  should  settle  things  aright 

XXVlli. 

So,  at  a  certain  pleasure^ouse,  withdrawn 
From  cities  where  a  whisper  breeds  offence. 

He  sat  him  down  to  watch  the  streak  of  dawn 
Testify  to  first  stir  of  Providence ; 

And,  since  duU  country  life  makes  courtiers  yawn, 
There  wanted  not  a  poet  to  dispense 

Song's  remedy  for  spleen^fits  all  and  some, 

Which  poet  was  Page  Ben4  Gentilhomme. 


A  poet  bom  and  bred,  his  vcoy  sire 

A  poet  also,  author  of  a  piece 
Printed  and  published,  ""  Ladies  —  their  attire ''  i 

Therefore  the  son,  iost  bom  at  his  decease, 
Was  bound  to  keep  auve  the  sacred  fire, 

And  kept  it,  yielding  moderate  increase 
Of  songs  and  sonnets,  madrigals,  and  much 
Bhyming  though  poetry  and  praised  as  sneh. 
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Babbiah  oniittenblfi  (bew  in  mind !) 

Babbiah  not  wholly  withont  value,  tfaooj^ 

Being  to  compliment  the  Duke  deaigned 
And  bring  the  oomplimenter  credit  ao,  — 

Fleaaoxe  with  profit  happily  combined. 
Thna  Ben^  Gentilhomme  riiymed,  rhymed  till  — lo^ 

Thia  happened,  aa  he  aat  in  an  alcove 

Elaborating  rhyme  for  <<  love  "  —  nat^*  dove.'' 


He  waa  alone :  ailence  and  aolitode 
Befit  the  votary  of  the  Mnae.    Aroond,' 

Natore  — not  our  new  pictureaqne  and  radOi 
Bat  trim  tree-cinctaxed  atately  garden-groond 

Breathed  poliah  and  politeneaa.    All-imbned 
With  theae,  he  aat  abaorbed  in  one  profoond 

Excogitation,  "  Were  it  beat  to  hint 

Or  boldly  boaat  <  She  lovea  me— Araminte'  ?" 


When  aaddenly  flaahed  lightning,  aearing  eight 
Almoat,  ao  oloae  to  eyea ;  then,  quick  on  fiaahf 

Followed  the  thonder,  aplitting  earth  downright 
Where  Ben^  aat  arrhyming :  with  huge  craah 

Of  marble  into  atoma  infinite  — 

Marble  which,  atately,  dared  the  world  to  daah 

The  atone-thing  proud,  high-pillared,  from  ita  place : 

One  flaah,  and  duat  waa  all  that  lay  at  baae. 


So,  when  the  horrible  confnaion  looaed 

Ita  wrappage  round  hia  aenaea,  and,  with  breath. 

Seeing  and  hearing  by  degreea  induced 
Conviction  what  he  felt  waa  life,  not  death— 

His  fluttered  faeultiea  came  back  to  rooat 
One  after  one,  aa  f owla  do :  ay,  beneath, 

About  hia  very  feet  there,  lay  in  duat 

Earthly  preaumption  paid  by  heaven'a  diagnat 

XZZTV. 

For,  what  might  be  the  thundei^amitten  thing 
But,  pillared  high  and  proud,  in  marble  gniae, 

A  ducal  crown — which  meant '' Now  Duke:  Next,  King**  ? 
Since  auch  tfie  Prince  waai  not  in  hia  own  ejea 
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Alone,  but  ail  the  world's.    Pebble  from  ding 

Prostrates  a  giant ;  so  can  polverize 
Marble  pretension — how  ninch  more,  make  moult 
A  peaoock-prinoe  his  plnme^God's  thunderbolt  I 


That  was  enough  for  Ren^,  that  first  fact 

Thos  flashed  into  him.     Up  he  looked:  allbloe 

And  bright  the  sky  above ;  earth  firm,  compact 
Beneath  his  footing,  h,j  apparent  too ; 

Opposite  stood  the  piUiEur :  nettling  lacked 

There,  but  the  Doke's  crown :  see,  its  fragments  strew 

The  eardi,  —  aboat  his  feet  lie  atoms  fine 

Where  he  sat  nursing  late  his  f oorteenth  line ! 

zzzvi. 

So,  for  the  moment,  all  the  oniverse 

Being  abolished,  all  'twizt  God  and  him,  — 

Earth's  praise  or  blame,  its  blessing  or  its  enrsey 
Of  one  and  the  same  valae,  —  to  the  brim 

Flooded  with  troth  for  better  or  for  worse,  — 
He  pounces  on  the  writing-paper,  prim 

Keeping  its  place  on  table :  not  a  ^t 

Nor  speck  had  damaged  ''  Ode  to  Araminte." 

xxxvn. 
And  over  the  neat  crowquill  calligraph 

His  pen  goes  blotting,  blurring,  as  an  oz 
Tramples  a  flower-bed  in  a  garden,  —  laugh 

Tou  may  I  — so  does  not  he,  whose  quii^  heart  knocks 
Audibly  at  his  breast :  an  epitaph 

On  earth's  break-up,  amid  the  foiling  rocks, 
He  might  be  penning  in  a  wild  dismay. 
Caught  with  his  work  half-done  on  Judgment  Day. 

ZZJLVllI. 

And  what  is  it  so  terribly  he  pens. 

Ruining  <'  Cupid,  Venus,  wile  and  smile. 

Hearts,  darts,"  and  all  his  day's  divinior  mens 
Judged  necessary  to  a  perfect  style  ? 

little  recks  Ben^  with  a  breast  to  cleanse. 
Of  Rhadamanthine  law  that  reigned  erewhile : 

Brimful  of  troth,  troth's  outburst  will  convince 

(Style  or  no  style)  who  bean  troth's  brunt— tfie  Prince. 
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'*CoDd6,  called  « Duke,'  be  eelled  jut  *Dake,'  not  more, 
To  life's  end  I     'Next  King'  tlioa  fonooth  wilt  be? 

Ay,  when  this  baable,  as  it  deeked  before 
Thy  pillar,  shall  again,  for  France  to  see, 

Take  its  proad  station  there !    Let  FVanoe  adore 
No  longer  an  illusive  mock-snn — thee  — 

Bnt  keep  her  homage  for  SoFs  sdf ,  about 

To  rise  and  pnt  pretenders  to  the  rout! 

XL. 

<*  What  ?    France  to  God-abandoned  that  her  root 
Regal,  though  many  a  Spring  it  gave  no  sign, 

Lacks  power  to  make  the  bole,  now  branchless,  shoot 
Qreenly  as  ever  ?    Nature,  though  benign, 

Thwarts  ever  the  ambitions  and  astute. 
In  store  for  such  is  punishment  condign : 

Sure  as  Uiy  Duke's  crown  to  the  earth  was  hurled. 

So  sure,  next  year,  a  Dauphin  glads  the  world  I  " 

zxx 
Which  penned  —  some  forty  lines  to  this  effect^ 

Our  Ben^  folds  hb  paper,  marches  brave 
Back  to  the  mansion,  luminous,  erect, 

Triumphant,  an  emancipated  slave* 
There  stands  Uie  Prince.    <'  How  now  ?    My  Duke's-erown 
wrecked? 

What  may  this  mean  ?  "  The  answer  Ren^  gave 
Was  —  handing  him  the  verses,  with  the  due 
Incline  of  body :  ''  Sir,  God's  word  to  you !  " 

ZIJZ* 

The  Prince  read,  paled,  was  silent ;  all  around, 
The  courtier-company,  to  whom  he  passed 

The  paper,  read,  in  equsi  silence  bound. 
Ren^  grew  abo  by  degrees  aghast 

At  his  own  fit  of  courage  ^*  palely  found 

Way  of  retreat  from  that  pale  presence :  classed 

Once  more  among  the  cony-kind.     *^  Oh,  son. 

It  is  a  feeble  folk ! "  saith  Solomon. 

XLUI. 

Vainly  he  apprehended  evil :  since. 

When,  at  the  year's  end,  even  as  foretold, 
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Forth  came  the  Daaphin  who  diaerowned  the  Frinoe 

Of  that  long-eiaved  mere  yiaomaj  gold, 
T  was  no  fit  time  for  enrj  to  eYinoe 

Malice,  be  enre !     The  timideet  grew  bold : 
Of  all  that  courtier^ompany  not  one 
But  left  the  semblanee  for  the  actual  son. 

ZLIT. 

And  all  Borte  and  conditions  that  stood  by 
At  Ben^s  burning  moment,  bright  escape 

Of  sonl,  bore  witness  to  the  prophecy. 
Which  witness  took  the  cnstomary  shape 

Of  yerse ;  a  score  of  poets  in  foil  cry 
Hailed  the  inspired  one.    Nantes  and  Tours  agape^ 

Soon  Paris  caught  the  infection ;  gaining  strength. 

How  could  it  fail  to  reach  the  Court  at  length? 

XLV. 

^  O  poet  I  "  smiled  King  Louis,  ''  and  besides, 
0  prophet !     Sure,  by  miracle  announced, 

My  babe  will  prove  a  prodigy.     Who  chides 
Henceforth  the  undulded  monarch  shall  be  trounced 

For  irreligion :  since  the  fool  derides 
Plain  miracle  by  which  this  prophet  pounced 

Exactly  on  the  moment  I  should  1^ 

Like  Simeon,  in  my  arms,  a  babe,  ^  God's  gift !  * 

XLYl. 

*'So  call  the  boy !  and  call  this  bard  and  seer 

By  a  new  title !  him  I  raise  to  rank 
Of  '  Royal  Poet : '  poet  without  peer  I 

Whose  fellows  only  have  themselves  to  thank 
If  humbly  they  must  follow  in  the  rear 

My  Ben^.    He 's  the  master :  they  must  clank 
Their  chains  of  song,  confessed  his  slaves ;  for  why? 
They  poetize,  while  he  can  prophesy ! " 

XLvn. 
So  said,  so  done  ;  our  Ren^  rose  august, 

^The  Royal  Poet ;  **  straightway  put  in  type 
His  poem-prophecy,  and  (fair  and  lust 

Procedure)  added,  — now  that  time  was  ripe 
For  proving  friends  did  well  his  word  to  trust,  -^ 

Those  attestations,  tuned  to  lyre  or  pipe, 
Which  friends  broke  out  with  when  he  dared  foreteD 
Hie  Dauphin's  birth :  friends  trusted,  and  did  welL 
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ZLvni. 

Moreover  he  got  painted  by  Da  Fr^y 

Engraved  by  Daret  also ;  and  prefixed 
The  portrait  to  his  book :  a  crown  of  bay 

Circled  his  brows,  with  rose  and  myrtle  sdxed; 
And  Latin  verses,  lovely  in  their  way, 

Described  him  as  *^  the  biforked  hill  betwixt: 
Since  he  hath  scaled  Pamassns  at  one  jump. 
Joining  the  Delphic  quill  and  Getie  trump/' 

XLIX. 

Whereof  came  .  .  .     What,  it  lasts,  our  spirt,  thus  long 
—  The  red  fire  ?    That 's  the  reason  must  excuse 

My  letting  flicker  Ren^s  prophet-eong 
No  longer ;  for  its  pertmadous  hnes 

Must  fade  before  its  fellow  joins  the  throng 
Of  sparks  departed  up  the  chimney,  dues 

To  dark  oblivion.     At  the  word,  it  wioks. 

Bailies,  relapses,  dwindles,  deathward  sinks. 


So  does  our  poet.    All  this  burst  of  fame, 

Fury  of  favor.  Royal  Poetship, 
Frophetship,  book,  verse,  picture — thereof  came 

—  Nothing !     That 's  why  I  would  not  let  outstnp 
Bed  his  green  rival  flamelet :  just  the  same 

Ending  in  smoke  waits  both !     In  vain  we  rip 
The  past,  no  further  faintest  trace  remains 
Of  Ben^  to  reward  our  pious  pains. 

LI. 

Somebody  saw  a  portrait  framed  and  glazed 
At  Croisic.     '*  Who  may  be  this  glorified 

Mortal  unheard-of  hitherto  ?  "  amazed 
That  person  asked  the  owner  by  his  side. 

Who  proved  as  ignorant     The  question  rpised 
Provoked  inquiry ;  key  by  key  was  tried 

On  Croisic's  portrait-puzzle,  till  back  flew 

The  wards  at  one  key's  touch,  which  key  was — Who? 

MI. 

The  other  famous  poet !     Wait  thy  turn. 
Thou  green,  our  red's  competitor !     Enough 

Just  now  to  note  't  was  he  that  itched  to  leam 
(A  hundred  years  ago)  how  fate  could  puff 
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HeftTen-higfa  (a  hundred  yean  before),  then  spun 

To  sods  80  big  a  babUe  in  some  huff : 
Since  green  too  found  red's  portrait,  ^  having  heard 
Hitiliarto  of  red's  rare  self  not  one  word. 

Lm. 
And  he  with  zeal  addressed  him  to  the  task 

Of  hunting  out,  by  all  and  any  means, 
—  Who  might  the  brilliant  bard  be,  bom  to  bask 

Butterfly-like  in  shine  which  kings  and  queens 
And  baby-dauphins  shed  ?    Much  need  to  ask  I 

Is  fame  so  fickle  that  what  perks  and  preens 
The  eyed  wing,  one  imperial  minute,  dips 
Next  sudden  moment  into  blind  eclipse  ? 

LIV. 

After  a  vast  expenditure  of  pains. 

Our  second  poet  found  the  prize  he  sought : 

Urged  in  his  search  by  something  that  restrains 
From  undue  triumph  &med  ones  who  have  f oughty 

Or  simply,  poetizing,  taxed  their  brains : 
Something  that  tdls  such  —  dear  is  triumph  boughl 

If  it  means  only  basking  in  the  midst 

Of  fame's  brief  sunshine,  as  thou,  Ben^,  didst. 

LV. 

For,  what  did  searching  find  at  last  but  this  ? 

Quoth  somebody,  "  I  somehow  somewhere  seem 
To  think  I  heard  one  old  De  Chevaye  is 

Or  was  possessed  of  Bend's  works  1 "  which  gleam 
Of  light  from  out  the  dark  proved  not  amiss 

To  track,  by  correspondence  on  the  theme ; 
And  soon  the  twilight  broadened  into  day. 
For  thus  to  question  answered  De  Chevaye. 

LVI. 

^  True  it  is,  I  did  once  possess  the  works 

Ton  want  account  of  —  works  —  to  call  them  so,  ^ 

Comprised  in  one  small  book :  the  volume  lurks 
(Some  fifty  leaves  in  duodecimo) 

'Neath  certain  ashes  which  my  soul  it  irks 
Still  to  remember,  because  long  ago 

That  and  my  other  rare  shelf-occupants 

Perished  by  burning  of  my  house  at  Nantes. 
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Lvn. 

^  Tet  of  that  book  one  ttzange  partieiilar 

Still  stays  in  mind  with  me  "  —  and  therenpon 

Followed  Uie  story.     ''  Few  the  poems  are ; 
The  book  was  two-thirds  filled  up  with  this  ona^ 

And  sondry  witnesses  from  near  and  hr 
lliat  here  at  least  was  prophesying  done 

By  prophet,  so  as  to  predude  all  doobty 

Before  the  thing  he  prophesied  about.*' 

LTm. 

That 's  all  he  knew,  and  all  the  poet  leamedy 
And  all  that  yon  and  I  are  like  to  hear 

Of  Ben^ ;  since  not  only  book  is  homed 
But  memory  extinguished,  — -  nay,  I  fear, 

Portrait  is  gone  too :  nowhere  I  discerned 
A  trace  of  it  at  Croisie.    ''  Most  a  tear 

Needs  fall  for  that  ?  "  yon  smile.    <<How  fortone  fims 

With  sach  a  mediocrity,  who  cares  ?  " 

LIX. 

Well,  I  care  — intimately  care  to  have 

Experience  how  a  haman  creature  felt 
In  after-life,  who  bore  the  harden  mye 

Of  certainly  beliering  God  had  dealt 
For  once  direcUy  with  him :  did  not  rave 

—  A  maniac,  did  not  find  his  reason  melt 
— An  idiot,  but  went  on,  in  peace  or  strife. 
The  world's  way,  lived  an  ordinary  life. 

LX. 

How  many  problems  that  one  fact  would  solve  I 

An  ordinary  sool,  no  more,  no  less, 
About  whose  life  earth's  common  sights  revolve, 

On  whom  is  brought  to  bear,  by  Siundeivstross, 
This  &ct — Grod  tasks  him,  and  will  not  absolve 

Task's  negligent  performer  I    Can  you  guess 
How  such  a  soul  —  the  task  performed  to  point  -^ 
Goes  back  to  life  nor  finds  things  out  of  jomt  ? 

LXI. 

Does  he  stand  stock-like  henceforth  ?  or  proceed 
Dizzily,  yet  with  course  straightforward  sdll, 

Down-tramphng  vulgar  hindra^  ?^as  the  reed 
Is  erushed  beneath  its  tramp  when  that  blind  will 
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Hatched  in  some  old-world  beast's  brain  bids  it  speed 

Where  the  sun  wants  bmte-presence  to  fulfil 
life's  poipose  in  a  new  far  some,  ere  ioe 
Enwomb  the  pastoie-traet  lii  fbitalice. 

Lzn. 
I  think  no  soeh  diieel  plain  truth  coBsuts 

With  actMl  sense  and  thought  and  what  diey  take 
To  be  the  solid  walls  of  li& :  mere  mists  -^ 

How  such  wooldy  at  that  troth's  first  pieicingy  break 
Into  the  nullity  they  are !  —  slight  lists 

Wherein  the  puppet-champions  wage,  for  sake 
Of  some  mock^ni^ess,  mimie  war:  laid  low 
At  trampefe4)lant|  there 's  shown  the  world,  one  foel 

T^TTTf- 

Noy  we  most  play  the  pageant  out,  obsenre 

The  toomey-regnlations,  and  regard 
Snocess—  to  meet  the  blunted  spear  nor  swenroy 

Failure  —  to  break  no  bones  yet  fall  on  sward; 
Must  prove  we  have  —  not  courage  ?  well  then  —  nerve  I 

And,  at  the  day's  end,  boast  the  crown's  award  — 
Be  warranted  as  promising  to  wield 
Weapons,  no  sham,  in  a  true  battlefield. 

Lznr. 

Meantime,  our  simalated  thunderclaps 
Which  tell  us  eoDuterfeited  truths*— these  same 

Are  —  sound,  when  music  storms  the  soul,perlii^? 
-—  Sight,  beaofy,  every  chrt  ol  every  aim 

That  touches  just,  then  seems,  bv  strange  relapse» 
To  fall  effectless  from  the  soiu  it  came 

As  if  to  fix  its  own,  but  simply  smote 

And  starred  to  vague  beauty  more  remote  ? 

LXV. 

80  do  we  gain  enough** yet  not  too  much  — 

Ac^paintanoe  wifti  that  outer  dement 
Wherein  ^ere 's  operadon  (call  it  such!) 

Quite  of  anodier  kind  than  we  the  pent 
On  earth  are  proper  to  receive.    Our  hutch 

lights  up  at  the  least  chink :  let  roof  be  rent** 
How  inmates  haddle^  blinded  at  first  spasm. 
Cognizant  at  fhs  sun's  sdf  thio8|^  tfie  chasm  I 
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Tlierefore,  who  knows  if  this  our  Bend's  qmek 
Sabddence  from  as  sadden  noise  and  gkre 

Into  oblivion  was  impolitie  ? 

No  doubt  bis  sonl  became  at  once  aware 

That,  after  prophecj,  the  rhyming^ck 
Is  poor  employment :  human  praises  scaie 

Bather  than  sooUie  ears  all  artingle  yet 

With  tones  few  hear  and  liye,  bat  none  forget 

Lxm. 
There 's  oar  first  famous  poet  I    Stop  tiioa  forth 

Second  consommato  songster !    See,  the  tongue 
Of  fire  that  lypifies  thee,  owns  thy  worth 

In  yellow,  purple  mixed  its  green  among, 
No  pure  and  simple  resin  from  the  North* 

But  composite  with  virtues  that  belong 
To  Southern  cultore !     Love  not  more  wan  hato 
Helped  to  a  blaze  .  .  •    But  I  antidpato. 

LXVnL 

Prepare  to  witness  a  combustion  rich 

And  riotously  splendid,  far  beyond 
Poor  Bend's  lambent  little  streamer  which 

Only  played  candle  to  a  Court  grown  fond 
By  baby-birth:  this  soared  to  such  a  piteh, 

Alternately  such  colors  doffed  and  donnedy 
Taat  when  I  say  it  dazzled  Paris  — please 
Know  that  it  brought  Voltaire  upon  his  knees  I 

XiXIX. 

Who  did  it,  was  a  dapper  gentleman, 

Paul  Desforges  Maillard,  Croisickese  by  birth^ 

Whose  birth  that  century  ended  which  began 
By  similar  bestowment  on  our  earth 

Of  tiie  aforesaid  Ben^.    Cease  to  scan 

The  ways  of  Providence !     See  Croisic's  dearth  - 

Not  Paris  in  its  plenitode  —  suffice 

To  funiish  Prance  with  her  best  poet  twice  I 

IiXZ. 

Hn  he  was  thirty  years  of  age,  the  vein 
Poetic  yielded  rhyme  by  cbqps  and  sjnrts : 

In  verses  of  society  had  lain 

His  talent  chiefly ;  bat  the  Muse  asserts 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  TWO  POETS  OF  CROISIC  » 

Priyflege  mort  by  treating  with  difldain 

Epics  the  bard  montha  out,  or  odea  he  blmti 
Spaamodically  forth.    Have  people  time 
And  patience  nowadays  for  thought  in  rhyme  ? 

T.TTT, 

So,  his  achievements  were  the  quatrain's  inch 

Of  homage,  or  at  most  the  sonnet's  ell 
Of  admiration :  welded  lines  with  clinch 

Of  ending  word  and  word,  to  ereiy  belle 
In  Croisic's  bounds ;  these,  brisk  as  any  finch, 

He  twittered  till  his  fame  had  reached  as  well 
Gu^rande  as  Batz ;  but  there  fame  stopped,  for  — -  curse 
On  fortune  —  outside  lay  the  universe  1 

TiXXII. 

That 's  Fkffis.    Well,  —  why  not  break  bounds,  and  send 

Song  onwaard  tiU  it  echo  at  the  gates 
Of  Paris  whither  all  ambitions  tend, 

And  end  too,  seeing  that  success  there  sates 
The  soul  which  hungers  most  for  &me  ?    Why  spend 

A  minute  in  deciding,  while,  by  Fate's 
Decree,  there  happens  to  be  just  the  prize 
n?opo8ed  there,  suiting  souls  that  poetize  ? 

Lzzni. 
A  ^ze  indeed,  the  Academy's  own  self 

Ph>poses  to  what  bard  shall  best  indite 
A  piece  describing  how,  through  shoal  and  shelf, 

The  Art  of  Navigation,  steered  aright, 
Has,  in  our  last  king's  reign,  —  the  lucky  elf,  — 

Beached,  one  may  say.  Perfection's  haven  quite» 
And  there  cast  anchor.    At  a  glance  one  sees 
The  subject's  crowd  of  capabihties ! 


Neptune  and  Amphitrit^ !    Thetis,  who 
Ib  either  Tethys  or  as  good  —  both  tag  I 

Triton  can  shove  along  a  vessel  too : 

It 's  Virgil !     Then  the  winds  that  blow  or  lag,  -^ 

De  Maille,  VendOme,  Vermandois !     Toulouse  Uiew 
Longest,  we  reckon :  he  must  puff  the  flag 

To  fullest- outflare ;  while  our  laddng  nymph 

Be  Anne  of  Austriay  Begent  o'er  the  lymphl 
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Promisedy  perfotmed !    Since  irriUAilia  gem 
Holda  of  the  f everiBh  impotonee  that  strivee 

To  stay  an  itch  by  prompt  reaoorce  to  pen's 
Scratching  itself  on  paper ;  placid  liveey 

Leisurely  works  nuu>k  the  diomiar  mem : 
Bees  brood  above  the  honey  in  their  hiyes ; 

Gnats  are  the  busy  bustlers.    Splash  and  scrawl,  ^^ 

Completed  lay  thy  piece,  swift  penman  Paul ! 

LZXVI. 

To  Paris  with  the  product  I    This  dispatched. 
One  had  to  wait  the  Forty's  slow  and  sore 

Verdict,  as  best  one  might    Our  penman  scratched 
Away  perforce  the  itch  that  knows  no  cure 

But  daily  paper-friction :  more  than  matched 
His  first  feat  by  a  second  —  tribute  pure 

And  heartfelt  to  the  Forty  when  their  Yoioe 

Should  peal  wiUi  one  aocord  '^Be  Paul  our  ehoioel 

LXXViU 

Scratch,  scratch  went  much  laudation  of  diat  sane 
And  sound  Tribunal,  delegates  august 

Of  Phcsbus  and  the  Muses'  sacred  trains- 
Whom  eyenr  poetaster  tries  to  thrust 

From  where,  hig^-throned,  they  dominate  the  Seine: 
Fruitless  end^vor,  —  fail  it  shall  and  must! 

Whereof  in  witness  haye  not  one  and  all 

The  Forty  yoices  pealed  "^  Our  choice  be  Pknl"  ? 

ItXXVILL 

Thus  Paul  discounted  his  applause.    Alack 
For  human  expectation !     Scarcely  ink 

Was  diy  when,  lo,  the  perfect  piece  came  back 
Rejected,  shamed !     Some  o&ier  poet's  clink 
^  Thetis  and  Tethys  "  had  seduced  the  pack 
Of  pedants  to  declare  perfection's  pink 

A  singularly  poor  production.     ''  Whew  I 

The  Focty  are  stark  fools,  I  always  knew!  ** 


First  fury  over  (for  IhNd's'raoe  ^- to  wit. 
Brain-vibrios  —  wriggle  dear  of  proto^lasni 

Into  minute  life  that 's  one  fury-fit), 

<'  These  fools  shall  find  a  bard's  enthusiasm 
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Comports  with  what  should  eonnterbalahee  tt  — 

Some  knowledge  of  the  world  I    No  doubt,  orgasm       ^ 
Effects  the  birth  of  Terse  whidiy  bom,  demands 
Pk-osaic  ministration,  swaddl]ng4>ands  I 

LXXX. 

**  Verse  most  be  cared  for  at  thie  eariv  stage, 
Ehndled,  nay  dandled  eyen.     I  should  play 

Their  game  indeed  if,  till  it  grew  of  age, 
I  meekly  let  these  dotards  frown  away 

My  bantling  from  the  rightfol  heritage 
Of  smiles  and  kisses  I     Let  the  public  say 

If  it  be  worthy  praises  or  rebukes. 

My  poem,  from  these  Forty  M  perukes !  " 

LXXZI. 

So,  hj  a  friend,  who  boasts  himself  in  grace 
With  no  less  than  the  CheyaUer  La  Baqpe^^^ 

Eminent  in  those  days  for  pride  of  place, 
Seeing  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  block 

The  way  or  smooth  the  road  to  all  the  race 
Of  literators  trudging  up  to  knock 

At  Fame's  exalted  temple-door^* for  why? 

He  edited  the  Paris  <«  Mercury  "  :  — 

By  this  friend's  help  the  CheyaHer  receiyee 

Paul's  poem,  prefaced  by  the  due  appeal 
To  Ciesar  from  the  Jews.    As  duly  heayes 

A  sigh  the  Cheyalier,  about  to  deal 
With  case  so  customaiy  ^- turns  the  leayes, 

Finds  nothing  there  to  borrow,  bes,  or  steal  — 
Then  brightens  up  the  critic's  brow  deep-liBed. 
<<  The  thing  may  be  so  deyerly  declined  I " 


Down  to  desk,  out  with  paper,  up  with  quill. 
Dip  and  indite !     '*  Sir,  gratitude  immense 

For  uiis  true  draught  &om  the  Pierian  rill  I 
Omr  Academic  dodpoles  must  be  dense 

Ind^  to  stand  unirrigated  stilL 
No  less,  we  critics  dare  not  giye  offence 

To  grandees  like  the  Forty:  while  we  mock, 

We  grin  and  bear.    Sc^  here 's  your  piece  I  La  Boque.' 
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Lxxxiy. 

«There  now!  **  eriee  Paul :  ^  the  fellow  can't  ayoid 
Confessing  that  my  piece  deserves  the  pahn ; 

And  yet  he  dares  not  grant  me  space  enjoyed 
By  eyery  scribbler  he  pennits  embalm 

His  crambo  in  the  Journal's  comer !     Cloyed 
With  staff  like  theirs,  no  wonder  if  a  qoalm 

Be  caosed  by  yerse  like  mine :  though  that 's  no 

For  his  defrauding  me  of  just  applaose. 

Lxxxy. 

^  Aha,  he  fears  the  Forty,  this  poltroon  ? 

First  let  him  fear  me  !  Change  smooth  speech  to  rough 
I  'U  speak  my  mind  out,  show  the  fellow  soon 

Who  is  the  foe  to  dread :  insist  enough 
On  my  own  merits  till,  as  dear  as  noon, 

He  sees  I  am  no  man  to  take  rebuff 
As  patiently  as  scribblers  may  and  must ! 
Quick  to  the  onslaught,  out  sword,  cut  and  dirust  I  ** 

IiJLiJLyi. 
And  thereupon  a  fierce  epistle  flings 

Its  challenge  in  the  critic's  &use.     Alack ! 
Our  bard  mistakes  his  man  !     The  gauntlet  rings 

On  brazen  yisor  proof  against  attack. 
Prompt  from  his  editorial  throne  up  springs 

The  insulted  magnate,  and  his  mace  falls,  thwack. 
On  Paul's  deyoted  brainpan,  —  quite  away 
From  common  courtesies  of  f  encing^play  I 

UUULVli* 

^  Sir,  will  you  haye  the  truth  ?    This  piece  of  yours 

is  simply  execrable  past  belief. 
I  shrank  from  saying  so ;  but,  since  naught  cures 

Conceit  but  truth,  truth 's  at  your  seryice !     Brie^ 
Just  so  long  as  *  The  Mercuiy '  endures. 

So  long  are  you  excluded  by  its  Chief 
From  comer,  nay,  from  cranny !     Play  the  cock 
O'  the  roost,  henceforth,  at  Croisic !  "  wrote/La  Boque. 

UQEXym. 
Paul  yellowed,  whitened,  f»  his  wrath  from  red 

Waxed  incandescent    Now,  this  man  of  rhyme 
Was  merely  foolish,  faulty  in  Uie  head 

Not  heart  of  him :  conceit 's  a  yenial  crime* 
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^Oh  by  no  means  malicioos !  "  oouBins  said : 
Fiusilj  feeble,  —  hannless  all  the  time, 
Piddling  at  so-called  satire  —  well-advisedy 
He  held  in  most  awe  whom  he  satirized. 

LXXXTX, 

Accordingly  his  kith  and  kin  —  lemoyed 

From  emulation  of  the  poet's  gift 
By  power  and  will  —  these  rather  liked,  nay,  loved 

llie  man  who  gave  his  family  a  lift 
Oat  of  the  Croisic  level ;  ''  disapproved 

SiUire  so  trenchant."     Thus  our  poet  sniffed 
Home-incense,  ihoagh  too  charlish  to  unlock 
^'The  Mercury's  "  £)x  of- ointment  was  La  Roque. 

xo. 
But  when  Paul's  visage  grew  from  red  to  white, 

And  from  his  lips  a  sort  of  mumbling  fell 
Of  who  was  to  be  kicked,  —  "  And  serve  him  right  I " 

A  soft  voice  interposed,  ''  Did  kicking  well 
Answer  the  purpose  I     Only  —  if  I  might 

Suggest  as  much — a  far  more  potent  spell 
lies  in  another  kind  of  treatment     Oh, 
Women  are  ready  at  resource,  you  know  I 

xci. 

''  Talent  should  minister  to  genius !  good : 

The  proper  and  superior  smile  returns. 
Hear  me  with  patience !     Have  you  understood 

The  only  method  whereby  genius  earns 
Fit  guerdon  nowadays  ?     In  knightly  mood 

You  entered  lists  with  visor  up ;  one  learns 
Too  late  that,  had  you  mounted  Roland's  crest, 
^Room ! '  they  had  roared  — La  Roque  with  all  the  restl 


M 


xcn. 
^Why  did  yon  first  of  all  transmit  your  piece 
To  those  same  priggish  Forty  unprepared 
Whether  to  rank  you  with  the  swans  or  geese 

By  friendly  intervention  ?    If  they  dured 
Count  you  a  cackler,  —  wonders  never  cease  I 

I  think  it  still  more  wondrous  that  you  bared 
Tour  brow  (my  earlier  image)  as  if  praise 
Were  gained  by  simple  fighting  nowadays ! 
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zoin. 
^  Tour  next  step  showed  a  touch  of  the  trae  means 
Whereby  desert  is  crowned :  not  force  but  wile 
Came  to  the  rescue.     '  Get  behind  the  scenes ! ' 

Tour  friend  advised :  he  writes,  sets  forth  your  sljle 
And  title,  to  such  purpose  intervenes 

That  you  get  velvet-compliment  three-pile; 
And,  though  *  The  Mercuiy '  said  '  nay/  nor  stock 
Nor  stone  did  his  refusal  prove  La  Roque. 

XCIV- 

**  Why  must  you  needs  revert  to  the  high  hand, 

Imperative  procedure  —  what  you  call 
*  Taking  on  merit  your  exclusive  stand '  ? 

Stand,  with  a  vengeance  I     Soon  you  went  to  waDy 
Tou  and  your  merit  I     Only  fools  command 

When  folks  are  free  to  disobev  them,  Paul ! 
Ton  've  learnt  your  lesson,  found  out  what 's  o'dook. 
By  thb  uncivil  answer  of  La  Boque. 

XOT. 

*'  Now  let  me  counsel !     Lay  this  piece  on  shelf 

—  Masterpiece  though  it  be  I     From  out  your  desk 

Hand  me  some  lighter  sample,  verse  the  elf 
Cupid  inspired  you  with,  no  god  grotesque 

Presiding  o'er  the  Navy !     I  myself 

Hand-write  what 's  legible  yet  picturesque ; 

I  '11  copy  fair  and  femininely  fro<uc 

Tour  poem  masculine  that  courts  La  Boque  I 

xcvi* 

^  Deldamia  he  — Achilles  thou  I 

Ha,  ha,  these  ancient  stories  come  so  apt  I 
My  sex,  my  youth,  my  rank  I  next  avow 

In  a  neat  prayer  for  kind  perusal.     Sapped 
I  see  the  walls  which  stand  so  stoutly  now  I 

I  see  the  toils  about  the  game  entrapped 
Tky  honest  cunning !     Chains  of  lady's-smock, 
Not  thorn  and  thistle,  tether  fast  La  Boque  I  ** 

XCVII. 

Now,  who  might  be  the  speaker  sweet  and  arch 
That  laughed  above  Paul's  shoulder  as  it  heaved 

With  the  indignant  heart  ?  —  bade  steal  a  march 
And  not  continue  charging  ?    Who  conceived 
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Hub  jdan  which  set  our  Paul,  like  pea  voa  parch 

On  fire^ovel,  skipping,  of  a  load  reueved. 
From  aim-chair  moo&iess  to  escritoire 
Saered  to  PhiBbiiB  and  the  tanefol  choir  ? 

zoYin. 
Who  but  Paul's  sister  1  named  of  course  like  him 

'^  DesfoTges  "  ;  bat,  mark  yoa,  in  those  days  a  qaeer 
Custom  obtained, — who  knows  whence  grew  the  whim?-« 

That  people  oodd  not  read  their  title  dear 
To  reverence  till  their  own  tme  names,  made  dim 

By  daily  mouthing,  pleased  to  disappear, 
Beplaced  by  brand*new  bri^t  ones :  Arouet, 
For  instance,  grew  Voltaire ;  Desf orges  —  Makrais. 

ZODL. 

«<  Demoiselle  Malcrais  de  la  Yigne  "  —  because 

The  family  possessed  at  Brederac 
A  vineyard,  —  few  grapes,  many  hips-and-haws,  •* 

Still  a  nice  Breton  name.     Ajb  breast  and  back 
Of  this  vivacious  beauty  gleamed  through  gauze, 

So  did  her  sprightly  nature  nowise  lack 
Lustre  when  draped,  the  fashionable  way. 
In  **  Malcrais  de  la  Vigne»"  —more  short,  << Malcrais.'' 


Out  from  Paul's  escritoire  behold  escape 
The  hoarded  treasure  I  verse  f aUs  thick  and  fast, 

Sonnets  and  songs  of  every  size  and  shape. 
The  lady  ponders  on  her  prize ;  at  last 

Selects  one  which  —  O  angd  and  yet  ape  I  — 
Her  malice  thinks  is  probably  surpassed 

In  badness  by  no  fellow  of  the  flock, 

Copies  it  fair,  and  '*  Now  for  my  La  Boqne  I  '* 

CI. 

So,  to  him  goes,  with  the  neat  manuscript, 
The  soft  petitionary  letter.     "  Grant 

A  fledgeling  novice  that  with  wing  undipt 
She  soar  her  little  circuit,  habitant 

Of  an  old  manor ;  buried  in  which  crypt. 
How  can  the  youthful  chAtekine  but  pant 

For  disemprisonment  by  one  ad  hoe 

Appomted  *  Mercury's '  Editor,  La  Boque  ?  " 
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Gn. 

T  WBS  an  epude  that  might  moye  the  Turk! 

More  certainly  it  moyed  our  middle^iged 
Pen-driyer  drudging  at  his  weary  work. 

Baked  the  old  ai£e8  np  and  disengaged 
The  sparks  of  gallantry  which  always  lurk 

Somehow  in  literary  breasts,  assuaged 
In  no  degree  by  compliments  on  style ; 
Are  For^  wagging  beards  worth  one  girl's  smile  ? 

om. 

In  trips  the  lady's  poem,  takes  its  place 

Of  nonor  in  the  gratified  Gazette, 
With  dae  acknowledgment  of  power  and  grace ; 

Prognostication,  too,  that  hi^er  yet 
The  Breton  Mose  will  soar :  fresh  yoath,  high  raee^ 

Beauty  and  wealth  have  amicably  met 
That  Demoiselle  Malcrais  may  fill  the  chair 
Left  vacant  by  the  loss  of  Deshouli&res. 

crv. 
<<  There!  "cried  the  liyely  lady.    <<  Who  was  right— 
You  in  the  dumps,  or  I  the  merry  maid 
Who  know  a  trick  or  two  can  baffle  spite 

Tenfold  the  force  of  this  old  fool's  ?    Afrud 
Of  Editor  La  Roqne  ?    But  come!  next  flight 

Shall  outsoar  —  Deshouli^res  alone  ?     My  Uade, 
Sappho  herself  shall  you  confess  outstript ! 
Quck,  Paul,  another  dose  of  manuscript ! " 

cv. 

And  so,  once  well  a-f oot,  advanced  the  game : 
More  and  more  verses,  corresponding  gush 

On  gush  of  praise,  till  everywhere  acclaim 

Bose  to  the  pitch  of  uproar.     "  Sappho  ?    Tush  I 

Sure  '  Malcrais  on  her  Parrot '  puts  to  shame 
Deshouli^res'  pastorals,  day  not  worth  a  rush 

Beside  this  find  of  treasure,  gold  in  crock. 

Unearthed  in  Brittany,  — nay,  ask  La  Roque !  ** 

cvt, 

Such  was  the  Paris  tribute.    **  Yes,"  you  sneer, 
"  Ninnies  stock  Noodledom,  but  folk  more  sage 

Besist  contagious  folly,  never  fear ! " 
Do  they  ?    Permit  me  to  detach  one  page 
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From  the  hn^  Albom  which  from  far  and  near 

Poetic  prauet  blackened  in  a  rage 
Of  raptore !  and  that  page  tball  be — who  stares 
Gonfoonded  now,  I  wak  yea  ?  —  jast  Voltaire's ! 

cvn. 
Ajf  sharpest  shrewdest  steel  that  ever  stabbed 

To  death  Imposture  through  the  armor- joints  I 
How  did  it  happen  that  gross  Hmnbog  jgrabbed 

Thy  weapons,  gonged  dune  eyes  oat  r    Fate  appcnnts 
That  pride  shall  haye  a  fall,  or  I  had  bUbbed 

Hardly  that  Hombag,  whom  thy  sool  aroints, 
Could  thus  cross4iattodc  thee  can^t  unawares. 
And  dismalest  of  tumbles  proved — Voltaure'sl 

OVXCL 

See  his  episde  extant  yet,  wherewith 

^  Henri  **  in  verse  and  ^  Charles  "  in  prose  he  sent 
To  do  her  suit  and  service  I    Here 's  the  pith 

Of  half  a  dosen  stanzas — stones  which  went 
To  build  that  simulated  monolith  — 

Sham  love  in  due  degree  with  homage  blent 
As  sham  —  which  in  tb  vast  of  volumes  scares 
The  traveller  still :  <<Thatstucco4ieap  — Voltaire's?" 

oix* 

^  (Hi  thou,  whose  clarion-voice  has  ovexfbwn 
The  wilds  to  startle  Paris  that 's  one  earl 

Thou  who  such  strange  capacity  hast  shown 

For  joining  all  that 's  grand  with  all  that 's  dear. 

Knowledge  with  power  to  please  — -  Deshouli^res  grown 
Learnt  as  Daeier  in  thv  person  I  mere 

Weak  fruit  of  idle  hours,  Ihese  crabs  of  mine 

I  dare  lay  at  thy  feet,  0  Muse  divine  I 

ox. 
^  Charies  was  my  task-woik  only ;  Henri  trod 
My  hero  erst,  and  now,  my  heroine — she 
Shall  be  thyself  I    True  —  is  it  true,  great  God ! 

Certainly  love  henceforward  must  not  be  I 
Tet  all  the  crowd  of  Fine  Arts  fail — how  odd !  — 

Tried  turn  bv  turn,  to  fill  a  void  in  mel 
There 's  no -replacing  love  with  these,  alas  I 
Tet  all  I  can  t  do  to  prove  no  ass. 
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CXI. 

<*I  labor  to  amuse  my  freedom ;  but 

Should  any  sweet  young  creature  elaTeiy  preadi, 
And  — borrowine  thy  yiTacions  charm,  the  uut !  — 

Make  me,  in  Ihy  engaging  words,  a  speech, 
Soon  should  I  see  myself  in  prison  shut 

With  all  imaginable  pleasure/*    Beach 
The  washhand-basin  for  adnurers  I    There  'a 
A  stomach-moving  tribute  —  and  Voltaire's  I 

cxn. 

Suppose  it  a  fantastic  billet-doux. 

Adulatory  flourish,  not  worth  frown ! 
What  say  you  to  the  Fathers  of  T^youx  ? 

These  in  their  Dictionary  have  her  down 
Under  the  heading  ^^  Author  " :  ''  Malerais,  too, 

Is  '  Author '  of  much  verse  that  claims  renown." 
While  Jean-Baptiste  Rousseau  .  .  •  but  why  [ 
Enough  of  this  —  something  too  much,  indeed ! 

oxnx. 
At  last  La  Boque,  unwilling  to  be  left 

Behindhand  in  the  rivalry,  broke  bounds 
Of  figurative  passion ;  hilt  and  heft, 

Plunged  his  huge  downright  love  through  what  surrounds 
The  literary  female  bosom ;  reft 

Away  its  veil  of  coy  reserve  with  ^  Zounds ! 
I  love  mee,  Breton  Beauty !     All  *s  no  use  I 
Body  and  soul  I  love,  — tiie  big  word 's  loose !  *' 

oxzv* 
He  V  greatest  now  and  to  de-9true4ir<m 

Nearest.    Attend  the  solemn  word  I  quote, 
Oh  Paul!     There's  no  pause  at  per-fetytlon. 

Thus  knolls  thy  knell  the  Doctor's  bronzed  throat ! 
Oreatneas  a  period  hath,  no  sta4i^on  / 

Better  and  truer  verse  none  ever  wrote 
(Despite  the  antique  outstretched  a^-on) 
Than  thou,  revered  and  magisterial  Donne  I 

cxv. 
Flat  on  his  face,  La  Boque,  and  — pressed  to  heart 

His  dexter  hand — Voltaire  with  b«ided  knee  I 
Paul  sat  and  sucked-in  triumph ;  inst  apart 

Leaned  over  him  his  sister.     <' Well  r  "  smirks  he, 
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And  **  Well  ?  "  she  answers,  smiling  ^-  womftn's  art 

To  let  a  noan's  own  month,  not  hers,  decree 
What  shall  he  next  moye  which  decides  the  same : 
Snoeess?    She  said  so.    Failure?    His  the  blame. 

oxvi. 

<<  Wen !  *'  this  time  forth  affirmatiyely  comes 

With  smack  of  lip,  and  long<bawn  sigh  throogfa  teeth 

Close  clenched  o'er  satisfaction,  as  the  gums 
Were  tickled  hj  a  sweetmeat  teased  beneath 

Ptolate  l^  lubricatmg  tongue :  **  Well !  crumbs 
Of  comfort  these,  undoubtedly  I  no  death 

Ukelj  from  famine  at  Fame's  feast !  't  is  dear 

I  may  put  daim  in  for  mj  pittance,  Dear  I 

iULVXI* 

**  La  Roqoe,  Voltaire,  my  lovers  ?    Then  disguise 
Has  served  its  turn,  grows  idle ;  let  it  drop  I 

I  shall  to  Paris,  flaunt  Siere  in  men's  eyes 
My  proper  manly  garb  and  mount  artop 

The  pedestal  that  waits  me,  take  the  prize 
Awarded  Hercules.     He  threw  a  sop 

To  Cerberus  who  let  him  pass,  you  know, 

Then,  following,  licked  his  heels :  exactly  so  I 

cxvui. 

"  I  like  the  prospect  —  their  astonishment, 
Confusion :  wounded  vanity,  no  doubt. 
Mixed  motives ;  how  I  see  the  brows  quick  bent  I 
*  What,  sir,  yourself,  none  other,  brought  about 
This  change  of  estimation  ?    Phcsbus  sent 
HiB  shafts  as  from  Diana  ?'  Critic  pout 
TumB  courtier  smile :  *  Lo,  him  we  took  for  her  I 
Pleasant  mistake !     Tou  bear  no  malice,  sir  ? ' 

oxiz. 

<«£h,  my  Diana?"     But  Diana  kept 

Smilingly  silent  with  fixed  needle-sharp 
Much-meaning  eyes  that  seemed  to  intercept 

Paul's  very  thoughts  ere  they  had  time  to  warp 
From  earnest  into  sport  the  words  they  leapt 

To  life  with  —  changed  as  when  maltreated  harp 
Benders  in  tinkle  wiiat  some  player-prig 
Means  for  a  grave  tune  though  it  proves  a  jig. 
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cxz. 

'^  What,  Paul,  and  are  my  pains  thos  thrown  away, 
My  lesaons  end  in  loss  ?  "  at  length  £all  slow 

The  pitying  syUables,  her  lips  allay 
The  satire  of  by  keeping  in  full  flow, 

A.boye  their  coral  reef,  bright  smiles  at  play : 
*<  Can  it  be,  Paul  thos  fuls  to  righdy  know 

And  altogether  estimate  applanse 

As  just  so  many  asinine  hee-haws  ? 

cxxi. 

<<!  thoQght  to  show  yon*'  •  .  .  <<Show  me/*  Paol  inbrdke, 

»<  My  poetry  is  mbbish,  and  the  world 
Ihat  rings  with  my  renown  a  sorry  joke ! 

What  fairer  test  of  worth  than  that,  form  foiled, 
I  entered  the  arena  ?    Yet  yon  croak 

Just  as  if  Phodb^  and  not  Plushns  hurled 
The  dart  and  strack  the  python  I    What,  he  orawla 
Hmnbly  in  dnst  before  yonr  feet,  not  Paul's  ? 

CXXII* 

^  Nay,  't  is  no  laughing  matter  thongh  absoid 

If  there 's  an  end  of  honesty  on  earth  I 
La  Boque  sends  letters,  lying  every  wordi 

Yolture  makes  verse,  and  of  himself  makes  mirth 
To  the  remotest  age  I     Boossean  's  the  third 

Who,  driyen  to  despair  amid  sach  dearth 
Of  people  that  want  praising,  finds  no  one 
More  fit  to  praise  thiui  Paol  the  simpleton! 

cxzin* 

^  Somebody  says  — if  a  man  writes  at  all 

It  is  to  show  the  writer's  kith  and  kin 
He  was  nnjustlT  thought  a  natoral;^ 

And  truly,  sister,  I  haye  yet  to  win 
Tour  favorable  word,  it  seems,  for  Panl 

Whose  poetry  you  coont  not  worth  a  pin 
Thoogh  well  enoogh  esteemed  by  these  Yoltaires, 
Boosseaos  and  such-like :  let  them  qoaek,  who  cares  ?" 

cxxiv. 
^  —  To  Paris  with  you,  Paul !    Not  one  word's  waste 
Further :  my  scrupuLosify  was  vain  I 
Go  triumph !     Be  my  f oolilli  fears  effaced 
From  memory's  record!    Go,  to  come  again 
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With  gloiy  crowned,  — by  nster  re-embraced, 
Corod  of  that  rtnuige  delnsion  of  her  brain 
Which  led  her  to  ras^ct  that  Paris  gloats 
On  male  limbs  mostly  when  in  petticoats !  '* 

cxxv. 

So  laughed  her  last  word,  with  the  little  touch 

Of  malice  proper  to  the  ontnu^  pride 
Of  any  artist  in  a  work  too  mnch 

Shorn  of  its  merits.    '*  By  all  means,  be  tried 
The  opposite  procedure !     Cast  your  crutch 

Away,  no  longer  crippled,  nor  divide 
The  credit  of  your  nuurch  to  the  World's  Fair 
With  sister  Cheny-cheeks  who  helped  you  there !  '* 

czxvi. 
Cripple,  forsooth !    What  courser  sprightHer  pranoed 

Paris-ward  than  did  Paul?    Nay,  dreams  lent  wings : 
He  flew,  or  seemed  to  fly,  by  dreams  entranced. 

Dreams  ?  wide-awake  realities :  no  dungs 
Dreamed  merely  were  the  missives  that  advanced 

The  claim  of  Malcrais  to  consort  with  kings 
Crowned  by  Apollo  —  not  to  say  with  queens 
Cinctured  by  Venus  for  Idalian  scenes. 

GXXTIL 

Soon  he  arrives,  forthwith  is  found  before 

The  outer  gate  of  glory.    Bold  tio-toc 
Announces  there 's  a  giant  at  the  door. 

^  Ay,  sir,  here  dwells  the  Chevalier  La  Roque." 
^  Lackey  I  Malcrais  —  mind,  no  word  less  nor  more !  -^ 

Deores  his  presence.     I  've  unearthed  the  brock : 
Now,  to  transfix  him !  '*    There  stands  Paul  erect, 
Liched  out  his  uttermost,  for  more  effect 

oxxYin. 
A  bustling  entrance :  '^  Idol  of  my  flame ! 

Can  it  be  that  my  heart  attains  at  last 
Its  longing  ?  that  you  stand,  the  very  same 

As  in  my  visions ?  .  .  •  EEal  hey,  how?"  aghast 
Stops  short  the  rapture.     ''Oh,  my  boy 's  to  bliune I 

You  merely  are  the  messenger  I    Too  fast 
My  fancy  rudied  to  a.conclusion.     Pooh ! 
Well,  sir,  the  kdy's  substitute  is  —  who  ?" 
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oxxn. 

Then  Paulas  smirk  grows  inordinato.    ^*  Shake  hands  I 
Friendship  not  love  awaits  70a,  master  mine^ 

Though  nor  Malcrais  nor  any  mistress  stands 
To  meet  your  ardor !     So,  70a  don't  divine 

Who  wrote  the  verses  wherewith  ring  the  land's 

Whole  length  and  breadth  ?    Just  he  whereof  no  line 

Had  ever  leave  to  blot  your  Joomal  — eh  ? 

Panl  Deslorges  Maillard  —  odierwiae  Malcrais  I " 

cxzx. 
And  there  the  two  stood,  stare  oonfnmting  smirk. 

Awhile  nneertain  which  should  yield  the  poM. 
In  vain  the  Chevalier  beat  brain  for  quirk 

To  help  in  this  conjimctore ;  at  leiu^  "  Bah  I 
Boh !     Since  I  've  made  myself  a  f oo^  why  shirk 

The  ponishment  of  folly?    Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Let  me  return  your  handshake !  "    Comie  sock 
For  tragic  buskin  prompt  thus  changed  La  Boqne> 

0JL2LU* 

'<  I  'm  nobody  — -  a  wren-like  journalist ; 

Tou  've  flown  at  higher  game  and  winged  your  bird, 
The  golden  eagle  I     That 's  the  grand  acquist ! 

Voltaire's  sly  Muse,  the  tiger-cat,  has  purred 
Pettily  round  your  feet ;  but  if  she  missed 

Priority  of  stroking,  soon  were  starred 
The  dormant  spitfire.     To  Voltaire !  away, 
Paul  Desforges  Maillard,  otherwise  Malcrais !  " 

cxzxn. 
Whereupon,  arm  in  arm,  and  head  in  air, 

The  two  begin  their  journey.    Need  I  say. 
La  Roque  had  felt  the  talon  of  Voltaire, 

Had  a  longstanding  little  debt  to  pay. 
And  pounced,  you  may  depend,  on  such  a  rare 

Occasion  for  its  due  discharge  ?    So,  gay 
And  grenadier^like,  marching  to  assault, 
They  reach  the  enemy*s  abode,  there  halt. 

CXZXIII. 

^  I  '11  be  announcer  I  "  quoth  La  Roque :  '*  I  know, 
Better  than  you,  perhaps,  my  Breton  bard, 
How  to  procure  an  audience !     He  's  not  slow 
To  smell  a  rat,  this  scamp  Voltaire  I     Discard 
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The  petticoats  too  soon,  —  70a  11  never  show 

Your  hatU^de^hau88e$  and  aU  they  Ve  made  or  marred 
In  your  true  person*    Here 's  his  servant    Pnijr 
Will  the  great  man  see  Demoiselle  Malcraia  ?  " 

ozzziv. 

Now,  the  great  man  was  also»  no  whit  less. 
The  man  of  self -rsspect»  —  more  great  man  hel 

And  bowed  to  soidal  usage,  dressed  the  dress. 
And  decorated  to  the  fit  degree 

His  person ;  't  was  enough  to  bear  the  stress 
Of  battle  in  the  field,  without,  when  free 

From  outside  foes,  invitrng  friends'  attack 

By  —  sword  in  hand  ?    No, ^-ill-made  coat  on  back. 

GJUULV. 

And,  since  the  annoonoement  of  his  visitor 

Surprised  him  at  his  toilet,  —  never  glass 
Had  such  solicitation  I     **  Black,  now — or 

Brown  be  the  killing  wig  to  wear?    Alas, 
Where  's  the  roage  gone,  &s  cheek  were  better  for 

A  tender  touch  of  ?  Melted  to  a  mass. 
All  my  pomatum  I  There 's  at  all  events 
A  deiol  —  for  he 's  got  among  my  scents  I  " 

GZXXVL 

So,  ^'barbered  ten  times  o'er,"  as  Antony 

Paced  to  his  Cleopatra,  did  at  last 
Voltaire  proceed  to  the  fair  presence :  high 

In  color,  proud  in  port,  as  if  a  blast 
Of  trumpet  bade  the  world  '^  Take  note  I  draws  nigh 

To  Beeuity,  Power !    Behold  the  Iconoclast, 
The  Poet,  the  Philosopher,  the  Bod 
Of  iron  for  imposture!    Ah  my  God!" 

CXXXVTL 

For  there  stands  smirking  Panl,  and  — -  what  lights  fierce 

The  situation  as  with  sulphur  flash  — 
There  grinning  stands  La  Roque  I    No  carte-and-tieroe 

Observes  the  grinning  fencer,  but,  foil  dash 
From  breast  to  shoulderblade,  the  thrusts  transpierce 

That  armor  against  which  so  idly  clash 
The  swords  of  priests  and  pedants  I    Victors  there. 
Two  smiriL  and  grin  who  have  befooled  —  Voltaire  1 
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ojmvm. 
A  momeiit's  honor ;  then  quick  tom-aboat 

On  hi^li-heeled  shoe,  —  flnny  of  ruffles,  floonee 
Of  wig-ties  and  of  coat-tails,  —  and  so  out 

Of  door  banged  wrathfully  behind,  goes  —  boonce— 
Voltaire  in  tragic  exit  1  tows,  no  doubt, 

Vengeance  upon  the  couple.    Did  he  trounce 
Either,  in  point  of  fact  ?    His  anger's  flash 
Subsided  if  a  culprit  craved  his  cash. 

As  for  La  Boque,  he  having  langhed  his  laugh 
To  heart's  content,  —  the  joke  defunct  at  once, 

Dead  in  the  birth,  70U  see,  —  its  epitaph 
Was  sober  earnest    <<  Well,  sb,  for  the  nonce, 

You  've  gained  the  laurel;  never  hope  to  graff 
A  second  sprig  of  triumph  there !    Ensconce 

Yourself  again  at  Croisic :  let  it  be 

Enough  70U  mastered  both  Voltaire  and  — me  I 

OXL. 

«  Don't  linger  here  in  Paris  to  parade 

Your  victory,  and  have  the  very  boys 
Point  at  you !    <  There 's  the  little  mouse  which  made 

Believe  those  two  big  lions  that  its  noise, 
Nibbling  away  behind  the  hedge,  conveyed 

Intelligence  that  —  portent  which  destroys 
All  courage  in  the  lion's  heart,  with  horn 
That 's  fable  —there  lay  couched  the  unicorn ! ' 

OZLX. 

^  Beware  us,  now  we  've  found  who  fooled  us !    Quick 
To  cover !     <  In  proportion  to  men's  fr^rht, 

Eneet  their  fright's  revenge ! '  quoth  politic 
Old  MacchiavellL    Ajb  for  me,  —  all 's  right : 

I  'm  but  a  journalist     But  no  pin's  prick 

The  tooth  leaves  when  Voltaire  is  roused  to  bitel 

So,  keep  your  counsel,  I  advise  I    Adieu  I 

Good  journey  I    Ha,  ha,  ha,  Malcrais  was — you  I  " 

ozux* 
^ — Yes,  I  'm  Malcrais,  and  somebody  beside. 

You  snickering  monkey !  "  thus  winds  up  the  tale 
Our  hero,  safe  at  home,  to  that  black-eyed 
Cherry-cheeked  sister,  as  she  soothes  the  pale 
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Mortified  poet    *' Let  their  wont  Iw  tried, 

I  'm  their  match  henoeforth — rerv  man  and  malel 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  knoddng^-imder  f  man 
And  male  must  end  what  pettiooatB  began  I 

CXLIII. 

^How  woman-like  it  is  to  apprehend 

The  world  wUl  eat  its  words !  why,  words  transfixed 
To  stone,  they  stare  at  yoa  in  print,  —  at  end, 

Each  writer's  style  and  title  1     Choose  betwixt 
Fool  and  knave  for  his  name,  who  should  intend 

To  perpetrate  a  baseness  so  nnmixed 
With  pron>ect  of  advantage  I     What  is  writ 
Is  writ :  they  're  praised  me,  there 's  an  end  of  it  I 

0ZLI7. 

^No,  Dear,  allow  me !    I  shall  print  these  same 

Pieces,  with  no  omitted  line,  as  Panl's. 
Malcrais  no  longer,  let  me  see  folk  blame 

What  they  —  praised  simply  ?^- placed  on  pedestals, 
Each  piece  a  statae  in  the  House  of  Fame ! 

Fast  will  they  stand  there,  thoagh  their  presence  galls 
The  envious  crew :  such  show  their  teeth,  perhaps, 
And  snarl,  but  never  bite  I    I  know  the  chaps  I  " 

OXLV* 

Oh  Paul,  oh  piteonsly  deluded  I    Pace 

Thy  sad  sterility  of  Croisic  flats. 
Watch,  from  their  southern  edge,  the  foamy  race 

Of  high-tide  as  it  heaves  the  drowning  mats 
Of  yellow-berried  web-growth  from  their  place, 

The  rock-ridge,  when,  rolling  as  far  as  Batz, 
One  broadside  crashes  on  it,  and  the  crags. 
That  needle  under,  stream  with  weedy  rags  I 

CZLVI. 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  at  inland  Bergerac, 

Rude  heritage  but  recognized  domain. 
Do  as  two  here  are  doing :  make  hearth  crack 

With  logs  until  thy  chimney  roar  again 
Jolly  with  fire-glow  I     Let  its  angle  IfMsk 

No  grace  of  Cherry-cheeks  iky  sister,  fain 
To  do  a  sister's  office  and  laugh  smooth 
Thy  corrugated  brow  ^-  that  scowls  forsooihl 
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CXUYZL 

Wherefore  ?    Who  does  not  know  how  theee  La  BxKjjBm, 
Voltaires,  ean  aaj  and  nneaj,  praise  and  UamOy 

Prove  black  white,  white  black,  play  at  paradox 
And,  when  they  seem  to  lose  it,  win  the  game  ? 

Care  not  thou  what  this  badser,  and  that  fox, 
His  fellow  in  rascality,  eiu  **  fame  1 " 

Fiddlepin*s  end !    Thou  hadst  it,— qnaek,  quack,  qnaekl 

Have  qoietade  from  geese  at  Bergerac  I 

CZLYIH. 

Qaietade  I     For,  be  vexy  sore  of  this ! 

A  twehremonlh  hence,  and  men  shall  know  or  care 
As  mnch  for  what  to-day  they  dap  or  hiss 

As  for  the  &shion  of  the  wigs  they  wear. 
Then  wonder  at    There 's  fame  which,  bale  or  bliss^  -^ 

Got  by  no  gracious  word  of  great  Voltaire 
Or  notso-great  La  Roque,  —  is  taken  back 
By  neither,  any  more  than  Beigerac  1 

czux. 
Too  true !  or  rather,  true  as  ought  to  be  I 

No  more  of  Paul  the  man,  Maksrais  the  maid. 
Thenceforth  forever !     One  or  two,  I  see, 

Studc  by  their  poet :  who  the  longest  stayed 
Was  Jean-Baptiste  Rousseau,  and  even  he 

Seemingly  saddened  as  perforce  he  paid 
A  rhyming  tribute :  ^  After  death,  survive  ^- 
He  hoped  he  should :  and  died  while  yet  alive  I " 

No,  he  hoped  nothing  of  the  kind,  or  held 
His  peace  and  died  in  sUent  good  old  age. 

Him  it  was,  curiosity  impelled 

To  seek  if  there  were  extant  still  some  page 

Of  his  great  predecessor,  rat  who  belled 
The  cat  once,  and  would  never  deign  engage 

Li  afteissombat  with  mere  mice,  —saved  from 

More  sonneteering,  —  Ben^  Gentilhomme. 

ou. 

Paul's  story  furnished  forth  that  famous  play 
Of  Piron's  '<  M^tromanie  " :  there  you '11  find 

He 's  Francaleu,  while  Demoiselle  Malcrais 
Is  Demoiselle  No-end-of-names-behind ! 
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Ab  for  Voltaire,  he  'b  Damu.    Good  and  gay 
The  plot  and  dialogae,  and  all 's  designed 
To  spite  Voltaire :  at ''  Something"  wSa  the  bagh 
Of  timplj  "  NotfaingI  "  (see  his  epitaph.) 

GLQ. 

Bat  troth,  tmth,  that's  the  goldl  and  aU  the  good 

I  find  in  fancy  is,  it  serves  to  set 
Gold's  inmost  glint  free,  gold  whieh  comes  ap  rude 

And  rayless  from  die  mine.  All  fame  and  fret 
Of  artistry  beyond  this  point  pnrsaed 

Brings  oat  another  sort  of  Dumish :  yet 
Always  Ihe  ingot  has  its  yery  own 
Valae^  a  sparUe  struck  from  troth  alone. 

oun. 
Now,  take  this  sparkle  and  the  other  spirt 

Of  fitful  fiame,  —  twin  births  of  our  gray  brand 
That's  sinking  fast  to  ashes!    I  assert, 

As  sparkles  want  but  fuel  to  expand 
Into  a  conflagration  no  mere  squirt 

Will  quendi  too  quickly,  so  might  Croisic  strand. 
Had  Fortune  pleased  posterity  to  chowse. 
Boast  of  her  brace  of  beacons  luminoas. 

OUY. 

Did  earlier  Agamemnons  lack  their  bard  ? 

But  later  bards  lacked  Agamemnon  too  I 
How  often  frustrate  they  of  fame'a  award 

Just  because  Fortune,  as  she  listed,  blew 
Some  slight  bark's  sails  to  beUying,  mauled  and  marred 

And  forced  to  put  about  the  First-rate  I  True, 
Such  tacks  but  for  a  time :  still — small-craft  ride 
At  anchor,  rot  while  Beddoes  breasts  the  tide  1 

OLV. 

Dear,  shall  I  tell  you  ?    There 's  a  simple  test 
Would  serre,  when  people  take  on  them  to  wei|^ 

The  worth  of  poets.    "  Who  was  better,  best, 
Thb,  that,  the  other  bard  ?  "  (bards  none  gainsay 

As  good,  observe !  no  matter  for  the  rest.) 
"^  What  quality  preponderating  may 

Turn  the  scale  as  it  trembles?"    End  the  strife 

By  asking  "  Which  one  led  a  happy  life?" 
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OLYL 

If  one  did)  orer  his  antagonut 

That  yelled  or  shrieked  or  sobbed  or  wept  or  wailed 
Or  simply  had  the  dumps,  —  dispute  who  list,  — 

I  ooont  him  victor.    Where  his  fellow  failed, 
Mastered  by  his  own  means  of  might,  —  acqoist 

Of  necessary  sorrows,  —  he  prevailed, 
A  strong  since  joyfol  man  who  stood  distinct 
Above  slave-sorrows  to  his  chariot  linked. 

CLVTU 

Was  not  his  lot  to  feel  more?    What  meant  ^*  fed'' 
Unless  to  suffer !     Not,  to  see  more  ?    Sight-*  * 

What  helped  it  bat  to  watch  the  drtinken  red 
Of  vice  and  folly  round  him,  left  and  right. 

One  dance  of  rogues  and  idiots  I  Not,  to  deal 

More  widi  thmgs  lovely  ?    What  provoked  the  spite 

Of  filth  incarnate,  like  the  poet's  need 

Of  other  nutriment  than  stnf e  and  greed ! 

CLvm* 
Who  knows  most,  doubts  most ;  entertaining  hope. 

Means  recognizing  fear;  the  keener  sense 
Of  all  compriMd  within  our  actual  scope 

Recoils  from  aught  beyond  earth's  dim  and  dense. 
Who,  grown  familiar  wiUi  the  sky,  will  grope 

Henceforward  among  groundlings  ?    That 's  offence 
Just  as  indubitably :  stars  abound 
O'erhead,  but  then — what  flowers  make  glad  the  ground  1 

OIJX. 
So,  force  is  sorrow,  and  each  sorrow,  force  : 

What  then  ?  since  Swiftness  gives  the  charioteer 
The  palm,  his  hope  be  in  the  vivid  horse 

Whose  neck  Gk)d  clothed  with  thunder,  not  the  steer 
Sluggish  and  safe  I     Yoke  Hatred,  Crime,  Remorse, 

Despair :  but  ever  'mid  the  whirling  fear. 
Let,  tlm>ugh  the  tumult,  break  the  poet's  face 
Radiant,  assured  his  wild  slaves  win  the  race! 

OLX. 

Therefore  I  say  ...  no,  shall  not  say,  but  thinks 
And  save  my  breath  for  better  purpose.     White 

^Vom  gray  our  log  has  burned  to :  just  one  blink 
That  quivers,  lotii  to  leave  it,  as  a  sprite 
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Tlie  oatwom  body.    Ere  your  eydids'  wink 
PimiBh  who  sealed  so  deep  into  the  night 
Tour  mooth  np,  for  two  poets  dead  so  long,  — 
Here  pleads  a  live  pretender :  right  yonr  wrongi 


What  a  pret^  tale  yon  told  me 

Once  upon  a  time 
-» Said  you  found  it  somewhere  (scold  me!) 

Was  it  prose  or  was  it  rhyme, 
Greek  or  Latin?    Greek, you  said, 
While  your  shonlder  propped  my  head* 

n. 
Anyhow  there 's  no  forgetting 

This  much  if  no  more, 
That  a  poet  (pray,  no  petting  I) 

Tee,  a  hard,  sir,  famed  of  yore, 
Went  where  suchlike  used  to  go^ 
Singing  for  a  prize,  you  know* 

m. 

Well,  he  had  to  sing,  nor  merely 

Sing  but  play  the  lyre ; 
Flaying  was  important  clearly 

Quite  as  singmg:  I  desire. 
Sir,  you  keep  the  fact  in  mind 
For  a  purpose  that 's  behind. 

IV. 

There  stood  he,  wUle  deep  attention 

Held  tiie  judges  round, 
—  Judges  able,  X  should  mention, 

To  detect  the  slightest  sound 
Sung  or  played  amiss :  such  ears 
Had  old  judges,  it  appears ! 

V. 

None  the  less  he  sang  out  boldly. 

Flayed  in  time  and  tune. 
Till  the  judges,  weighing  coldly 

Each  note's  worth,  seemed,  late  or  soony 
Sure  to  smile  ^*  In  vain  one  tries 
Picking  faults  out :  take  the  prize !  '* 
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When,  A  mischief  1    Were  they  seven 

Strings  the  lyre  possessed  ? 
Ohy  and  aftermrds  eleven, 

Thank  yon!    Well,  sir, — who  had  guessed 
Such  ill  lack  in  store  ?  —  it  happed 
One  of  those  same  seven  strings  snapped* 

vn. 

An  was  lost,  then !    No !  a  cricket 

(What  "cicada"?    Pooh!) 
•»Some  mad  thing  that  left  its  thicket 

For  mere  love  of  mnsic — flew 
With  its  little  heart  on  fire, 
Lighted  on  the  crippled  lyre. 

Yin* 
So  that  when  (Ah  joy !)  our  singer 

For  his  truant  string 
Feels  with  disconcerted  finger, 

What  does  cricket  else  bat  fling 
Fiery  heart  forth,  sound  the  note 
Wanted  by  the  throbbing  throat  ? 

IX* 

Ay  and,  ever  to  the  ending. 

Cricket  chirps  at  need, 
Executes  the  hand's  intending, 

Promptly,  perfectly,  —  indeed 
Saves  the  singer  from  defeat 
With  her  chinrup  low  and  sweet 


Till,  at  ending,  all  the  judges 

Cry  with  one  assent 
"Take  the  prize  —  a  prize  who  grudges 

Such  a  voice  and  mstmment? 
Why,  we  took  your  lyre  for  harp. 
So  it  shrilled  us  forth  F  sharp  r' 

XL 

Did  the  conqueror  spurn  the  creature^ 

Once  its  service  done  ? 
That 's  no  such  uncommon  feature 

In  the  case  when  Music's  son 
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nncb  his  Lotto's  power  too  spent 
For  aiding  sonl-deTolopnient. 

xn. 
No !    This  other,  on  returning 

Homewardy  prize  in  hand. 
Satisfied  his  bosom's  yearning : 

^ir,  I  hope  yon  understand !) 
-»  Said  "  Some  record  there  most  be 
Of  this  cricket's  help  to  me! " 

TXXL 

So, he  made  himself  a  statue: 

Marble  stood,  life-size ; 
On  the  lyre,  he  pointed  at  yon, 

Perched  his  partner  in  the  prize ; 
Never  more  apart  you  f  oond 
Her,  he  throned,  from  him,  she  eiowned. 

ziv. 

That 's  the  tale:  its  application? 

Somebody  I  know 
Hopes  one  day  for  reputation 

Through  his  poetry  that 's  — Oh, 
An  so  learned  and  so  wise 
And  deserving  of  a  prize  I 

XV. 

If  he  gains  one,  will  some  ticket. 

When  his  statue 's  built, 
Tell  the  gazer  "  T  was  a  cricket 

Helped  my  cripjded  lyre,  whose  lilt 
Sweet  and  low,  when  strength  usurped 
Softness'  place  i'  the  scale,  she  chiiped  ? 

XVI- 

^  For  as  victory  was  nighest. 
While  I  sang  and  played,  — 
With  my  lyre  at  lowest,  highest. 

Bight  alike, — one  string  that  made 
'Love'  sound  soft  was  snapt  in  twain, 
Never  to  be  heard  again,  — 

XV  u* 
""Had  not  a  kind  cricket  fluttered, 
Perched  upon  the  place 
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Vaomt  lefty  and  duly  uttered 

'  Love,  Love,  Loye/  whene'er  the  baas 
Aflked  the  treble  to  atone 
For  its  somewhat  sombre  drone." 

AVlll* 

Bat  joa  don't  know  mnaie  I    Wherefore 

Keep  on  easting  pearls 
To  a— poet?    ^  I  care  for 

Is — to  ten  him  that  a  girl's 
Lore  "  oomes  aptly  in  nhen  gmS 
Grows  his  singing.    (Tlierey  enough  I) 

Jabuabt  16»  1818i 
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FIBST  SERIES 

[1879] 


UABTIN  BELPH. 


Jiy  grandfather  says  he  rem&mbers  he  sawy  when  a  younffste^ 

long  a^Oy 
On  a  bright  May  day,  a  strange  old  man^  with  a  beard  a» 

white  as  snow^ 
Stand  on  the  hiU  outside  our  town  like  a  monument  ofwoe^ 
Andy  striking  his  bare  bald  head  the  whilOj  sob  out  the  reason 

—  so! 

11 1  last  as  long  as  Methuselah  I  shall  never  forgiye  myself  : 
Bat  —  God  forgive  me,  that  I  pray,  unhappy  Martin  Relph, 
Afl  coward,  coward  I  call  him — him,  yes,  him !     Away  from 

me! 
Get  yon  behind  the  man  I  am  now,  you  man  that  I  nsed  to  be  I 

What  can  have  sewed  my  month  up,  set  me  a-stare,  all  eyes,  no 

tongne  ? 
People  have  urged, ''  You  visit  a  scare  too  hard  on  a  lad  so 

young  ! 
Ton  were  taken  aback,  poor  boy,"  they  urge,  "  no  time  to  regain 

your  wits  : 
Besides  it  had  maybe  cost  you  life."      Ay,  there  is  the  cap 

which  fits ! 

So,  cap  me,  the  coward,  —  thus!    No  fear!     A  cuff  on  the 

brow  does  good : 
Hie  feel  of  it  hinders  a  worm  inside  which  bores  at  the  brain 

for  food. 
See  now,  there  certainly  seems  excuse :  for  a  moment,  I  trust, 

dear  friends. 
The  fault  was  but  folly,  no  fault  of  mine,  or  if  mine,  I  have 

made  amends ! 
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For,  every  day  that  is  first  of  May,  on  the  hill-top,  here  stand  I, 
Mardn  Belph,  and  I  strike  my  brow,  and  publish  the  reason 

why, 
When  there  gathers  a  crowd  to  mock  the  f ooL    No  fool,  friends, 

since  the  bite 
Of  a  worm  inside  is  worse  to  bear :  pray  God  I  have  balked 

him  quite! 

1 11  tell  you.    Certainly  mueh^xeose!    It  came  of  the  way  they 

cooped 
Us  peasantry  up  in  a  ring  just  here,  close  huddling  becaose 

tight-hooped 
By  the  lid-coats  round  us  yillagers  all :  they  meant  we  should 

see  the  sight 
And  take  the  example, — see,  not  speak,  for  speech  was  the 

Captain's  right 

**  Tou  downs  on  the  slope,  beware !  *'  eried  he :  *^  This  woman 
about  to  die 

GiTBS  by  her  fate  &ir  warning  to  such  acquaintance  as  play  die 
spy. 

Henceforth  who  meddle  with  matters  of  state  above  them  per- 
haps willleam 

That  peasants  should  stick  to  their  ploug^htail,  leave  to  tfie  Eiag 
the  King's  concern. 

^  Here 's  a  quarrel  that  sets  the  land  on  fire,  between  Eong 

George  and  his  foes : 
What  call  has  a  man  of  your  kind  — -  much  less,  a  woman — to 

interpose  ? 
Tet  you  needs  must  be  meddling,  folk  like  you,  not  foes  —  so 

much  the  worse  I 
The  many  and  loyal  should  keep  themselves  unmixed  with  the 

few  perverse. 

^  Is  the  counsel  hard  to  f oDow  ?    I  gave  it  you  plainly  a  mosdh 

ago. 
And  where  was  the  good  ?    The  rebels  have  learned  just  all 

that  they  need  to  know. 
Not  a  month  since  in  we  quietly  marched :  a  week,  and  they 

had  the  news, 
From  a  list  complete  of  our  rank  and  file  to  a  note  of  our  cape 

and  shoes. 

<*  All  about  aU  we  did  and  all  we  were  doing  and  like  to  da  I 
Only,  I  catch  a  letter  by  luck,  and  capture  who  wrote  it,  too. 
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Boiiie  of  you  men  look  blaek  enoughy  but  the  milk-white  face 

demure 
Betokens  the  finger  fonl  with  ink:  'tis  a  woman  who  writes,  be 

sore! 

^Is  it  ^  Dearie,  how  mnch  I  miss  jonr  month ! '  —  good  natoral 

stuff,  she  pens? 
Some  sprinkle  of  that,  for  a  Uind,  of  eoorse :  with  talk  aboat 

cocks  and  hens. 
How  '  robin  has  bnilt  on  the  apple-tree,  and  onr  creeper  which 

came  to  grief 
Through  the  frost,  we  feared,  is  twining  afresh  round  casement 

in  famous  leaf.' 

*<But  an  for  a  Uind  /  She  soon  glides  frank  into  'Horrid  the 
place  is  grown 

With  Officers  here  and  Privates  there,  no  nook  we  maj  call  our 
own: 

And  Farmer  Giles  has  a  tribe  to  house,  and  lodging  will  be 
to  seek 

For  the  second  Company  sure  to  come  ('tis  whispered)  on  Mon- 
day week.' 

^  And  so  to  the  end  of  the  chapter !    There !    The  murder,  you 

see,  was  out : 
Easy  to  guess  how  the  change  of  mind  in  the  rebels  was  brought 

about! 
Safe  in  the  trap  would  diey  now  lie  snug,  had  treachery  made 

no  sign : 
But  treachezy  meets  a  just  reward,  no  matter  if  fools  malign ! 

^That  traitors  had  played  us  false,  was  proved  —  sent  news 

which  fell  so  pat : 
And  the  murder  was  out — this  letter  of  love,  the  sender  of  this 

sent  that ! 
T  is  an  ugly  job,  though,  all  the  same  —  a  hateful,  to  have 

to  deal 
With  a  case  of  the  kind,  when  a  woman 's  in  fault :  we  soldiers 

need  nerves  of  steel  I 

^So,  I  j^^e  her  a  chance,  dispatched  post-haste  a  message  to 

vincttit  Farkes 
Whom  she  wrote  to ;  easy  to  find  he  was,  since  one  of  the  King's 

own  dorks. 
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Ay 9  kept  by  the  dig's  own  gold  in  the  town  eloee  by  where  llie 

lebeb  camp: 
A  sort  of  %  lawyer,  just  the  man  to  betray  omr  sort  -—  the 

scamp! 

^  'If  her  writing  is  simple  and  honest  and  only  the  loyerJike 

stuff  it  looks, 
And  if  yon  yoorself  are  a  byalist,  nor  down  in  the  rebebT 

books, 
Come  qoick,'  said  I, '  and  in  person  prove  yon  are  each  of  yon 

dear  of  crime. 
Or  martial  law  most  take  its  course :  this  day  next  week 's  the 

time!' 

''  Next  week  is  now :  does  he  come  ?  Not  he  I  Clean  gone,  our 
derk,  in  a  trice ! 

He  has  left  his  sweetheart  here  in  the  larch :  no  need  of  a  warn- 
ing twice! 

His  own  neck  free,  but  his  partner's  fast  in  the  noose  still,  here 
she  stands 

To  pay  for  her  fault  'Tis  an  ngly  job :  but  soldiers  obey  com- 
mands. 

''  And  hearken  wherefore  I  make  a  speech  I  Shonld  any  ac- 
quaintance share 

The  folly  that  led  to  the  fault  that  is  now  to  be  punished,  let 
fools  beware  I 

Look  black,  if  you  please,  but  keep  hands  white :  and,  above  all 
else,  keep  wives  — 

Or  sweethearts  or  what  they  may  be  — from  ink !  Not  a  word 
now,  on  your  lives !  " 

Black  ?  but  the  Pit's  own  pitch  was  white  to  tiie  Captain's  &oe 

— the  brute 
With  the  bloated  cheeks  and  the  bulgy  nose  and  the  blood-shot 

eyes  to  suit  I 
He  was  muddled  with  wine,  they  say :  more  like,  he  was  out  of 

his  wits  with  fear ; 
He  had  but  a  handful  of  men,  that 's  true,  —  a  riot  might  cost 

him  dear. 

And  all  that  time  stood  Rosamund  Page,  with  pinioned  arms 
and  face 

Bandaged  about,  on  the  turf  marked  out  for  the  party's  firing- 
place. 
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I  bope  die  was  whoUy  with  God :  I  hope  't  was   His  angel 

stretched  a  hand 
To  steady  her  so,  like  the  shape  of  stone  joa  see  in  oar  chnreh- 

aule  stand* 

I  hope  there  was  no  Tain  fimcjr  pierced  the  bandage  to  yes  her 

eyes, 
No  face  within  which  she  missed  without,  no  questions  and  no 

replies  — 
*<Why  did  yon  leave  me  to  die ?"  —  << Because "  ...    Oh, 

fiends,  too  soon  yon  grin 
At  merely  a  moment  of  hell,  like  that  —  such  heaven  as  hell 

ended  in  I 

Let  mine  end  tool    He  gave  the  word,  np  went  the  gona  in  a 

line. 
Those  heaped  on  the  hill  were  blind  as  dumb,  —  for,  of  all 

eyes,  only  mine 
Looked  over  the  heads  of  the  foremost  rank.    Some  fell  on  their 

knees  in  prayer, 
Some  sank  to  the  earth,  but  all  shnt  eyes,  with  a  sole  exception 

there. 

That  was  myself  who  had  stolen  np  last,  had  sidled  behind  tiie 

group: 
I  am  highest  of  all  on  the  MU-top,  there  stand  fixed  while  the 

others  stoop  I 
From  head  to  foot  in  a  serpent's  twine  am  I  tightened :  I  toach 

gronnd? 
No  more  than  a  gibbet's  rigid  corpse  which  the  fetters  mst 

around! 

Cbn  I  speak,  can  I  breathe,  can  I  burst — aught  else  but  see, 

see,  only  see  ? 
And  see  I  do  —  for  there  comes  in  sight —  a  man,  it  sure  must 

be!  — 
Who  staggeringly,  stumblingly    rises,  &lls,  rises,  at   random 

flmgs  his  weight 
On  and  on,  anyhow  onward — a  man  that 's  mad  he  arrives  too 

late! 

Else  why  does  he  wave  a  something  white  high-flourished  above 

Ins  head? 
Why  does  not  he  call,  cry,  —  curse  the  fooll  —  why  throw  up 

his  arms  instead? 
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0  take  tUs  fist  in  jonr  own  fMe,  fool !    Why'dow  nol  yoondf 

shout  <'Sta7! 
Here 's  a  man  oomes  radmigy  migbfc  and  main,  with  something 

he's  mad  to  say"? 

And  a  minat^  only  a  moment,  to  have  hett-fiie  hoil  up  in  your 

brain, 
And  ere  yon  can  jodge  things  ri|^  diooee  heaven, ^-time  'a 

over,  repentance  yain ! 
They  lerel :  a  volley,  a  smoke  and  the  dealing  of  smoke :  I  see 

no  more 
Of  the  man  smoke  hid,  nor  his  finuntie  aims,  ner  the  sunething 

white  he  bore. 


Bat  streti^ed  on  tfie  fisU,  some  hali^nae  off,  is  an  objeet 

Sorely  dumb. 
Deaf,  bHnd  were  we  stmek,  that  nobody  ksaid,  not  one  of  as 

saw  him  come ! 
Has  he  fainted  through  frig^?    One  may  wdl  belbve  I    What 

is  it  he  holds  so  fast  ? 
Turn  him  over,  examine  the  faee  I    Heydayl    What,  Yineeid^ 

Parkesatlast? 

Dead !  dead  as  she,  by  the  selfsame  shot:  one  bnUet  has  ended 

both, 
Her  in  the  body  and  him  in  the  souL    They  laugh  at  our 

plighted  troth. 
^^T^dMthusdopart?"    TiU  death  us  do  join  past  partmg— 

^^^at  sounds  like 
Betrothal  indeed !    O  Vincent  Flakes,  what  need  has  my  fist  to 

strike  ? 

I  helped  you :  thus  were  you  dead  and  wed :  one  boand,  and 

your  soul  reached  hers ! 
There  is  clenched  in  vour  hand  the  thing,  signed,  sealed,  the 

paper  which  plam  avers 
She  is  innocent,  innocent,  pfadn  as  print,  with  the  King's  Anns 

broad  engraved : 
No  one  can  hear,  bat  if  anyone  high  on  the  hill  can  see,  she  'e 

saved! 

And  torn  his  garb  and  bloody  his  Iqw  with  heavtf-bteak — plain 

it  grew 
Bow  the  week's  delay  had  been  broug^  ahoat :  eadi  goese  at 

the  end  proved  true. 
[t  was  hard  to  get  at  the  folk  in  power:  such  waste  of  time! 

and  then 
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8adi  pleftdiBg  and  pmyiiiff ,  with,  aH  ike  while,  hie  hmb  in  the 
liODB  den ! 

And  at  length  when  he  wrong  theii*  pnixm.  out,  no  end  to  the 
fltapid  foniui— 

The  lieense  and  leave:  I  aake  ni>  doabt-— what  wonder  i£ 
passion  warms 

The  pulse  in  a  man  if  yon  play  with  his  heart  ?  -—  he  was  some- 
thing hasty  in  speeek; 

Anyhow,  none  wonld  quieken  the  work:  he  had  to  beseech, 
M 


And  the  tiling  onee  siffMd,  SMded,  sale  in  his  grasp,  —  what 

f ollowkl  bnt  freui  delays  ? 
For  the  floods  were  oat,  he  was  loreed  to  take  soeh  a  roond- 

aboot  of  ways ! 
And  't  was  '<  Halt  there !  "  at  every  torn  of  the  road,  since  he 

had  to  cross  Hie  thidt 
Of  the  red-coats :  what  did  they  care  for  him  and  his  "  Qoick, 

for  Qod's  sake,  qoick !  ** 

Hesee?  bat  he  had  one:  had  ithowkmg?  tlU  die  first  knave 

smirked  ^'  Too  brag 
Tomelf  a  friend  of  the  lSag^7  then  lend  to  a  King's  friend 

here  yoor  nag  I  " 
Honey  to  boy  another  ?    Why,  piece  by  piece  they  plondered 

liitn  Bull, 

With  their  '<  Wait  yoo  most,  —  no  hdp :  if  aoght  can  help  yoo, 
a  goinea  wiU  1 " 

And  a  boroogh  there  was  — - 1  forest  the  name —  whose  Mayor 

most  nave  the  bench 
Of  Joffticee  ranged  to  dear  a  doobt :  for  "Vincent,"  thinks  he, 

soonds  J^ench! 
It  wefl  may  have  driven  him  daft,  Ood  knows !  all  man  can 

certainly  know 
Is  — roshing  and  fftfling  and  riring,  at  last  he  arrived  in  a 

horror  ^so  I 

When  a  word,  czy,  gasp,  woold  have  rescoed  both  1    Ay,  bite 

me !    The  worm  Imins 
At  his  work  once  more.    Had  cowardice  proved  —  that  only — 

mv  sin  of  s&ns ! 
Frienda,  lo<^  yoo  here  I    Sappose  •  •  •  sappoae  •  •  .  Bat  mad 

I  am,  needs  most  bel 
Jodas  the  Damned  woold  never  have  dared  soch  »  sin  as  I 

dream !    For,  see  I 
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SappoM  I  had  sneakmglj  laved  her  myself ,  my  wretched  aelft 

and  dreamed 
In  the  heart  of  me  <<  She  were  better  dead  than  happy  and 

his!  "  —  while  gleamed 
A  light  from  hell  as  I  spied  the  pair  in  a  perf ectest  embrace. 
He  the  savior  and  she  the  sayed,  — bliss  bom  of  the  yery 

mnrder-place  I 

No  I    Say  I  was  scared^  friends  I    Gall  me  fool  and  coward^ 

but  nothing  worse  I 
Jeer  at  the  fool  and  gibe  at  the  coward  I     Twas  oyer  the 

coward's  corse 
That  fear  breeds  fimcies  in  soch:  sach  take  their  shadow  for 

sabstance  still, 
—  A  fiend  at  their  back.  I  liked  poor  Parkee,— loyed  Yincenti 

if  you  will! 

And  her  —  why,  I  said  **  Good  morrow  "  to  her,  ^<  Good  eyent' 

and  nothing  more : 
The  neighborly  way  I   She  was  just  to  me  as  fifty  had  bee« 

before. 
So,  coward  it  is  and  coward  shall  be!    There 's  a  frioid,  nowl 

Thanks !    A  drink 
Of  water  I  wanted :  and  now  I  can  walk,  get  home  by  myselL 

I  think. 


PHEIDDETIDES. 

Fisffr  I  salute  this  soil  of  the  blessed,  river  and  rock ! 
Gods  of  my  birthplace,  demons  and  heroes,  honor  to  all  1 
Then  I  name  thee,  claim  thee  for  our  patron,  co-equal  in  praise 
-*  Ay,  with  Zeus  the  Defender,  with  Her  of  the  SBgis  and  spear  I 
Also,  ye  of  the  bow  and  the  buskin,  praised  be  your  peer, 
Now,  henceforth  and  forever,  —  0  latest  to  whom  I  upraise 
Hand  and  heart  and  voice  I    For  Athens,  leave  pasture  and 

flock  I 
Present  to  help,  potent  to  save,  Pan — patron  I  call! 

Archons  of  Athens,  topped  by  the  tettix,  see,  I  return! 
See,  'tis  myself  here  standing  alive,  no  spectre  that  speaks! 
Crowned  with  the  myrtle,  did  you  command  me,  Athens  and 
you, 
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'^  Run,  PheidippideSy  nm  and  nuse,  reach  Sparta  for  aid  I 
Perna  has  come,  we  are  here,  where  u  She  ?  "    Year  command 

I  obeyed, 
Ban  and  raced:  like  stabble,  some  field  which  a  fire  mns 

through, 
Was  the  space  between  city  and  city :  two  days,  two  nights  did 

I  bum 
Over  the  hills,  under  the  dales,  down  pts  and  up  peaks. 

Into  their  midst  I  broke:  breath  served  but  for  '< Persia  has 

come! 
Persia  bids  Athens  proffer  daves'-tribute,  water  and  earth ; 
Bazed  to  the  ground  is  Eretria — but  Athens,  shall  Athens  sink, 
Drop  into  dust  and  die  —  the  flower  of  HeUas  utterly  die. 
Die,  with  the  wide  world  spitting  at  Sparta,  the  stupid,  the 

stander-by  ? 
Answer  me  quick,  what  help,  what  hand  do  you  stretch  o'er 

destruction's  brink  ? 
How, — when  ?    No  care  for  my  limbs  I  —  there 's  lightning  in 

all  and  some  — 
Fresh  and  fit  your  message  to  bear,  once  lips  give  it  birth  I " 

0  my  Athens  —  Sparta  love  thee  ?    Did  Sparta  respond  ? 
Every  face  of  her  leered  in  a  furrow  of  envy,  mistrust, 
Malice, — each  eye  of  her  gave  me  its  glitter  of  gratified  hate ! 
Grravely  they  turned  to  take  counsel,  to  cast  for  excuses.    I 

stood 
Qgivering,  — the  limbs  of  me  fretting  as  fire  frets,  an  inch  from 

dry  wood: 
'Persia  has  come,  Athens  asks  aid,  and  still  they  debate  ? 
Thunder,  thou  Zeus  I     Athene,  are  Spartans  a  quarry  beyond 
Swing  of  thy  spear  ?    Phoibos  and  Artemis,  clang  them  '  Ye 

must'!" 

No  boH  launched  from  Olumpos '     Lo,  their  answer  at  last  I 
**  Has  Persia  come,  —  does  Athens  bA.  aid,  —  may  Sparta  be- 
friend? 
Nowise  precipitate  judgment  —  too  weighty  the  issue  at  stake  I 
Count  we  no  time  lost  time  which  lags  through  respect  to  the 

gods! 
Ponder  that  precept  of  old, '  No  warbre,  whatever  the  odds 
In  your  &vor,  so  long  as  the  moon,  half-orbed,  u  unable  to 

take 
FaD^circle  her  state  in  the  sky!'    Already  she  rounds  to  it 

fast: 
Athens  must  wait,  patient  as  we— who  judgment  suspend." 
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Athens,—* «xeepi  for  thai  iparide^ «-*«tlqr  vmoob^  I  had  moul- 
dered to  ash  I 
That  sent  a  blaze  through  m j  blood ;  off,  off  and  away  was  I 

back, 
—Not  one  word  to  waste,  one  look  to  lose  on  the  false  and  the 

vile! 
Yet ''  O  gods  of  my  land !  "  I  cried,  as  each  hillock  and  plain, 
Wood  and  stream,  I  knew,  I  named,  rashing  past  them  again^ 
'^  Have  ye  kept  faith,  proved  mindfol  of  honors  we  paid  yon 

erewhile  ? 
Vain  was  the  filleted  victim,  the  fulsome  libation !     Too  rash 
Love  in  its  choice,  paid  yon  so  largely  service  so  slaek ! 

^'  Oak  and  olive  and  bay,  —  I  bid  yon  cease  to  enwreathe 
Brows  made  bold  by  your  leal !     Fade  at  the  Persian's  foot, 
Yon  that,  our  patrons  were  pledged,  should  never  adorn  a  slave  I 
Bather  I  hail  thee,  Fames,  —  trust  to  thy  wild  waste  tract ! 
Treeless,  herbless,  lifeless  mountain !     IHiait  matter  if  slacked 
My  speed  may  hardly  be,  for  homage  to  crag  and  to  cave 
No  deity  deigns  to  drape  with  verdure  ?   at  least  I  can  breathe^ 
Fear  in  thee  no  fraud  from  the  blind^  n»  lie  from  the  mate !  " 

Such  my  cry  as,  rapid,  I  ran  over  Fames'  ridge ; 
Oully  and  gap  I  clambered  and  cleared  till,  sudden,  a  bar 
Jutted,  a  stoppage  of  stone  against  me,  blocking  the  way« 
Right !  for  I  minded  the  hdlow  to  traverse,  the  fissure  acmes: 
<'  Where  I  could  enter,  there  I  depart  by !     Night  in  the  fosse  ? 
Athens  to  aid?    Though  the  dive  were  through  Erebos,  thus  I 

obey  — 
Out  of  the  day  dive,  into  the  day  as  bravely  arise !     No  kridga 
Better !  "  —  when  —  ha  I  what  was  ik  I  came  on,  of  wonders 

that  are? 

There,  in  the  cool  of  a  deft,  sat  he — majestical  Fan ! 

Ivy  drooped  wanton,  kissed  his  head,  moss  cushioned  his  hoof  t 

All  the  great  god  was  good  in  the  eyes  grave4dndly  —  the  earl 

Carved  on  the  bearded  cheek,  amused  at  a  mortal's  awe, 

As,  under  the  human  trunk,  the  goafe^thighs  grand  I  saw. 

<<Hah,  Pheidippides !  "  —  hah  I  did,  my  brain  of  a  whirl : 

^<  Hither  to  me !     Why  pale  in  my  presence  ? "  he  gracious 

began: 
**  How  is  it,  —  Athens,  only  in  HeHas^  holds  me  aloof  ? 

*'  Athens,  she  only,  reans  me  no  &ne,  makes  me  no  feast  1 
Wherefore  ?    Than  I  what  godship  to  Athens  more  helpful  of 

oki? 
Ay,  and  still,  and  forever  her  friend !    Test  Fan,  trust  me  I 
Go,  bid  Athens  take  heart,  laugh  Fersia  to  scom,  have  faith 
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In  the  temples  nd  tombs !    Go^  say  to  Athens,  <  The  G<MiM3od 

saith: 
When  Persia  —  so  mach  as  strews  not  the  soil  —  is  cast  in  the 


Then  praise  Pan  who  f onght  in  the  ranks  with  yonr  most  and 

least, 
Goai4high  to  greayed-tfaigh,  made  one  eaose  with  the  £ree  and 

the  bold!' 

^Say  Pan  saith:  'Let  this,  foreshowing  the  place,  be  the 


(Gay,  the  liberal  hand  held  oat  this  herbage  I  bear 

— Fennel  —  I  grasped  it  a-tremble  with  dew  —  whatever  it  bode) 

'^  While,  as  for  thee  "  •  •  •    Bat  enough !     He  was  gone.    If 

I  ran  hitherto  -— 
Be  sore  that,  the  rest  of  my  jonmey,  I  ran  no  longer,  but  flew. 
Ptaies  to  Athens  —  earth  no  more,  the  air  was  my  road : 
Here  am  I  back.    Praise  Pan,  we  stand  no  more  on  the  razor's 

edge! 
Pan  for  Athens,  Pan  for  me !    I  too  have  a  guerdon  rare ! 


Then  spoke  Miltiades.     ''  And  thee,  best  runner  of  Greece, 
Whose  limbs  did  duty  indeed,  —  what  gift  is  promised  thyself  ? 
Tell  it  us  straightway,  —  Athens  the  mother  demands  of  her 

son!" 
Bosily  bloshed  the  youth :  he  paused :  but,  lifting  at  length 
His  eyes  &om  the  ground,  it  seemed  as  he  gathered  the  rest  of 

his  strength 
Into  the  utterance  —  <*  Pan  spoke  thus :  '  For  what  thou  hast 

done 
Count  on  a  worthy  reward!      Henceforth  be   allowed  thee 

release 
From  the  racer's  tml,  no  vulgar  reward  in  praise  or  in  pelf ! ' 

'^  I  am  bold  to  believe,  Pan  means  reward  the  most  to  my 

mind! 
Fight  I  shall,  with  our  foremost,  wherever  this  fennel  may 

grow,— 
Pound  —  Pan  helping  us  -—  Persia  to  dust,  and,  under  the  deep^ 
Whelm  her  away  forever ;  and  then,  — no  Athens  to  save,  — 
Marry  a  certain  maid,  I  know  keeps  faith  to  the  brave,  — 
Hie  to  my  house  and  home :  and,  when  my  children  shall  crera 
Oam  to  my  knees,  *- recount  how  die  God  was  awful  yet  kind, 
Fh>mi8ed  &eir  sire  reward  to  the  full  —  rewarding  him  — *so I " 
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Unf oreseeiiig  one !    Yes,  he  fought  on  the  Maralhon  d*j : 

So,  when  Persia  was  dust,  all  cried  ''  To  Akropolis ! 

Ron,  Pheidippides,  one  race  more  !  the  meed  is  thy  dae  I 

'  Athens  is  saved,  thank  Pan/  go  shout !  "     He  flung  down  hia 

shield. 
Ran  like  fire  once  more :  and  the  space  'twixt  the  Fennel-field 
And  Athens  was  stnbhle  again,  a  ficdd  which  a  fire  runs  through. 
Till  in  he  broke :  '<  Rejoice,  we  conquer  I "    like  wine  through 

clay, 
Joy  in  his  blood  bursting  his  heart,  he  died  — the  bliss! 

So,  to  this  day,  when  friend  meets  friend,  the  word  of  salute 
Is  still  *'  Rejoice  I  "  —  his  word  which  brought  rejoicing  indeed. 
So  is  Pheidippidee  happy  forever,  —  the  noble  strong  man 
Who  could  race  like  a  god,  bear  the  face  of  a  god,  whom  a 

god  loved  so  well ; 
He  saw  the  land  saved  he  had  helped  to  save,  and  was  suffered 

to  tell 
Such  tidings,  yet  never  decline,  but,  gloriously  as  he  began, 
So  to  end  gloriously  —  once  to  shout,  thereafter  be  mute : 
^  Athens  is  saved !  " «- Pheidippides  dies  in  the  shout  for  his 

meed. 


HALBERT  AND  HOB. 

Hbbb  is  a  thing  that  happened.     Like  wild  beasts  whelped,  for 

den. 
In  a  wild  part  of  North  England,  there  lived  once  two  wild  men 
Inhabiting  one  homestead,  neither  a  hovel  nor  hut. 
Time  out  of  mind  their  birthright:   father  and  son,  these— 

but— 
Such  a  son,  such  a  father !     Most  wildness  by  degrees 
Softens  away  :  yet,  last  of  their  line,  the  wildest  and  worst  were 

these. 

Criminals,  then  ?    Why,  no :  they  did  not  murder  and  rob ; 
But,  give  them  a  word,  they  returned  a  blow  —  old  Halbert  aa 

young  Hob : 
Harsh  and  fierce  of  word,  rough  and  savage  of  deed. 
Hated  or  feared  the  more — who  knows  r  —  the  genuine  wild* 

beast  breed. 

Thus  were  they  found  by  the  few  sparse  fcdk  of  the  counliT* 

side; 
But  how  fared  each  with  other  ?    E'en  beasts  couch,  hide  by 

hide, 
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In  a  growling,  grudged  agreement :   bo,   father  and  son  aye 

curled 
The  doselier  up  in  their  den  because  the  last  of  their  kind  in 

the  world. 

Still,  beast  irks  beast  on  occasion.  One  Christmas  night  of 
snow, 

Came  father  and  son  to  words  —  such  words !  more  cruel  be- 
cause the  blow 

To  crown  each  word  was  wanting,  while  taunt  matched  gibe, 
and  curse 

Competed  with  oath  in  wager,  like  pastime  in  hell,  —  nay, 
worse: 

For  pastime  turned  to  earnest,  as  up  there  sprang  at  last 

The  son  at  the  throat  of  the  Either,  seized  him  and  held  him 
fast. 

'^  Out  of  this  house  you  go !  "  (there  followed  a  hideous  oath)  — 

**  This  oven  where  now  we  bake,  too  hot  to  hold  us  both ! 

If  tiiere  *8  snow  outside,  there  's  coolness :   out  with  you,  bide 

a  spell 
In  the  drift  and  save  the  sexton  the  charge  of  a  parish  shell ! " 

Now,  the  old  trunk  was  tough,  was  solid  as  stump  of  oak 
Untouched  at  the  core  by  a  thousand  years :  much  less  had  its 

seventy  broke 
One  whipcord  nerve  in  the  muscly  mass  from  neck  to  shoulder- 
blade 
Of  the  mountainous  man,  whereon  his  child's  rash  hand  like  a 

feather  weighed. 
Nevertheless  at  once  did  the  mammoth  shut  his  eyes, 
Drop  chin  to  breast,  drop  hands  to  sides,  stand  stiffened  —  arms 

and  thighs 
All  of  a  piece  —  struck  mute,  much  as  a  sentry  stands, 
Patient  to  take  the  enemy's  fire  :  his  captain  so  conmiands. 

Whereat  the  son's  wrath  flew  to  fury  at  such  sheer  scorn 

Of  his  puny  strength  by  the  giant  eld  thus  acting  the  babe  new- 
born: 

And  ''  Neither  will  this  turn  serve  I  "  yelled  he.  <<  Out  with 
you !     Trundle,  log ! 

If  you  cannot  tramp  and  trudge  like  a  man,  try  all-fours  like  a 
dog!" 

Still  the  old  man  stood  mute.     So,  logwise,  —  down  to  floor 
Palled   from   his  fireside   place,   dragged  on  from  hearth  to 
door, — 
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Was  he  poshed,  a  very  log,  staircase  along,  antil 
A  certain  turn  in  the  steps  was  reached,  a  yard  from  the  house* 
door-sill. 

Then  the  father  opened  eyes  —  each  spark  of  their  rage  ex- 
tinct, — 

Temples,  late  black,  dead-blanched,  —  right-hand  with  left-hand 
linked, — 

He  faced  his  son  submissive ;  when  slow  the  accents  came. 

They  were  strangely  mild  though  his  son's  rash  hand  on  his  neek 
lay  all  the  same. 

''  Hob,  on  just  such  a  night  of  a  Christmas  long  i^. 

For  such  a  cause,  with  such  a  gesture,  did  I  drag  —  so  — - 

My  father  down  thus  &r :  but,  softening  here,  I  heard 

A  voice  in  my  heart,  and  stopped :  you  wait  for  an  outer  word. 

''  For  your  own  sake,  not  mine,  soften  you  too  I     Untrod 
Leave  this  last  step  we  reach,  nor  brave  the  finger  of  God  I 
I  dared  not  pass  its  lifting :  I  did  well.     I  nor  blame 
Nor  praise  you.     I  stopped  here  :  and,  Hob,  do  you  the  same !  " 

Straightway  the  son  relaxed  his  hold  of  the  father's  throat. 
Thev  mounted,  side  by  side,  to  the  room  again  :  no  note 
Took  either  of  each,  no  sign  made  each  to  either :  last 
As  first,  in  absolute  silence,  their  Christmas-night  they  passed. 

At  dawn,  the  father  sate  on,  dead,  in  the  selfsame  place. 
With  an  outburst  blackening  still  the  old  bad  fighting-face  : 
But  the  son  crouched  all  a-tremble  like  any  lamb  new-yeaned. 

When  he  went  to  the  burial,  someone's  staff  he  borrowed,  —  tot- 
tered and  leaned. 

But  his  lips  were  loose,  not  locked,  —  kept  muttering,  mumbling. 
"  There ! 

At  his  cursing  and  swearing ! "  the  youngsters  cried :  but  the 
elders  thought  **  In  prayer." 

A  boy  threw  stones  :  he  picked  them  up  and  stored  them  in  his 
vest 

So  tottered,  muttered,  mumbled  he,  till  he  died,  perhaps  found 

rest. 
''  Is  there  a  reason  in  nature  for  these  hard  hearts  ?  "     O  Lear, 
That  a  reason  out  of  nature  must  turn  them  soft,  seems  clear ! 
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^  Thbt  tell  me,  yoar  carpenten,"  qaoth  I  to  my  friend  the  Bom, 
^  Make  a  simple  hatchet  serve  as  a  tool-box  serves  with  us. 
Arm  bat  each  man  with  his  axe,  't  u  a  hammer  and  saw  and 

plane 
And  chisel,  and — what  know  I  else  ?    We  should  imitate  in  vain 
The  mastery  wherewithal,  by  a  flourish  of  just  the  adze, 
He  cleaves,  damps,  dovetails  in,  —  no  need  of  our  nails  and 

brads, — 
The  manageable  pine :  't  u  said  he  could  shave  himself 
With  the  axe,  —  so  all  adroit,  now  a  giant  and  now  an  elf, 
Does  he  work  and  play  at  once !  " 

Quoth  my  friend  the  Russ  to  me, 
*^  Ay,  that  and  more  beside  on  occasion  I     It  scarce  may  be 
You  never  heard  tell  a  tale  told  children,  time  out  of  mind. 
By  father  and  mother  and  nurse,  for  a  moral  that 's  behind. 
Which  children  quickly  seice.     If  the  incident  happened  at  all. 
We  place  it  in  Peter's  time  when  hearts  were  great  not  small, 
Germanized,  Frenchified.     I  wager  't  is  old  to  yon 
As  the  story  of  Adam  and  Eve,  and  possibly  quite  as  true." 


In  the  deep  of  our  land,  't  is  said,  a  village  from  out  the  woods 
Emerged  on  the  great  main-road  'twixt  two  great  solitudes. 
Through  forestry  right  and  left,  black  verst  and  verst  of  pine. 
From  village  to  village  runs  the  road's  long  wide  bare  line. 
Clearance  and  clearance  break  the  else-unconquered  growth 
Of  pine  and  all  that  breeds  and  broods  there,  leaving  loth 
Man's  inch  of  masterdom,  —  spot  of  life,  spirt  of  fire,  — 
To  star  the  dark  and  dread,  lest  right  and  rule  expire 
Throughout  the  monstrous  wild  a-hungered  to  resume 
Its  ancient  sway,  suck  back  the  world  into  its  womb : 
Defrauded  by  man's  craft  which  dove  from  North  to  South 
This  highway  broad  and  strai^t  e'en  from  the  Neva's  mouth 
To  Moscow's  gates  of  gold.     So,  spot  of  life  and  spirt 
Of  fire  aforesaid,  bum,  each  village  death-begirt 
By  wall  and  wall  of  pine  —  unprobed  undreamed  abyss. 

Early  one  winter  mom,  in  such  a  village  as  this, 
Snow-whitened  everywhere  except  the  middle  road 
lee-roughed  by  track  of  sledge,  there  worked  by  his  abode 
Ivkn  Iv^ovitch,  the  carpenter,  employed 
On  a  huge  shipmast  trunk ;  his  axe  now  trimmed  and  toyed 
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With  branch  and  twig,  and  now  some  chop  adiwait  the  bole 
Changed  bole  to  billets,  bared  at  once  the  sap  and  souL 
About  him,  watched  the  work  his  neighbors  sheepskin-clad ; 
Each  bearded  month  paffed  steam,  each  ^y  eye  twinkled  g^ad 
To  see  the  sturdy  arm  which,  never  stopping  play, 
Ph>Yed  strong  man's  blood  still  boils,  freeze  winter  as  he  may. 

Sudden,  a  burst  of  bells.     Out  of  the  road,  on  edge 

Of  the  hamlet  —  horse's  hoo&  galloping.     '^  How,  a  sledge  ? 

What 's  here  ?  "  cried  all  as  —  in,  up  to  the  open  space, 

Workyard  and  market-ground,  folk's  oommon  meeting-pbce,  «- 

Stumbled  on,  till  he  fell,  in  one  last  bound  for  life, 

A  horse :  and,  at  his  heels,  a  sledge  held  —  *^  Dmitri's  wife ! 

Back  without  Dmitri  too !  and  chUdren  —  where  are  they  ? 

Only  a  frozen  corpse !  " 

They  drew  it  forth :  then—  <'  Nay, 
Not  dead,  though  like  to  die  I     Gone  hence  a  month  ago : 
Home  again,  tins  rough  jaunt  —  alone  through  night  and  snow  — 
What  can  the  cause  be  ?    Hark  —  Droug,  old  horse,  how  ha 

groans: 
EBs  day 's  done !     Chafe  away,  keep  chafing,  for  she  moans : 
She 's  coming  to  I     Give  here  :  see,  motherkin,  your  friends  I 
Cheer  up,  all  safe  at  home !     Warm  inside  makes  amends 
For  outside  cold,  —  sup  quick  I     Don't  look  as  we  were  bean ! 
What  is  it  stardes  you  ?    What  stranse  adventure  stares 
Up  at  us  in  your  face  ?    You  know  fnends  —  which  is  which? 
I  'm  Yiusili,  he 's  Sergei,  Ivim  Ivimovitch  "... 

At  the  word,  the  woman's  eyes,  slow-wandering  till  they  neared 

The  blae  eyes  o'er  the  bush  of  honey-colored  beard. 

Took  in  f  uU  light  and  sense  and  —  torn  to  rags,  some  dream 

Which  hid  the  naked  truth  —  O  loud  and  long  the  scream 

She  gave,  as  if  all  power  of  voice  within  her  throat 

Poured  itself  wild  away  to  waste  in  one  dread  note ! 

Then  followed  gasps  and  sobs,  and  then  the  steady  flow 

Of  kindly  tears  :  the  brain  was  saved,  a  man  mignt  know. 

Down  fell  her  face  upon  the  good  friend's  propping  knee ; 

His  broad  hands  smoothed  her  head,  as  fain  to  brush  it  free 

From    fancies,   swarms    that  stung  like  bees    unhived.     He 

soothed  — 
^  Louk^ria,   Loiischa  I  "  —  still   he,   fondling,  smoothed    and 

smoothed. 
At  last  her  lips  formed  speech. 

'^  Ivkn,  dear  —  you  indeed  I 
You,  just  the  same  dear  you !    While  I  .  .  •  O  intercede, 
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Sweet  Mother,  wiih  thy  Son  Almighty  —  let  hiB  might 

Bring  yesterday  once  more,  undo  all  done  last  night ! 

But  tins  time  yesterday,  Ivim,  I  sat  like  you, 

A  child  on  either  knee,  and,  dearer  than  the  two, 

A  bahe  inside  my  arms,  close  to  my  heart  —  that 's  lost 

In  morseb  o'er  the  snow !     Father,  Son^  Holy  Ghost, 

Cannot  yon  bring  again  my  blessed  yesterday  ?  " 

"When  no  more  tears  would  flow,  she  told  her  tale :  this  way. 
*'  Maybe,  a  month  ago,  —  was  it  not  ? — news  came  here, 
They  wanted,  deeper  down,  good  workmen  fit  to  rear 
A  church  and  roof  it  in.   '  We  '11  go,'  my  husband  said : 
'  None  understands  like  me  to  melt  and  mould  their  lead*' 
So,  friends  here  helped  us  off  —  Ivkn,  dear,  you  the  first  I 
flow  gay  we  jingled  forth,  all  five  —  (my  heart  will  burst)  — » 
While  Dmhri  shook  the  reins,  urged  Droug  upon  his  track  I 

'^  Well,  soon  the  month  ran  out,  we  just  were  coming  back, 

When  yesterday  —  behold;  the  village  was  on  fire ! 

Pire  ran  from  house  to  house.    What  help,  as,  nigh  and  nigher, 

The  flames  came  furious  ?    '  Haste,'  cried  Dmitri,  '  men  must  do 

The  little  good  man  may  :  to  sledge  and  in  with  you. 

Ton  and  our  three !     We  check  the  fire  by  laying  flat 

Each  building  in  its  path,  —  I  needs  must  stay  for  that,  — 

But  you  ...  no  time  for  talk !     Wrap  round  you  eveiy  rug, 

Cover  the  couple  dose,  —  you  11  have  die  babe  to  hug. 

No  care  to  guide  old  Droug,  he  knows  his  way,  by  guess, 

Once  start  him  on  the  road :  but  chirrup,  none  the  less  I 

The  snow  lies  glib  as  glass  and  hard  as  steel,  and  soon 

Tou  'U  have  rise,  fine  and  full,  a  marvel  of  a  moon. 

Hold  straight  up,  all  the  same,  this  lighted  twist  of  pitch ! 

Once  home  and  with  our  friend  Ivki  Ivknovitch, 

AU  's  safe :  I  have  my  pay  in  pouch,  all 's  right  with  me. 

So  I  but  find  as  safe  you  and  our  precious  three  ! 

Off,  Droug  I '  —  because  the  flames  had  reached  us,  and  the  men 

Shouted  'Butlend  ahand,  Dmitri — as  good  as  ten ! ' 

^  So,  in  we  bundled  —  I,  and  those  God  gave  me  once ; 

Old  Droug,  that 's  stiff  at  first,  seemed  youthful  for  the  nonce : 

He  understood  the  case,  galloping  straight  ahead. 

Out  came  the  moon :  my  twist  soon  dwindled,  feebly  red 

In  that  unnatural  day  -—  yes,  daylight,  bred  between 

Moonlight  and   snow-light,  lamped  those  grotto-depths  which 

screen 
Such  devils  from  Grod's  eye.    Ah,  pines,  how  straight  you  grow, 
Nor  bend  one  pitying  branch,  true  breed  of  brutal  snow ! 
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Bome  undergrowth  had  served  to  keep  the  devils  Uind 
While  we  escaped  outside  their  border ! 

"Was  that— wind? 
Anjhow,  Drong  starts,  stops,  back  go  his  ears,  he  snuffii, 
Snorts,  —  never  such  a  snort  I  then  plunges,  knows  the  8ou|^  'a 
Only  the  vrind :  yet,  no  —  our  breath  goes  up  too  straight ! 
Still  the  low  sound, — less  low,  loud,  louder,  at  a  rate 
There 's  no  mistaking  more  1     Shall  I  lean  out —  look  -—learn 
The  truth  whatever  it  be?    Fad,  pad!     Atkst,  Itnm  — 
"  'T  is  the  regular  pad  of  the  wolves  in  pursuit  of  the  life  in  the 

sledge! 
An  army  they  are :  dose-packed  they  press  like  the  thrust  of  a 

wedge: 
They  increase  as  they  hunt :  for  I  see,  through  the  pine^trunks 

ranged  each  side. 
Slip  forth  new  fiend  and  fiend,  make  wider  and  still  more  wide 
The  four-footed  steady  advance.     The  foremost  —  none   may 

pass: 
Tliey  are  elders  and  lead  the  line,  eye  and  eye  — green-glowing 

brass! 
But  a  long  way  distant  stilL    Droug,  save  us !    He  does  his  best : 
Tet  thev  gain  on  us,  gain,  till  they  reach,  —  one  reaches  •  •  • 

How  utter  the  rest  ? 

0  that  Satan-faced  first  of  the  band !     How  he  lolls  out  the 

length  of  his  tongue, 
How  he  laughs  and  lets  gleam  his  white  teeth !     He  is  on  me, 

his  paws  pry  among 
The  wraps  and  the  rugs !     O  my  pair,  my  twin-pigeons,  lie  stiH 

and  seem  dead ! 
Stepkn,  he  shall  never  have  you  for  a  meal,  —  here's  your 

mother  instead ! 
No,  he  will  not  be  counselled  —  must  cry,  poor  Stibpkay  so 

foolish !  though  first 
Of  my  boy-brood,  he  was  not  the  best:  nay,  neighbors  have 

called  him  the  worst : 
He  was  puny,  an  undersized  slip,— a  darling  to  me,  all  the 

same! 
But  little  there  was  to  be  praised  in  the  boy,  and  a  plenty  to 

blame. 

1  loved  him  with  heart  and  soul,  yes*- but,  deal  him  a  blow  for 

a  fault, 
He  would  sulk  for  whole  days.     '  Foolish  boy  !  lie  stUl  or  the 

villain  will  vault, 
Will  snatch  you  from  over  my  head!'    No  use!  he  crie^ 

screams,— who  can  hold 
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Fast  a  boy  in  a  frenzy  of  fear !    It  follows  —  as  I  foretold  I 
The  Satan-face  snatched  and  snapped  :   I  tagged,  I  tore — and 

then 
His  brother  too  needs  must  shriek !    If  one  most  go,  't  is  men 
The  Tsar  needs,  so  we  hear,  not  ailing  boys !    Perhaps 
My  hands  relaxed  their  grasp,  got  tangled  in  the  wraps : 
God,  he  was  gone !     I  looked :  there  tumbled  the  cursed  crew, 
Each  fighting  for  a  share :  too  busy  to  pursue ! 
That 's  so  ftkr  gain  at  least :    Drong,  gallop  another  verst 
Or  two,  or  three  —  Grod  sends  we  beat  them,  arrive  the  first  1 
A  mother  who  boasts  two  boys  was  ever  accounted  rich : 
Some  have  not  a  boy :  some  have,  but  lose  him,  —  God  knows 

which 
Is  worse  :  how  pitiful  to  see  your  weakling  pine 
And  pale  and  pass  away  I     Strong  brats,  this  pair  of  mine  I 

«  O  misery !  for  while  I  settle  to  what  near  seems 

Content,   I  am  'ware  again  of  the  tramp,  and  again  tiiere 

gleams  — 
Point  and  point  —  the  line,  eyes,  levelled  green  brassy  fire  I 
So  soon  is  resumed  your  chase  ?     Will  nothing  appease,  naught 

tire 
The  furies  ?    And  yet  I  think —  I  am  certain  the  race  is  slack. 
And  the  numbers  are  nothiug  like.     Not  a  quarter  of  the  pack  I 
Feasters  and  those  full-fed  are  staying  behind  .  .  .  Ah  why  ? 
We  11  sorrow  for  that  too  soon  I    Now,  —  gallop,  reach  home, 

and  die, 
Nor  ever  again  leave  house,  to  trust  our  life  in  the  trap 
For  life  — we  call  a  sledge !     Teri6scha,  in  my  lap ! 
Yes,  1 11  lie  down  upon  you,  tight^e  you  with  the  strings 
Here  —  of  my  heart !   No  fear,  this  time,  your  mother  flings  . . . 
Flings  ?     I  flung  ?    Never !     But  think !  —  a  woman,  after  all, 
Contending  with  a  wolf !     Save  you  I  must  and  shall, 
Terentil ! 

''  How  now  ?    What,  you  still  head  the  race. 
Your  eyes  and  tongue  and  teeth  crave  fresh  food,  Satan-&ce  ? 
There  and  there !     Plain  I  struck  green  fire  out !     Flash  again  ? 
All  a  poor  fist  can  do  to  damage  eyes  proves  vain ! 
My  fist  —  why  not  crunch  that  ?    He  is  wanton  f  or  .  .  .  O  God, 
Wliy  give  this  wolf  his  taste  ?    Common  wolves  scrape  and  prod 
Hie  earth  till  out  they  scratch  some  corpse  —  mere  putrid  flesh  I 
Why  must  this  glutton  leave  tne  faded,  choose  the  fresh  ? 
Terentii  —  God,  feel ! — his  neck  keeps  fast  thy  bag 
Of  holy  things,  saints'  bones,  this  Satan-face  will  drag 
Forth,  and  devour  along  with  him,  our  Pope  declared 
The  relics  were  to  save  from  danger  1 
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<< Spamed,  not  spaiedt 
'T  was  through  my  anns,  crossed  armB,  he  —  nazzUiig  now  with 

anoat, 
Now  ripping,  tooth  and  claw  —  plucked,  polled  Terentil  ont^ 
A  prize  indeed !     I  saw — how  could  I  else  but  see  ?  — 
My  precious  one  —  I  bit  to  hold  back  —  pulled  from  me  I 
Up  came  the  others,  fell  to  dancing  —  did  the  imps  1  — 
Skipped  as  they  scampered  round.     There 's  one  is  gray,  and 

limps: 
Who  knows  but  old  bad  MItrpha  —  she  always  owed  me  s^nte 
And  envied  me  my  births  —  skulks  out  of  doors  at  night 
And  turns  into  a  wolf,  and  joins  the  sisterhood, 
And  laps  the  youthful  life,  then  slinks  from  out  the  wood, 
Squats  down  at  door  by  dawn,  spins  there  demure  as  erst 
—  No  strength,  old  crone,  —  not  she !  — to  crawl  forth  half  a 

▼erst! 

*<  WeU,  I  escaped  with  one  :  'twizt  one  and  none  there  lies 

The  space  'twizt  heaven  and  helL    And  see,  a  rose-light  dyes 

The  endmost  snow :  'tis  dawn,  't  u  day,  't  is  safe  at  home 2 

We  have  outwitted  you  I     Ay,  monsters,  snarl  and  foam, 

Fight  each  the  other  fiend,  disputing  for  a  share,  — 

Forgetful,  in  your  greed,  our  finest  off  we  bear, 

Tough  Droug  and  I,  —  my  babe,  my  boy  that  shall  be  man, 

My  man  that  shall  be  more,  do  all  a  hunter  can 

To  trace  and  follow  and  find  and  catch  and  crucify 

Wolves,  wolfkins,  all  your  crew !     A  thousand  deaths  shall  die 

The  whimperingest  cub  that  ever  squeezed  the  teat ! 

*  Take  that !  '  we  *11  stab  you  with,  — '  the  tenderness  we  met 

When,  wretches,  you  danced  round,*- not  this,  thank  God" 

not  this! 
Hellhounds,  we  balk  you ! ' 

«But—  Ah,  God  above !  — Bliss,  bliss  — 
Not  the  band,  no!    And  yet  —  yes,  for  Droug  knows  him  I 

One  — 
This  only  of  them  all  has  said  '  She  saves  a  son  I ' 
His  fellows  disbelieve  such  luck :  but  he  believes, 
He  lets  them  pick  the  bones,  laugh  at  him  in  their  sleeves : 
He 's  off  and  after  us,  —  one  speck,  one  spot,  one  ball 
Grows  bigger,  bound  on  bound,  —  one  wolf  as  good  as  all ! 
0  but  I  Imow  the  trick  I     Have  at  the  snakv  tongue ! 
That's  the  right  way  with  woivesi     Go,  tell  yourmatesi  wrung 
The  panting  morsel  out,  left  you  to  howl  voor  worst ! 
Now  for  it  —  now !     Ah  me !     I  know  him  —  thrice-aocurst 
Balan-facOi  — him  to  the  end  my  foe  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ivAn  ivXnovitch  187 

'<AU  fight 'Bin  vain: 
TluB  time  the  green  brass  points  pierce  to  my  very  brain. 
I  £a]l  —  &U  as  I  onght  —  quite  on  the  babe  I  guard : 
I  oyerspread  with  flesh  the  whole  of  hiuL    Too  hard 
To  die  this  way,  torn  piecemeal  ?    Move  hence  ?    Not  I —one 

inch! 
Gnaw  throng  me,  through  and  thxongh :  flat  thns  I  He  nor 

flinch! 

0  God,  the  feel  of  the  fang  farrowing  my  shoulder ! — see ! 
It  grinds — it  grates  the  bone.     0  ^rill  under  me, 
Could  I  do  more  ?    Besides  he  knew  wolfs  way  to  win : 

1  dung,  closed  round  like  wax :  yet  in  he  wedged  and  in, 
Past  my  neck,  past  my  breasts,  my  heart,  until  .  .  .  how  feeb 
The  onion-bulb  your  knife  parts,  pushing  through  its  peels, 
TQl  out  you  scoop  its  clove  wheran  lie  stalk  and  leaf 

And  bloom  and  seed  unborn  ? 

'^  That  slew  me :  yes,  in  brief, 
I  died  then,  dead  I  lay  doubtlessly  till  Droug  stopped 
Here,  I  suppose.    I  come  to  life,  I  find  me  propped 
Thus, — how  or  when  or  why  —  I  know  not    Tell  me,  friends, 
All  was  a  dream :  laugh  quick  and  say  the  nightmare  ends  I 
Soon  I  shall  find  my  house :  't  is  over  there :  in  proof. 
Save  for  that  chimney  heaped  with  snow,  you  'd  see  the  roof 
Which  holds  my  three  —  my  two  —  my  one*- not  one  ? 

«  Life 's  mixed 
With  misery,  vet  we  live  — -  must  live.    The  Satan  fixed 
His  face  on  mme  so  fast,  I  took  its  print  as  pitch 
Takes  what  it  cools  beneath.     Ivkn  Ivknovitch, 
T  is  you  unharden  me,  you  thaw,  disperse  the  thing  I 
Only  keep  looking  kind,  the  horror  will  not  ding. 
Tour  face  smootlu  fast  away  each  print  of  Satan.    Tears 
—  What  good  th^  do  I     life's  sweet,  and  all  its  after-years, 
Ivki  Ivkiovitch,  I  owe  vou !     Yours  am  I ! 
May  God  reward  you,  dear ! " 

Down  she  sank.     Solemnly 
Ivkn  rose,  raised  his  axe,  —  for  fitly,  as  she  kndt, 
Her  head  lay :  well-apart,  each  side,  her  arms  hung,  -*  dealt 
Iigfatning«wift  thunder^trong  one  blow  —  no  need  of  more  I 
Headless  she  kndt  on  still :  uat  pine  was  sound  at  core 
(Ndghbors  were  used  to  say)  —  cast^ron-kemelled —which 
Taxi^  for  a  second  stroke  Ivlm  Ivknovitch. 

The  man  was  scant  of  words  as  strokes.     ''  It  had  to  be : 
I  could  no  other :  God  it  was,  bade  <  Act  for  me ! ' '' 
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Then  stooping,  peering  round  —  what  is  it  now  he  lacks? 
A  proper  strip  ci  bark  wherewith  to  wipe  his  axe. 
Which  done»  ne  tarns,  goes  in,  closes  the  door  behind. 
The  others  mute  remain,  watching  the  blood-snake  wind 
Into  a  hiding-place  among  the  splinter^ieaps. 

At  length,  still  mute,  all  move :  one  lifts  —  from  where  it 

Redder  each  ruddy  rag  of  pine  —  the  head  :  two  more 

Take  up  the  dripping  body  :  then,  mote  still  as  before, 

Move  in  a  sort  of  march,  march  on  till  marching  ends 

Opposite  to  the  church ;  where  halting,  —  who  suspends, 

By  its  long  hair,  the  thing,  deposits  in  its  place 

lie  piteous  head :  once  more  the  body  shows  no  trace 

Of  Iwm  done :  there  lies  whole  the  Louscha,  maid  and  wi£e 

And  mother,  loved  until  this  latest  of  her  life. 

Then  all  sit  on  the  bank  of  snow  which  bounds  a  space 

Kept  free  before  the  porch  for  judgment :  just  the  place  I 

Presently  all  the  souls,  man,  woman,  child,  which  make 
The  village  up,  are  found  assembling  for  the  sake 
Of  what  is  to  be  done.    The  veiy  Jews  are  there : 
A  Gypsy-troop,  though  bound  with  horses  for  the  Fair, 
Squats  with  the  rest     Each  heart  with  its  conception  seettes 
And  simmers,  but  no  tongue  speaks:    one  may  say, — 
breathes. 

Anon  from  out  the  church  totters  the  Pope  —  the  priest  — 
Hardly  alive,  so  old,  a  hundred  years  at  least. 
With  him,  the  Commune's  head,  a  hoary  senior  too, 
Stkrosta,  that 's  his  style,  —  like  Equity  Judge  with  you,  — 
Natural  Jurisconsult :  then,  fenced  about  wiSi  furs, 
Pomeschlk,  —  Lord  of    the  Land,  who  wields  —  and  none 

demurs  — 
A  power  of  life  and  death.    They  stoop,  survey  the  corpse. 

Then,  straightened  on  his  staff,  the  Stkrosta  —  the  thorpe's 
Sagaciousest  old  man  —  hears  what  you  just  have  heard, 
From  Droug*s  first  inrush,  all,  up  to  Ivkn*s  last  word  — * 
'^  God  bade  me  act  for  him :  I  dared  not  disobey !  " 

Silence  —  the  Pomeschyc  broke  with  '^  A  wHd  wrong  way 

Of  righting  wrong  —  if  wrong  there  were,  such  wrath  to  roused 

Why  was  not.law  observed  ?    What  article  allows 

Whoso  may  please  to  play  the  judge,  and,  judgment  dealt* 

Play  executioner,  as  promptly  as  we  pelt 

To  death,  without  appeal,  the  vermin  whose  sole  &nlt 
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Has  been — it  dared  to  leave  the  darkneM  of  its  Tault, 

Intnide  upon  our  daj  I    Too  sodden  and  too  rash ! 

What  was  this  woman's  crime?     Sappose  the  church  should 

crash 
Down  where  I  stand,  your  lord:  boond  are  mj  serfs  to  <lftre 
Their  utmost  that  I  'scape :  yet,  if  the  crashing  scare 
My  children  —  as  you  are,  —  if  sons  fly,  one  and  all, 
Leave  &ther  to  his  fate,  —  poor  cowaids  though  I  call 
The  runaways,  I  pause  before  I  claim  theur  life 
Because  they  prized  it  more  than  mme.     I  would  each  wife 
Died  for  her  husband's  sake,  each  son  to  save  his  sire : 
T  ia  glory,  I  applaud  — scarce  duty,  I  require. 
Ivki  Iviknovitch  has  done  a  deed  that 's  named 
Murder  by  law  and  me :  who  doubts,  may  speak  unblamed  1  ** 

All  turned  to  the  old  Pope.     ''  Ay,  children,  I  am  old  — - 
How  old,  myself  have  got  to  know  no  longer.     BoUed 
Quite  round,  my  orb  of  life,  from  infancy  to  age. 
Seems  passing  back  again  to  youth.    A  certain  stage 
At  least  I  reach,  or  dream  I  reach,  where  I  discern 
Truer  truths,  laws  behold  more  lawlike  than  we  leam 
When  first  we  set  our  foot  to  tread  the  course  I  trod 
With  man  to  guide  my  steps :  who  leads  me  now  is  Grod. 

<  Your  young  men  shall  see  visions : '  and  in  my  youth  I  saw 
And  paid  o^dience  to  man's  visionary  law : 

'  Your  old  men  shall  dream  dreams : '  and,  in  my  age,  a  hand 
Conducts  me  through  the  cloud  round  law  to  where  I  stand 
Firm  on  its  base,  —  know  cause,  who,  before,  knew  effect 

^  The  world  lies  under  me :  and  nowhere  I  detect 
So  great  a  gift  as  this  —  God's  own  —  of  human  life. 

<  Shall  the  dead  praise  thee?'   Nol   '  The  whole  live  world  is  rife, 
God,  with  thy  glory,'  rather !     Life  then,  Grod's  best  of  gifts, 
For  what  shall  man  exchange  ?    For  life  —  when  so  he  shifts 
The  weight  and  turns  the  soJe,  lets  life  for  life  restore 

God's  balance,  sacrifice  the  less  to  gain  the  more. 

Substitute  —  for  low  life,  another's  or  his  own  — 

Life  large  and  liker  God's  who  gave  it :  thus  alone 

May  life  extinguish  life  that  life  may  trulier  be ! 

How  low  this  law  descends  on  earth,  is  not  for  me 

To  trace  :  complexed  becomes  the  simple,  intricate 

The  plain,  when  I  pursue  law's  windu^.     "T  is  the  straight 

Outflow  of  law  I  know  and  name  :  to  law,  the  fount 

Fresh  from  God's  footstool,  friends,  follow  while  I  remount. 

*'  A  mother  bears  a  child :  perfection  is  complete 
So  far  in  such  a  birth.    Enabled  to  reoeat 
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The  miraele  of  life,  —  herself  was  born  so  jnst 

A  type  of  womankind,  that  God  sees  fit  to  trust 

Her  with  the  holy  task  of  giving  life  in  tarn. 

Crowned  by  this  crowning  pride,  how  say  yon,  should  she  spurn 

Begality  —  discrowned,  onchilded,  by  her  choice 

Of  barrenness  exchanged  for  fruit  which  made  rejoice 

Creation,  though  life's  self  were  lost  in  giving  birth 

To  life  more  frosh  and  fit  to  glorify  God's  earth  ? 

How  say  you,  should  the  hand  God  trusted  with  life's  torch 

Kindled  to  light  the  world  —  aware  of  sparks  that  scorch, 

Let  fall  the  same  ?     Forsooth,  her  flesh  a  fire-flake  stings : 

The  mother  drops  the  child  !     Among  what  monstrous  things 

Shall  she  be  classed  ?     Because  of  motherhood,  each  male 

Yields  to  his  partner  place,  sinks  proudly  in  the  scale : 

His  strength  owned  weakness,  wit  —  foUy,  and  courage  — fear, 

Beside  the  female  proved  male's  mistress  —  only  here*  - 

The  fox-dam,  hunger-pined,  vnll  slay  the  felon  sire 

Who  dares  assault  her  whelp :  the  beaver,  stretched  on  fire, 

Will  die  without  a  groan :  no  pang  avails  to  wrest 

Her  young  from  where  they  hide  —  her  sanctuary  breast. 

What 's  here  then  ?    Answer  me,  thou  dead  one,  as,  I  trow. 

Standing  at  God's  own  bar,  he  bids  thee  answer  now ! 

Thrice  crowned  wast  thou  —  each  crown  of  pride,  a  child — thy 

charge! 
Where  are  tiiey  ?    Lost  ?    Enough :  no  need  that  thou  enlarge 
On  how  or  why  the  loss :  life  left  to  utter  ^  lost ' 
Condemns  itself  beyond  appeal.     The  soldier's  post 
Gruards  from  the  foe's  attack  the  camp  he  sentinels  : 
That  he  no  traitor  proved,  this  and  this  only  tells  — 
Over  the  corpse  of  him  trod  foe  to  foe's  success. 
Tet  —  one  by  one  thy  crowns  torn  from  thee  —  thou  no  less 
To  scare  the  world,  shame  God, — livedst !     I  hold  He  saw 
The  unexampled  sin,  ordained  the  novel  law. 
Whereof  first  instrument  was  first  intelligence 
Found  loyal  here.     I  hold  that,  failing  human  sense. 
The  very  earth  had  oped,  sky  fallen,  to  efface 
Humanity's  new  wrong,  motherhood's  first  disgrace. 
Earth  oped  not,  neither  fell  the  sky,  for  prompt  was  found 
A  man  and  man  enough,  head-sober  and  heart-sound. 
Beady  to  hear  God's  voice,  resolute  to  obey. 
Ivim  Iv2movitch,  I  hold,  has  done,  this  day, 
No  otherwise  than  did,  in  ages  long  ago, 
Moses  when  he  made  known  the  purport  of  that  flow 
Of  fire  athwart  the  law's  twain-tables  I     I  proclaim 
Ivim  Ivimovitch  God's  servant !  " 

At  which  name 
Uprose  that  creepy  whisper  from  out  the  crowd,  is  won^ . 
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To  swell  and  surge  and  sink  when  fellow-men  confront 
A  poniahment  that  falls  on  fellow  flesh  and  blood, 
Appallingly  beheld — shadderingly  nnderstood, 
No  less,  to  be  the  right,  the  just,  we  merciful. 
<<  God's  servant  I"  hissed  the  crowd. 

When  that  Amen  grew  doll 
And  died  away  and  left  acquittal  plain  adjudged, 
<^ Amen!  "hut  sighed  the  lord.    "There's  none  shall  say  I 

grudged 
Escape  from  punishment  in  such  a  novel  case. 
Deferring  to  old  age  and  holy  life, — be  grace 
Granted !  say  I.    No  less,  scruples  might  shake  a  sense 
Firmer  than  I  boast  mine.    Law 's  law,  and  evidence 
Of  breach  therein  lies  plain,  —  blood-red-bright,  —  all  may  see  I 
Tet  all  absolve  the  deed :  absolved  the  deed  must  be ! 

^  And   next  —  as  mercy  rules  the  hour  —  methinks  't  were  weO 

Ton  signify  forthwith  its  sentence,  and  dispel 

The  doubts  and  fears,  I  judge,  which  busy  now  the  head 

Law  puts  a  halter  round  —  a  halo  —  you,  instead  I 

Ivim  Iv2movitch  —  what  think  you  he  expects 

Will  follow  from  his  feat  ?    Gro,  tell  him  —  law  protects 

Murder,  for  once :  no  need  he  longer  keep  behind 

The  Sacred  Pictures  —  where  skulks  Innocence  enshrined^ 

Or  I  missay !     Go,  some  !    Tou  others,  haste  and  hide 

The  dismal  object  there :  get  done,  whate'er  betide  I " 

So,  while  the  youngers  raised  the  corpse,  the  elders  trooped 
Silently  to  the  house  :  where  halting,  someone  stooped, 
Listened  beside  the  door ;  all  there  was  silent  too. 
Then  they  held  counsel ;  then  pushed  door  and,  passing  through, 
Stood  in  the  murderer's  presence. 

Iv2m  Ivknovitch 
Knelt,  building  on  the  floor  that  Kremlin  rare  and  rich 
He  d^tly  cut  and  carved  on  lazy  winter  nights. 
Some  five  young  faces  watched,  breathlessly,  as,  to  rightSy 
Piece  upon  piece,  he  reared  the  fabric  nigh  complete. 
St^ttha,  Ivka's  old  mother,  sat  spinning  hy  the  heat 
Of  the  oven  where  his  wife  KktiA  stood  baking  bread. 
Ivkn's  self,  as  he  turned  his  honey-colored  head, 
Was  just  in  act  to  drop,  'twixt  fircones,  —  each  a  dome,  «— 
The  soooped-ont  yellow  gourd  presumably  the  home 
Of  Kolokol  the  Big :  the  bell,  therein  to  hitch, 
—  An  acorn-cup  —  was  ready :  Iv2m  IviUiovitch 
Turned  with  it  in  his  mouth. 

They  told  him  he  was  free 
As  air  to  walk  abroad.    <<How  otherwise?  "  asked  he. 
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TRAY. 

Sing  me  a  hero  I    Qaench  my  thirst 
Of  soul,  ye  bards! 

Qaoth  Bard  the  first: 
<<  Sir  Olaf ,  the  good  kni^t,  did  don 
His  hehn  and  eke  his  habergeon  "... 
Sir  Olaf  and  his  bard ! 

^  That  sin-scathed  brow  "  (qaoth  Bard  the  second), 
<^  That  eye  wide  ope  as  though  Fate  beckoned 

My  hero  to  some  steep,  beneath 

Which  precipice  smiled  tempting  death  "... 

Tou  too  without  your  host  have  reckoned  I 

<<  A  beggar^hild  "  Het  's  hear  this  third !) 

^  Sat  on  a  quay*s  edge  :  like  a  bird 
Sang  to  herself  at  careless  play, 
And  fell  into  the  stream.     '  Dismay ! 
Help,  you  the  standers-by !  *    None  stirred. 

^'  Bystanders  reason,  think  of  wives 
Ajid  children  ere  they  risk  their  lives. 
Over  the  balustrade  has  bounced 
A  mere  instinctive  dog,  and  pounced 
Plumb  on  the  prize.     ^  How  well  he  dives  I 

^' '  Up  he  comes  with  the  child,  see,  tight 
In  mouth,  alive  too,  clutched  from  quite 
A  depth  of  ten  feet  —  twelve,  I  bet ! 
Good  dog!     What,  off  again  ?    There  *s  yet 
Another  child  to  save  ?    All  right ! 

*^ '  How  strange  we  saw  no  other  fall ! 
It 's  instinct  in  the  animal. 
Good  dog !     But  he 's  a  long  while  under : 
If  he  got  drowned  I  should  not  wonder  — 
Strong  current,  that  against  the  wall  I 

^ '  Here  he  comes,  holds  in  mouth  this  time 

—  What  may  the  thing  be  ?     Well,  that 's  prime ! 

Now,  did  you  ever  ?     Reason  reigns 

In  man  alone,  since  all  Tray*s  pains 

Have  fished  —  the  child's  doll  from  the  slime ! ' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


NED  BRATTS  143 

^'  And  80,  ftinid  the  laughter  g^, 
Trotted  my  hero  off,  —  old  Iray,  — 
Till  somebody,  prerogatived 
With  reason,  reasoned :  ^  Why  he  diyedy 
His  brain  would  show  us,  I  should  say. 

^  ^  John,  go  and  catch  —  or,  if  needs  be, 
Purchase  —  that  animal  for  me ! 
By  viyisection,  at  expense 
Of  half-an-hoor  and  eighteenpence, 
How  brain  secretes  dog's  soul,  we  11  see  I  "* 


NED  BRATTS. 

T  WAS  Bedford  Special  Assize,  one  daft  Midsummer's  Day : 
A  hr(»ling  blasting  June,  —  was  never  its  like,  men  say. 
Com  stood  sheaf-ripe  ali^eady,  and  trees  looked  yellow  as  that ; 
Ponds  drained  dust^ry,  the  cattle  lav  foaming  around  each  flat* 
Inside  town,  dogs  went  mad,  and  folk  kept  bibbing  beer, 
Wh3e  the  parsons  prayed  for  rain.     T  was  horrible,  yes — but 

queer : 
Queer  —  for  the  sun  laughed  gay,  yet  nobody  moyed  a  hand 
To  work  one  stroke  at  his  trade  :  as  given  to  understand 
That  all  was  come  to  a  stop,  work  and  such  worldly  ways. 
And  the  world's  old  self  about  to  end  in  a  merry  blaze. 
Midsummer's  Day  moreover  was  the  first  of  Bedford  Fair ; 
With  Bedford  Town's  ta^rag  and  bobtail  a-bowsing  there. 

But  the  Court  House,  Quality  crammed:  through  doors  ope, 

windows  wide. 
High  on  the  Bench  you  saw  sit  Lordships  side  by  side. 
There  frowned  Chief  Justice  Jukes,  fumed  learned  Brother  Smally 
And  fretted  their  fellow  Judge :  like  threshers,  one  and  all, 
Of  a  reek  with  laying  down  the  law  in  a  furnace.     Why  ? 
Because  their  lungs  breathed  flame — the  regular  crowd  for 

bye  — 
From  gentry  pouring  in  —  quite  a  nosegay,  to  be  sure ! 
How  cSse  could  they  pass  the  time,  six  mortal  hours  endure 
Till  night  should  extinguish  day,  when  matters  might  haply 

mend? 
Meanwhile  no  bad  resource  was —  watching  begin  and  end 
Some  trial  for  life  and  death,  in  a  brisk  five  minutes'  space, 
And  betting  which  knave  would  'scape,  which  hang,  from  his 

sort  of  face. 
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So,  their  Lordflhipe  toiled  and  moiledy  and  a  deal  of  woik  y 

done 

(I  warrant)  to  justify  the  mirth  of  the  crazy  son, 
Ab  this  and  t'omer  loat,  struck  domb  at  the  sodden  show 
Of  red  robes  and  white  wigs,  bogjg^ed  nor  answered  ^  Boh!  ** 
When  asked  why  he,  Tom  S^es,  should  not — because  Jaek 

Nokes 
Had  stolen  the  horse— be  hanged :  for  Judges  must  have  their 

jokes, 
And  louts  must  make  allowance — let 's  saj,  for  some  blue  fly 
Which  punctured  a  dewy  scalp  where  the  frizzles  stuck  awry  ^ 
Else  Tom  had  fleered  scot-free,  so  nearly  over  and  done 
Was  the  main  of  the  job.     Full-measure,  the  genUes  enjoyed 

their  fun. 
As  a  twenty-five  were  tried,  rank  puritans  caught  at  prayer 
In  a  cow-house  and  laid  by  the  heels,  —  have  at  'em,  devil  may 

care!  — 
And  ten  were  prescribed  the  whip,  and  ten  a  brand  on  the  cheek, 
And  five  a  slit  of  the  nose — just  leaving  enough  to  tweak. 

Well,  things  at  jolly  high-tide,  amusement  steeped  in  fire. 
While  noon  smote  fierce  the  roofs  red  tiles  to  heart's  desire, 
The  Court  arsimmer  with  smoke,  one  ferment  of  oozy  flesh. 
One  spirituous  humming  musk  mount-mounting  until  its  mesh 
Entoiled  all  heads  in  a  fluster,  and  Serjeant  Posdethwayte 

—  Dashing  the  wig  oblique  as  he  mopped  his  oily  pate  — 
Cried  ^^  Silence,  or  I  grow  erease !     No  loophole  lets  in  air  ? 
Juranen,  —  Guilty,  DealihT    Gainsay  me  if  you  dare !  " 

—  Things  at  this  pitch,  I  say,  —  what  hubbub  without  the  doors  ? 
What  laughs,  shrieks,  hoots  and  yeUs,  what  rudest  of  uproars  ? 

Bounce  through  the  barrier  throng  a  bulk  comes  rolling  vast ! 
Thumps,  kicks,  — no  manner  of  use !  —  spite  of  them  rolls  at 

hist 
Into  the  midst  a  ball,  which,  bursting,  brings  to  view 
Publican  Black  Ned  Bratts  and  Tabby  his  big  wife  too : 
Both  in  a  muck-sweat,  both  •  •  •  were  never  such  eyes  uplift 
At  the  sight  of  yawning  hell,  such  nostrils  —  snouts  that  sniffed 
Sulphur,  such  mouths  aeape  ready  to  swallow  flame ! 
Horrified,  hideous,  frank  fiend-&ces !  yet,  all  the  same. 
Mixed  with  a  certain  ...  eh  ?  how  shall  I  dare  style  —  mirth 
The  desperate  grin  of  the  guess  that,  could  they  break  from 

earth. 
Heaven  was  above,  and  hell  might  rage  in  impotence 
Below  the  saved,  the  saved ! 
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^  Confound  yoa !  (no  offence !) 
Oat  of  oar  waj,  —  posh,  wife !     Tonder  their  Worships  be ! " 
l^ed  Bratts  has  readied  the  bar,  and  <<  Hey,  my  Lords,"  roars  ha, 
^  A  Ja^  of  life  and  death.  Judges  the  prime  of  the  land, 
Constables,  javelineers,  —  all  met,  if  I  understand. 
To  decide  so  knotty  a  point  as  whether  't  was  Jack  or  Joan 
Bobbed  the  henroost,  pinched  the  jng,  hit  the  King's  Arms  with 

a  stone. 
Dropped  the  baby  down  the  weU,  left  the  tithesman  in  the  lurch, 
Or,  three  whole  Sundays  running,  not  once  attended  church ! 
What  a  pother — do  these  deserve  the  parish-stocks  or  whip, 
More  or  less  brow  to  brand,  much  or  litUe  nose  to  snip,  — 
When,  in  our  Public,  plain  stand  we  —  that 's  we  stanid  here, 
I  and  my  Tab,  brass-bold,  brick-built  of  beef  and  beer, 

—  Do  not  we,  slut  ?    Step  forth  and  show  your  beauty,  iade ! 
Wife  of  my  bosom  —  that's  the  word  now !     What  a  trade 
We  drove  I    None  said  us  nay :  nobody  loved  his  life 

So  little  as  wag  a  tongue  against  us,  —  did  they,  wife  ? 

Yet  they  knew  us  all  the  while,  in  tiieir  hearts,  for  what  we  are 

—  Worst  couple,  rogue  and  quean,  unhanged — search  near  and 

far! 
Eh,  Tab  ?    The  peddler,  now  —  o'er  his  noggin  —  who  warned 

a  mate 
To  eot  and  run,  nor  risk  his  pack  where  its  loss  of  weight 
Was  the  least  to  dread,  —  aha,  how  we  two  laughed  a^ood 
As,  stealing  round  the  midden,  he  came  on  where  I  stood 
With  billet  poised  and  rabed,  —  you,  ready  with  the  rope,  — - 
Ah,  but  that 's  past,  that 's  sin  repented  of,  we  hope ! 
Men  knew  us  for  that  same,  yet  Mif e  and  sound  stood  we ! 

The  lily-livered  knaves  knew  too  (I  Ve  balked  a  d ) 

Oar  keeping  the  *  Pied  Bull  *  was  just  a  mere  pretence  : 

Too  sbw  uie  pounds  make  food,  drink,  lodging,  from  out  the 

pence! 
There  *8  not  a  stoppage  to  travel  has  chanced,  this  ten  long  year. 
No  break  into  haU  or  grange,  no  lifting  of  nag  or  steer. 
Not  a  single  roguery,  from  the  clipping  of  a  purse 
To  the  catting  of  a  throat,  but  paid  us  tolL    Od's  curse ! 
When  Gypsy  Smouch  made  bold  to  cheat  us  of  our  due, 

—  Eh,  Tab  ?  the  Squire's  strong-box  we  helped  the  rascal  to  — 
I  think  he  pulled  a  face,  next  Sessions'  swinging-time ! 

He  danced  the  jig  that  needs  no  floor,  —  and,  here  's  the  prime, 
TT  was  Scroggs  that  houg^ied  1«ie  mare  I    Ay,  those  were  busy 
days! 

^  Well,  there  we  flourished  brave,  like  scripture-trees  called  bays. 
Faring  high,  drinking  hard,  in  money  up  to  head 
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—Not  to  say,  boots  and  shoes,  when  •  .  .  Zounds,  I  nearly 

said- 
Lord,  to  unlearn  one's  language !    How  shall  we  labor,  wife  ? 
Have  yon,  iaalt  hold,  the  Book  ?    Grasp,  grip  it,  for  your  life  I 
See,  sirs,  here's  life,  salvation  I    Here's — hold  but  out  my 

breatb  — 
When  did  I  speak  so  long  witibont  onee  swearing?    'Sdeadi, 
No,  nor  nnhelped  by  ale  since  man  and  boy  I    And  yet 
All  yesterday  I  had  to  keep  my  whistle  wet 
While  readingTab  this  Book :  book  ?  don't  say '  book  '—they  're 

plays, 
Songs,  ballads,  and  the  like :  here 's  no  such  strawy  blaze, 
But  sky  wide  ope,  sun,  moon,  and  seven  stars  out  full-flare  1 
Tab,  help  and  tell !     I  'm  hoarse.     A  mug !  or — no,  a  prayer  I 
Dip  for  one  out  of  the  Book  I    Who  wrote  it  in  the  Jail 
—  He  plied  his  pen  unhelped  by  beer,  sirs,  I  'U  be  bail ! 

'<  I  've  got  my  second  wind.    In  trundles  she  —  that 's  Tab. 

<  Why,  Gammer,  what 's  come  now,  that  —  bobbing  like  a  crab 

On  Ynle4ide  bowl  —  vour  head 's  a-work  and  both  your  eyes 

Break  loose  ?     Afeara,  you  fool  f    As  if  the  dead  can  rise ! 

Say  —  Bagman  Dick  was  found  last  May  with  fuddling-cap 

Stuffed  in  his  mouth :  to  choke 's  a  natural  mishap ! ' 

*  Gaffer,  be  —  blessed,'  cries  she, '  and  Bagman  Dick  as  well  1 

I,  you,  and  he  are  damned :  this  Public  is  our  hell : 

We  live  in  fire  :  live  coals  don't  feel !  — once  quenched,  they 

learn  — 
Cinders  do,  to  what  dust  they  moulder  while  they  bum !  * 

'<  <  If  you  don't  speak  straight  out,'  says  I  —  belike  I  swore  — 
^  A  knobstick,  well  you  know  the  taste  of,  shall,  once  more, 
Teach  you  to  talk,  my  maid  ! '    She  ups  with  such  a  face. 
Heart  sunk  inside  me.     '  Well,  pad  on,  my  prate-apace ! ' 

'<  ^I've  been  about  those  laces  we  need  for  •  •  .  never  mind  I 
If  henceforth  they  tie  hands,  't  is  mine  they  11  have  to  bind. 
^ou  know  who  makes  them  best  —  the  Tinker  in  our  cage, 
'PuUed-np  for  goepelling,  twelve  years  ago :  no  age 
To  try  another  trade,  —  yet,  so  he  scorned  to  take 
Money  he  did  not  earn,  he  taught  himself  the  make 
Of  laces,  tagged  and  tough  —  Dick  Bagman  found  them  so  I 
Good  customers  were  we !    Well,  last  week,  you  must  know. 
His  girl,  —  the  blind  young  chit,  who  hawks  about  his  waresi  — 
She  takes  it  in  her  head  to  come  no  more  —  such  airs 
These  hussies  have !     Yet,  since  we  need  a  stoutish  lace,  — 
''  I  'U  to  the  jail-bird  Either,  abuse  her  to  his  face !  " 
So,  first  I  filled  a  jug  to  give  me  heart,  and  then, 
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Primed  to  the  proper  pitch,  I  posted  to  their  den  — 
Fatmore^  the j  style  their  prison !     I  tip  the  tamkejTf  eateh 
My  heart  up,  fix  my  face,  and  fearless  lift  the  latch  — 
Both  arms  akimbo,  in  bonnce  with  a  good  round  oath 
Beady  for  rapping  oat :  no  '^  Lawks  "  nor  "  By  my  troth  I " 

"  <  There  sat  my  man,  the  father.     He  looked  np  :  what  one  feds 
When  heart  that  leapt  to  month  drops  down  again  to  heels  ! 
He  raised  his  hand  .  .  .  EUwt  seen,  when  drinting  oat  the  nighty 
And  in,  the  day,  earth  grow  another  something  quite 
Under  the  snn's  first  stare?    I  stood  a  very  stone. 

**  * "  Woman !  **  (a  fiery  tear  he  put  in  erery  tone), 

^  How  should  my  child  frequent  your  house  where  lust  is  sport, 

Yiolence — trade  ?    Too  true !     I  trust  no  vague  report 

Her  angeVs  hand,  which  stops  the  sight  of  sin,  leaves  dear 

The  other  gate  of  sense,  lets  outrage  through  the  ear. 

What  has  she  heard !  —  which,  heard  shall  never  be  agaim 

Better  lack  food  than  feast,  a  Dives  in  the  —  wain 

Or  reign  or  train  —  of  Charles !  '*     (His  language  was  not  ours : 

'T  is  my  bdief,  God  spoke  :  no  tinker  has  such  powers.) 

^  Bread,  only  bread  they  bring  —  my  laces :  if  we  broke 

Tour  lump  of  leavened  sin,  the  loafs  first  crumb  woald  choke  I  ** 

^  *  Down  on  my  marrow-bones !     Then  all  at  once  rose  he : 
His  brown  hair  burst  arspread,  his  eyes  were  suns  to  see : 
Up  went  his  hands  :  ''  Through  flesh,  I  reach,  I  read  thy  soul ! 
So  may  some  stricken  tree  look  blasted,  bough  and  bole, 
Oiamped  by  the  fire-tooth,  charred  without^and  yetythrice-boond 
With  dreriment  about,  within  may  life  be  found, 
A  prisoned  power  to  branch  and  blossom  as  before. 
Could  bat  the  gardener  cleave  the  cloister,  reach  the  core. 
Loosen  the  vital  sap :  yet  where  shall  help  be  found  ? 
Who  says  *  How  save  it  ? '  —  nor  '  Why  cumbers  it  the  ground  V 
Woman,  that  tree  art  thou !     All  doughed  about  with  scurf. 
Thy  8tag>hom8  fright  the  sky,  thy  snake-roots  sting  the  turf  t 
Drunkenness,  wantonness,  theft,  murder  gnash  and  gnarl 
Thine  outward,  case  thy  soul  with  coating  like  the  marie 
Satan  stamps  flat  upon  each  head  beneath  his  hoof ! 
And  how  deliver  such  ?    The  strong  men  keep  aloof. 
Lover  and  friend  stand  &r,  the  mocking  ones  pass  by, 
Tophet  gapes  wide  for  prey :  lost  soal,  despair  and  die  I 
What  U^n  ?    '  Look  unto  me  and  be  ye  saved  1 '  saith  QoA. : 
*I  strike  the  rock,  outstreats  the  life-stream  at  my  rod  I  * 

«  They  did  not  eat 
Wb  fleih,  nor  niek  those  oils  which  tfaenoe  ontstrettt 
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Be  yoor  nns  scariet,  wool  shall  they  Beem  like,  —  aUhoa^ 
Ab  erimBon  red,  yet  torn  white  as  the  driyen  snow ! ' " 

<< '  There,  there,  there !    All  I  seem  to  somehow  onderstand 
Is^  that,  if  I  reached  home,  't  was  through  the  guiding  hand 
Of  his  blind  girl  which  led  and  led  me  throogh  the  streets 
And  ont  of  town  and  up  to  door  again.    Wlut  greets 
First  thii^  my  eye,  as  limbs  recover  from  their  swoon  ? 
A  book  —  this  Book  she  gave  at  parting.    ^  Father's  boon— 
The  Book  he  wrote :  it  reads  as  if  he  spoke  himself : 
He  cannot  preach  in  bonds,  so,  —  take  it  down  from  shelf 
When  yoa  want  counsel,  —  think  yon  hear  his  very  voice ! 

^< '  Wicked  dear  Husband,  first  despair  and  then  rejoice ! 
Dear  wicked  Husband,  waste  no  tick  of  moment  more, 
Be  saved  like  me,  bald  trunk !     There 's  greenness  yet  at  oore, 
Sap  under  slough !     Bead,  read!' 

''Let  me  take  breath,  my  lords! 
I  'd  like  to  know,  are  these  —  hers,  mine,  or  Bunyan's  words  ? 
I  'm  'wildered  —  scarce  with  drink,  —  nowise  wim  drink  alone ! 
Ton  H  say,  with  heat :  but  heat 's  no  stuff  to  aplit  a  stone 
like  this  black  boulder  —  this  flint  heart  of  mine :  the  Book- 
That  dealt  the  crashing  blow  I    Sirs,  here 's  the  fist  that  shook 
His  beard  tiU  Wrestler  Jem  howled  like  a  just-lugged  bear ! 
You  had  brained  me  with  a  feather :  at  once  I  grew  aware 
Christmas  was  meant  for  me.    A  burden  at  your  back, 
Good  Master  Christmas  ?    Nay,  -^  yours  was  that  Joseph's  sack, 
—Or  whose  it  was,  —  which  held  the  cup, — compared  with 

mine! 
Bobbery  loads  my  loins,  perjury  cracks  my  chine. 
Adultery  .  .  .  nay.  Tab,  yon  pitched  me  as  I  flung ! 
One  word,  I  'U  up  with  fist  .  .  •  No,  sweet  spouse,  hold  your 

tongue! 

^  I  'm  hasting  to  the  end.    The  Book,  sirs — take  and  road  ! 

Yon  have  my  history  in  a  nutshell,  —  ay,  indeed ! 

It  must  off,  my  burden !     See,  —  slack  straps  and  into  jnt. 

Roll,  reach  the  bottom,  rest,  rot  there  —  a  plague  on  it ! 

For  a  mountain 's  sure  to  fall  and  bury  Bedford  Town, 

'  Destruction '  —  that 's  the  name,  and  fire  shall  bum  it  down ! 

0  'scape  the  wrath  in  time  I    Time 's  now,  if  not  too  late. 

How  can  I  pilgrimage  up  to  the  wicket-gate  ? 

Next  comes  Despond  the  slough :  not  t^  I  fear  to  pull 

Through  mud,  and  dry  my  clothes  at  brave  House  Beautifnl  — 

But  it 's  late  in  the  day,  I  reckon :  had  I  left  years  ago 
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Town,  wife,  and  children  dear  •  •  •  Well,  Christmas  did,  70a 

know!  — 
Soon  I  had  met  in  the  valley  and  tried  my  eudgel's  strength 
On  the  enemy  homed  and  winged,  arstraddle  across  its  lengdil 
Have  at  his  horns,  thwick — thwack:  they  snap,  seel     Hoof 

and  hoof  — 
Bang,  hreak  the  fetlock-bones  I    For  We's  sake,  keep  aloof 
Angels  I     I  'm  man  and  match,  —  this  cndgel  for  my  flail,  — 
To  thresh  him,  hoofs  and  horns,  hat's  wing  and  serpent's  tail  I 
A  chance  gone  by  I    Bat  then,  what  else  does  Hopeful  ding 
Into  the  deafest  ear  except — hope,  hope 's  the  thing  ? 
Too  late  i' the  day  for  me  to  thrid  the  windings:  bat 
There 's  still  a  way  to  win  the  race  by  death's  short  cut ! 
Did  Master  Faithful  need  dimb  the  Delightful  Mounts? 
No,  straight  to  Vanity  Fair,  —  a  fair,  by  all  accounts, 
Soch  as  is  held  outside,  —  lords,  ladies,  grand  and  gay,  -— 
Says  he  in  the  face  of  them,  jost  what  you  hear  me  say. 
And  the  Judges  brought  him  in  guilty,  and  brought  hun  out 
To  die  in  the  market-place  —  St  Peter's  Green 's  about 
The  same  thing:  there  they  flogged,  flayed,  buffeted,  lanced 

with  knives, 
FHcked  him  with  swords,  —  111  swear,  he'd  full  a  cat's  nine 

lives, — 
So  to  his  end  at  last  came  Faithful,  —  ha,  ha,  he ! 
Who  holds  the  highest  card  ?  for  there  stands  hid,  you  see. 
Behind  the  rabble-rout,  a  chariot,  pair  and  all : 
He 's  in,  he 's  off,  he 's  up,  through  donds,  at  trumpet-call. 
Carried  the  nearest  way  to  Heaven-gate  t    Odds  my  life  -— 
Has  nobody  a  sword  to  spare?  not  even  a  knife  ? 
Then  hang  me,  draw  and  quarter!   Tab —  do  the  same  by  her! 
O  Master  Worldly-Wiseman  •  .  •  that's  Master  Interpreter, 
Take  the  will,  not  the  deed  1     Our  gibbet 's  handy,  close : 
Forestall  Last  Judgment-Day  I     Be  kindly,  not  morose ! 
There  wants  no  earUily  judge-and-jurying :  here  we  stand  — 
Sentence  our  guilty  selves :  so,  hang  us  out  of  hand  ! 
Make  haste  for  pity's  sake  I     A  single  moment's  loss 
Means  —  Satan 's  lord  once  more :  his  whisper  shoots  across 
All  singing  in  my  heart,  all  praying  in  my  brain, 
« It  comes  of  heat  and  beer! '  —  hark  how  he  guffaws  plain! 
*  To-morrow  you  '11  wake  bright,  and,  in  a  safe  skin,  hug 
Tour  sound  selves.  Tab  and  you,  over  a  foaming  iug  I 
You  've  had  such  qualms  before,  time  out  of  mind  I '    He 's  right! 
Did  not  we  kick  and  cuff  and  curse  away,  that  night 
When  home  we  blindly  reeled,  and  left  poor  humpback  Joe 
r  the  lurch  to  pay  for  what  .  .  .  somebody  did,  you  know  ! 
Both  of  us  maundered  then,  <  Lame  humpback,  —  never  more 
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WQl  he  oome  limping,  drain  his  taokaid  at  our  door ! 

He'll  swing,  while  —  somebody'  .  •  •    Says  Tab^    *No,  for 

Illpeaohr 
^I  *m  for  yon,  Tab/  ones  I,  < there 's  rope  enough  for  eaeh! ' 
So  blabbered  we,  and  bossed,  and  went  to  bed  npon 
The  grace  of  Tab's  good  thonght :  by  morning,  all  was  gone ! 
We  laughed  —  ^  W^t  's  life  to  him,  a  cripple  of  no  aecoont ?' 
Oh,  waves  increase  aioond  —  I  feel  them  meant  and  meant ! 
Hang  OS  I    To-morrow  brings  Tom  Bearward  with  his  bean : 
One  new  blaok-mazzled  brate  beats  Sackerson,  he  swears : 
(Sackerson,  for  my  money !)     And,  baiting  o'er,  the  Brawl 
They  lead  on  Tamer's  Patch,  — lads,  lasses,  np  tails  all,  — 
I  'm  i'  the  thick  o'  the  throng !     That  means  the  Iron  Cage, 
—  Means  the  Lost  Man  inside !     Where 's  hope  for  sodi  as 

wage 
War  against  light  ?    light 's  left,  light 's  here,  I  hold  li^^t  stiUi 
So  does  Tab — make  bat  haste  to  bang  as  both  I     You  will  ?  " 

I  promise,  when  he  stopped  yoa  might  have  heard  a  mouse 
Squeak,  such  a  death-like  hush  sealed  ap  the  old  Mote  House. 
But  when  the  mass  of  man  sank  meek  upon  his  knees. 
While  Tab,  alongside,  wheesed  a  hoarse  ^  Do  hang  us,  please  ^  ** 
Why,  then  the  waters  rose,  no  eye  bat  ran  with  tears, 
Hearts  heaved,  heads  thumped,  until,  paying  all  past  arrears 
Of  pity  and  sorrow,  at  last  a  regular  scream  ontlvoke 
Of  triumph,  joy,  and  praise. 

My  Lord  Chief  Justice  spoke, 
First  mopping  brow  and  cheek,  where  still,  for  one  that  budgedv 
Another  bead  broke  fresh :  ^  What  Judge,  that  ever  judged 
Since  first  the  world  began,  judged  such  a  case  as  this  ? 
Why,  Master  Bratts,  long  mnce,  folks  smelt  you  out,  I  wisl 
I  had  my  doubts,  i'  faith,  each  time  you  played  the  fox 
Convicting  geese  of  crime  in  yonder  witness-box  — 
Yea,  much  did  I  misdoubt,  the  thief  that  stole  her  eggs 
Was  hardly  goosey's  self  at  Reynard's  game,  i'  feggsf 
Yet  thus  much  was  to  praise  —  yoa  spoke  to  point,  direct— 
Swore  you  heard,  saw  the  theft :  no  jary  could  suepect  — 
Dared  to  suspect,  —  I  '11  say,  -—  a  spot  in  white  so  clear : 
Goosey  was  throttled,  true :  but  thereof  godly  fear 
Came  of  example  set,  much  as  our  laws  intend ; 
And,  though  a  fox  confessed,  you  proved  the  Judge's  friend. 
What  if  I  had  my  doubts  ?    Suppose  I  gave  them  breath. 
Brought  vou  to  bar :  what  work  to  do,  ere  '  Guilty,  Death' 
Had  paid  our  pains !     What  heaps  of  witnesses  to  drag 
From  holes  and  comers,  paid  from  out  the  County's  bag  I 
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Trial  three  dog^jB  long !    ^mu»M  (7«ri0— that's 

Tour  title,  no  dispute — trath-telling  Master  Bratts ! 

Thank  yon,  too,  Mistress  Tab  I     miy  doubt  one  word  you  say? 

Hanging  you  both  deserve,  hanged  both  shall  be  this  day ! 

The  tinker  needs  must  be  a  proper  man.    I  'ye  heard 

He  lies  in  Jail  long  since :  if  Quality's  good  word 

Warrants  me  letting  loose,  —  some  householder,  I  mean  — 

Freeholder,  better  still,  —  I  don't  say  but  —  between 

Now  and  next  Sessions  •  •  .  Well!     Consider  of  his  case, 

I  promise  to,  at  least :  we  owe  him  so  much  grace. 

Not  that — no,  God  forbid  1  —  I  lean  to  think,  as  you. 

The  grace  that  such  repent  is  any  jail-bird's  due : 

I  rather  see  the  fruit  of  twelve  years'  pious  reign  — 

Asfcraa  Redux,  Charles  restored  his  rights  again  I 

—  Of  which,  another  time !     I  somehow  feel  a  peace 

Stealing  across  the  world.    May  deeds  like  this  increase  I 

So,  Master  Sheriff,  stay  that  sentence  I  pronounced 

On  those  two  dozen  odd :  deserving  to  be  trounced 

Soundly,  and  yet  .  •  •  well,  well,  at  all  events  dispatch 

This  pair  of — shall  I  say,  sinner^aints  ? —  ere  we  catch 

Their  jail-distemper  too.    Stop  tears,  or  I  '11  indite 

All  weeping  Bedfordshire  for  turning  Bunyanite ! " 

So,  forms  were  galloped  through.    If  Justice,  on  the  spur, 
IVoved  somewhat  e3q)editiou8,  would  Quality  demur  ? 
And  happily  hanged  were  they,  —  why  lengthen  out  my  taJ^  f  -^ 
Where  Bunyan's  Statue  stands  facing  where  stood  his  Jai? 
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*Yoa  aze  riok,  that 's  raie,"  —  theyaay: 

<<  Side  of  wliat  ? '^ — they  disagree. 
•*rri8  the  brain,"— -thinks  Doetor  A; 

<"  rr  is  the  heart,*"^  holds  Doetor  B ; 
-The  Uver— my  life  I  'd  Uy  I" 
•^Thelnngsr'    «<  The  Ughts  I '' 

Ahmet 
So  iffnonnt  of  man's  whole 
Of  bo£ly  organs  plain  to  see  — 
So  sage  and  oertam,  frank  and  frae. 
About  what 's  under  look  and  key  — 
Man's  soul  I 


ECHETLOS. 


Hkrb  IB  a  Btxny,  shall  stir  yoa !    Stand  up^  Greeks  dead  and 

gone, 
"Who  breasted,  beat  Barbarians,  stemmed  Persia  rolling  on, 
Did  the  deed  and  saved  the  world,  for  the  day  was  Marathon  I 

No  man  bat  did  his  manliest,  kept  rank  and  f ooght  away 

In  his  tribe  and  file :  np,  back,  out,  down  —  was  the  speai^arm 

play: 
like  a  wind-iidiipt  branchy  wood,  all  speaMffins  arewing  thai 

day! 

Bat  one  man  kept  no  rank,  and  bis  sole  arm  plied  no  ^Mar, 
As  a  flashing  came  and  went,  and  a  form  i'  the  van,  the  rear. 
Brightened  flie  battle  np,  for  he  Uased  now  there,  now  here. 
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Nor  helmed  nor  shielded,  he !  bat,  a  goat-skin  all  his  wear, 
like  a  tiller  of  the  soil,  with  a  clown's  limbs  broad  and  bare, 
Went  he  plooghing  on  and  on  :  he  poshed  with  a  pluoghman's 
share. 

Did  the  weak  mid-line  give  way,  as  tonnies  on  whom  the  shark 
Precipitates  his  bulk  ?     Did  the  right-wing  halt  when,  stark 
On  his  heap  of  slain  lay  stretched  Kallimachos  Polemarch  ? 

Did  the  steady  phalanx  falter  ?    To  the  rescne,  at  the  need, 
The  clown  was  plooghing  Persia^  clearing  Greek  earth  of  weed, 
As  he  rooted  throogh  the  Sakian  and  rooted  op  the  Mode. 

Bat  the  deed  done,  battle  won,  —  nowhere  to  be  descried 

On  the  meadow,  by  the  stream,  at  the  marsh,  —  look  far  and 

wide 
From  the  foot  of  the  moontain,  no,  to  the  last  blood-plashed 

sea-side,  — ^ 

Not  anywhere  on  view  biased  the  large  Uaahs  dionged  and 

brown, 
Shearing  and  clearing  still  with  the  share  before  which  — >  down 
To  the  dost  went  Persia's  pomp,  as  he  pbagh^  for  Greece, 

that  clown! 

How  spake  the  Oracle  ?    <^  Care  for  no  name  at  alll 
Say  hot  jost  this: '  We  praise  one  hdpfol  whom  we  call 
The  Holder  of  the  Plooghshaie. '  The  great  deed  ne'er  grows 
smaU." 

Not  the  great  name !     Sing  —  woe  for  the  great  name  Miltiad^ 

And  its  end  at  Paros  isle  !    Woe  for  Tliemistokles 

—  Satrap  in  Sardis  coort !     Name  not  the  clown  like  these ! 


CLIVB. 

I  Ain>  Clive  were  friends  —  and  why  not?    Friends !     I  think 

yoa  laogh,  my  lad. 
GUve  it  was  gave  England  India,  while  year  &ther  giTCS  — 

egad, 
England  nothing  hot  the  graceless  boy  who  hres  biai  on  to 

speak  — 
"  WeUt  Sir,  yoa  and  CUto  wseie  eonradM  —  "  with  a.  Iwigiia 

thrust  in  yoor  cheek  ! 
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Toy  traat  in  my  eyes,  your  eyes,  all  the  voild's  eyes,  GUre 

wae  man, 
I  wBSy  am,  and  eyer  shall  be  —  mousey  nay,  moose  of  all  its 

clan 
Sorriest  sample,  if  yon  take  the  Idtcben's  estimate  for  fame ; 
While  the  man  Clive  — he  fought  Flassy,  spoiled  the  doTor  for* 

eign  game,  « 

Conqaered  jmd  annexad  and  Englished  I 

NevM  mind !  As  o'er  my  ponch 
(Ton  away)  I  nt  of  OTonings, — silence,  save  for  bisooit  crunch. 
Black,  unbroken,  —  thought  grows  busy,  thrids  each  pathway  of 

old  years, 
Notes  this  forthright,  ihat  meander,  till  the  long-past  life  ap- 
pears 
Like  an  outspread  map  of  country  plodded  through,  each  mile 

and  rood. 
Once,  and  well  remembered  still,  —  I  'ni  startled  in  my  solitude 
Ever  and  anon  by— what's  the  sodden  mocking  Ught  that 

breaks 
On  me  as  I  slap  the  table  till  no  mmmer^^ass  but  shakes    . 
While  I  ask— aloud,  I  do  beliere,  God  help  me !  —  '<  Was  it 

thus? 
Can  it  be  that  so  I  faltered,  stopped  when  just  one  step  for  us — " 
(Us,  — you  were  not  bom,  I  grant,  but  surely  some  day  bom 

would  be) 
**  —  One  bold  step  had  gained  a  province  "  (figurative  talk,  you 

see) 
<^  Got  no  end  of  wealth  and  honor,  — yet  I  stood  stock-still  no 

less?" 
—  <^  For  I  was  not  diTe,**  you  comment :  but  it  needs  no  Clive 

to  guess 
Wealth  ware  handy,  honor  fc«<»MiMli,  did  no  writing  on  the  wall 
Warn  me  '^  Trespasser,  'ware  man-traps  I  "     Hun  who  braves 

that  notice — call 
Hero !  none  of  such  heroics  suit  myself  who  read  plain  words, 
Doff  my  hat,  and  leap  no  barrier.     Scripture  says,  the  land 's 

the  Lord's  : 
Loota  then  —  what  avail  the  thousand,  noisy  in  a  smock-frocked 

ring, 
All-agog  to  have  me  trespass,  clear  the  fence,  be  Clive  their  king  ? 
Hi^^ier  warrant  must  you  show  me  ere  I  set  one  foot  before 
T*  other  in  that  dark  direction,  though  I  stand  f  orevermore 
Peer  as  Job  and  meek  as  Moses.    Evermore  ?    No !    By  and 

by 
Job  grows  rich  and  Moses  valiant,  CUve  turns  out  less  wise  than  L 
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Don't  objeet  <<  Why  call  him  friend,  then  ?  "    Power  is  power, 

my  bojy  and  still 
Marks  a  man,  —  God's  gift  magnifie,  exercised  for  good  or  ilL 
Yon 'ye  your  boot  now  on  my  hearth-mg,  tread  what  was  % 

tiger's  skin : 
Rarely  such  a  royal  monster  as  I  lodged  the  bullet  in ! 
True,  he  murdered  half  a  village,  so  lus  own  death  came  to  pass ; 
Still,  for  size  and  beauty,  cunning,  courage  —  ah,  the  brute  he 

wasi 
Why,  that  CUye,  —  that  youth,  that  greenhorn,  that  quill-dnTing 

derk,  in  fine,  — 
He  sustained  a  siege  in  Areot  .  .  •    But  the  world  knows! 

Pass  the  wine. 

Where  did  I  break  off  at  ?    How  bring  Clive  in  ?    Oh,  you 

mentioned  ''  fear  "  I 
Just  so :  and,  said  I,  that  minds  me  of  a  story  you  shall  hear. 

We  were  friends  then,  QiTe  and  I :  so,  when  the  clouds,  about 

the  orb 
Late  supreme,  encroaching  slowly,  surely,  threatened  to  absorb 
Bay  by  ray  its  noontide  brilliance,  —  friendship  mi^t,  with 

steadier  eye 
Drawing  near,  bear  what  had  burned  else,  now  no  blase  all 

majesty. 
Too  much  bee's-wing  floats  my  figure  ?    Well,  suppose  a  castle 's 

new: 
None  presume  to  climb  its  ramparts,  none  find  foothold  sure  for 

shoe 
Twixt  those  squares  and  squares  of  granite  plating  the  imper- 

tIous  pile 
As  his  scale-mail*8  warty  iron  cuirasses  a  crocodile. 
Beels  that  castle   thunder-smitten,   storm-dismantled?     From 

without 
Scrambling  up  by  crack  and  crevice,  every  cockney  prates  about 
Towers  —  the  heap  he  kicks  now !  turrets  —  just  Uie  measure  of 

his  cane  I 
Will  that  do  ?    Observe  moreover  —  (same  similitude  agun)  — 
Such  a  castle  seldom  crumbles  by  sheer  stress  of  cannonade : 
'T  is  when  foes  are  foiled  and  fighting 's  finished  that  vile  rains 

invade, 
Grass  o'ergrows,  o*ergrows  till  night-birds  congregating  find  no 

holes 
Fit  to  build  in  like  the  topmost  sockets  made  for  bannerfbles. 
So  Clive  crumbled  slow  in  London,  crashed  at  last 
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A  week  before^ 
Dining  with  him,—  after  trying  charchjard-duit  of  days  of 

TOPe,— 
Both  of  ns  stopped,  tired  m  tombstones,  head-pece  foot-piece, 

when  they  lean 
Each  to  other,  drowsed  in  fo£^«moke,  o'er  a  coffined    Fast 

between. 
As  I  saw  his  head  sink  heavy,  gnessed  the  sonl's  extinguishment 
By  the  glazing  eyeball,  noticed  how  the  fartive  fingers  went 
Where  a  drng-box  skolked  behind  the  honest  liquor,  —  '^  One 

more  Uirow 
Ttj  ior  CHye  I "  thonght  I :  **  Let 's  yentare  some  good  ratding 

qaestioni"     1^  — 
<<  Come  CliYe,  tell  ns  "  —  oat  I  blorted  —  "  what  to  tell  in  torn, 

years  hence. 
When  my  boy— sappose  I  have  one  —  asks  me  on  what  OTi- 

dMice 
I  maintain  my  friend  of  Flassy  proved  a  warrior  eyery  whit 
Worth  yonr  Alexanders,  Cssars,  Marlborooghs  and  -—  what 

said  Pitt  ?  — 
Frederick  the  fierce  himself  1    dive  told  me  once  "  —  I  want 

to  say  — 
''Which  feat  out  of  all  those  famous  doings  bore  the  bell  away 
—In  his  own  calm  estimation,  mark  yon,  not  the  mob's  rough 

guess  — 
Which  stood  foremost  as  evincing  what  dive  called  courageous- 

ness! 
Come !  what  moment  of  the  minute,  what  speck-centre  in  the 

wide 
(Srde  of  the  action  saw  yonr  mortal  fairiy  deified? 
(Let  alone  that  filthy  sleep-stuff,  swallow  bold  this  wholesome 

Port!) 
If  a  friend  has  leave  to  question,  —  when  were  you  most  brave, 

in  short?" 

Up  he  arched  his  brows  o'  the  instant  —  formidably  Clive  again. 
''When  was  I  most  brave?      I'd  answer,  were  the- instance 

half  as  plain 
As  another  instance  that's  a  brain4odged  crystal — curse  it  I  »- 

here 
Freezing  when  my  memory  touches  — ugh  1  —  the  time  I  felt 

most  fear. 
Ugh !  I  cannot  say  for  certain  if  I  showed  fear  ^  anyhow, 
Fear  I  felt,  and,  very  likely,  shuddered,  since  I  shiver  now." 

"Fear!"  snuled  L    "Well,  that's  the  rarer:  that's  a  speci- 
men to  seek, 
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lidat  up  in  (^le's  moBeiim,  Mind-Freakaf  Lord  ClAoi%  Fear^ 
Unique/'' 

Down  his  brows  dropped.    On  the  table  painfully  he  porad  as 

,  ihon^ 
Traeingy  in  the  stains  and  stroaks  thero,  thooghts  eneruated  long 

ago. 
When  he  spoke  'twas  like  a  lawyer  raading  woid  by  woid  some 

wiU, 
Some  blind  jnngle  of  a  statement,  —  beating  on  and  on  until 
Oat  there  leaps  fierce  life  to  fight  with. 

^'  This  fell  in  my  faotordayBi 
Desk-dmdge,  slaying  at  St  DaTid's,  one  must  game,  <»  drink, 

or  erase. 
I  chose  gaming:    and,  — becanse  yonr  high-flown  gamesters 

hardly  take 
Umbrage  at  a  Actor's  elbow  if  the  &etor  pays  his  stake>  — 
I  was  winked  at  in  a  circle  where  the  company  was  choioe^ 
Captain  This  and  Major  That,  men  high  of  color,  load  of  voices 
Yet  indolgent,  condescending  to  the  modest  joveidle 
Who  not  merely  risked  bat  lost  his  hard^amed  gaineas  with  a 

smile. 

^Down  I  sat  to  cards,  one  erening,  —  had  fet  my  antagonist 
Somebody  whose  name  's  a  secrot— you'll  know  why — so,  if 

you  list. 
Call  him  Cock  o'  the  Walk,  my  scarlet  son  of  Mars  from  head 

to  heel! 
Play  commenced :  and,  whether  Cocky  fancied  that  a  dark  most 

feel 
Quite  safficient  honor  came  of  bending  oyer  one  green  baiie, 
I  the  scribe  with  him  the  warrior,  guessed  no  penman  dared  to 

raise 
Shadow  of  objection  should  the  honor  stay  bat  playing  end 
Moro  or  less  abruptly,  —  whether  disinclined  he  grew  to  spend 
Phustice  strictly  scientific  on  a  booby  bom  to  stare 
Aft*- not  ask  of  —  lace and-raffles  if  the  hand  they  hide  plays 

fair, — 
Anyhow,  I  marked  a  moyement  when  he  bade  me  *  Ouft  1 ' 

'<Iroee. 
<Snch  the  new  mancBoyro,  Captain?    I'manoyiee:  knowledge 

grows* 
What,  you  force  a  card,  yoa  eheat.  Sir  ? ' 

^  Neyer  did  a  thandoMli^ 
Cause  emotion,  startle  Thyrsis  locked  with  Chloe  in  his  li^ 
Aa  my  word  and  gesture  (down  I  flong  my  eaids  to  join  the 

pack) 
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Find  die  man  of  anuB,  whose  ▼ioage,  siinply  red  bef oiey  tamed 

black. 
When  he  found  hie  Toice,  he  stammered  'That  espveanon  onee 

again ! ' 

*^  'Welly  70a  forced  a  card  and  cheated  I ' 

"  *  Possibly  a  factor's  brain, 
Bosied  with  his  all-important  balance  of  accoants,  may  deem 
Weighing  words  saperfluons  tnrable :  cheat  to  clerkly  eara  may 

seem 
Just  the  joke  for  friends  to  Yentnre :  bat  we  aie  not  friende»yoa 

see! 
When  a  gentleman  is  joked  with,  —  if  he 's  good  at  repartee^ 
He  rejoins,  as  do  I  —  Sirrah,  on  yoor  knees,  withdraw  in  fall ! 
Bctg  n^  pardon,'  or  be  sare  a  kindly  ballet  throogh  year  skoll 
Leto  in  light  and  teaches  manners  to  what  brain  it  findsl   Choose 

quick  — 
Have  your  life  snaffed  out  or,  kneeling,  pray  me  trim  yon  can- 
dle-wick!' 

**' Well,  you  cheated!' 

''  Then  oatbroke  a  howl  frem  all  the  friends  aroand. 
To  hie  feet  sprang  each  in  fary,  fists  were  clenched  and  teeth 

were  gronnd. 
<  End  it !  no  time  like  the  present !    Captain,  yoars  were  oar 

disgrace! 
No  delay,  begin  and  finish  !     Stand  back,  leave  the  pair  a 

space! 
Lei  civilians  be  instracted :  henceforth  simply  ply  the  pen, 
Fly  the  sword !     This  clerk 's  no  swordsman  ?    Suit  him  with  a 

pistol,  then  I 
Eyen  odds !     A  dozen  paces  'twixt  the  most  and  least  expert 
Make  a  dwarf  a  giant's  equal :  nay,  the  dwarf,  if  he 's  alert, 
Ijfcelier  hits  the  broader  taiget  I ' 

''  Up  we  stood  accordingly. 
As  Ibey  handed  me  the  weapon,  each  was  my  souVs  thirst  to 

try 
then  and  there  conclusions  with  this  bally,  tread  on  and  stamp 

oat 
Eyery  vpaA  of  Us  eodstenee,  that,  —  crept  dose  to,  carled  abont 
^  Ibat  toying  tmnpting  teasing  fool-forefii^r's  middle  joint,  — 
Ikm't  yoa  gaess  ?  —  the  trigger  yielded.    Gone  my  chance !  and 

aim  point 
Of  snch  prime  saccess  moreoyer :  scarce  an  inch  aboye  his  head 
Went  my  ball  to  hit  the  wainscot    Be  waa  liyiogi  I  was  dead. 
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*^Uplie  nutfched  in  fljuningtrinmph— 'twas  his  right,  mind  I 

—  ap^  within 
Just  an  arm's  length.    ^  Now,  my  darkling/  chncUed  Goeky 

with  a  grin 
As  the  levelled  piece  qnite  touched  me,  ^  Now,  Sir  Coontin^ 

Honse,  repeat 
That  ezpreBsion  which  I  told  yon  proved  bad  manners !     Did 

I  cheat?' 

"'Cheat  yon  did,  yon  knew  you  cheated,  and,  this  moment, 

know  as  welL 
As  for  me,  my  homely  breeding  bids  yon  -—  fire  and  go  to  Hell  I ' 

'^  Twice  the  muzzle  touched  my  forehead.    Heavy  barrel,  flur- 
ried wrist, 
Either  spoils  a  steady  lifting.    Thrice :  then,  <  Lan^^  at  Hell 

who  list, 
I  can't !      God  's  no  fable  either.     Did  this  boy's  eye  wink 

once  ?    No ! 
There 's  no  standing  him  and  Hell  and  God  all  three  against 

me,  —  so, 
Idid  cheat!' 

'^  And  down  he  threw  the  pistol,  out  rushed  —  by  the  door 
Possibly,  but,  as  for  knowledge  if  by  chimney,  roof  or  floor, 
He  effected  disappearance  —  I  'U  ensage  no  glance  was  sent 
That  way  by  a  single  starer,  such  a  blimk  astonishment 
Swallowed  up  their  senses :  as  for  speaking  —  mute  they  stood 
as  mice. 

<'  Mut^  not  long,  though  I    Such  reaction,  such  a  hubbub  in  a 

trice! 
'  Rogue  and  rascal!    Who  'd  have  thought  it?    What 's  to  be 

expected  next, 
When  His  Majesty's  Commission  serves  a  sharper  as  pretext 
For  .  .  .  But  where 's  the  need  of  wasting  time  now  r    Naof^ 

requires  delay : 
Punishment  the  Service  cries  for :  let  disgrace  be  wiped  away 
Publicly,  in  good  broad  daylight  I    Resignation  ?    No,  indeed  I 
Drum  and  fife  must  play  the  Rogue's -March,  rank  and  file  be 

free  to  speed 
Tard^  marching  on  the  rogue's  part  by  appliance  in  the  rear 
—  Kicks  administered  shidl  right  this  wronged  civilian,  —  never 

fear. 
Mister  Clive,  for  ^though  a  clerk  —  you  bore  yourself  —  sup 

pose  we  say  — 
Just  as  would  beseem  a  soldier  I ' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


CLIVB  161 

''  ^Gentlemeii,  attention — pray! 
First)  on6  word  I ' 
I  *^  I  passed  each  speaker  severally  in  reriew. 

When  I  had  precise  their  nnmher,  names  and  styles,  and  folly 
I  knew 

Over  whom  my  sapervision  thenceforth  must  extend,  —  why, 
then  — 

**  ^  Some  ^YB  minutes  since,  my  life  lay  —  as  yon  all  saw,  gen- 
tlemen— 
Aft  the  mercy  of  yoor  friend  there.    Not  a  single  voice  was 

raised 
In  arrest  of  judgment,  not  one  tongae  —  hefore  my  powder 

bhtfisd  — 
Yentored  "  Can  it  be  the  yoongster  blundered,  really  seemed  to 

mark 
Some  irregular  proceeding  ?    We  conjecture  in  the  dark, 
Guess  at  random,  —  still,  for  sake  of  fair  play  —  what  \i  for  a 

freak. 
In  a  fit  of  absence,  —  such  things  have  been  I  — if  our  friend 

proved  weak 
•—What's  the  phrase?  —  corrected  fortune  1     Look  into  the 

case,  at  least ! " 
Who  dared  interpose  between  the  altar's  victim  and  the  priest  ? 
Yet  he  spared  me  I    You  eleven  I     Whosoever,  all  or  each, 
To  the  disadvantage   of   the    man  who    spared    me,  utters 

speech 
—To  his  &ce,  behind  his  back, —that  speaker  has  to  do  with 

me: 
Me  who  promise,  if  positions  change  and  mine  the  chance  shouU 

be, 
Not  to  imitate  your  friend  and  waive  advantage ! ' 

«  Twenty-five 
Yean  ago  this  matter  happened :  and 't  is  certain,"  added  Clive, 
'^  Never,  to  my  Imowledge,  did  Sir  Cocky  have  a  single  breath 
Breathed  against  him  :  lips  were  closed  throughout  his  life,  or 

since  his  death, 
For  if  he  be  dead  or  living  I  can  tell  no  more  than  you. 
All  I  know  is  —  Cocky  had  one  chance  more ;  how  he  used  it, 

—  grew 
Out  of  such  unlucky  habits,  or  relapsed,  and  back  again 
Brought  the  late-ejected  devil  with  a  score  more  in  his  train,  — 
That 's  for  you  to  judge.     Reprieval  I  procured,  at  any  rate. 
Ug^^-the  memory  ol  that  minute's  fear  makes  gooseflesh  rise! 

Why  prate 
Longer?    You  've  my  story,  there  *s  your  instance :  fear  I  did, 

you  see!" 
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^WeU**  — I  hardly  kept  from  laughing —  <<  if  I  see  it,  thanks 

most  be 
Wholly  to  your  Lordship's  candor.    Not  that  —  in  a  common 

case^ 
When  a  bully  canght  at  cheating  thrusts  a  pistol  in  one's  face, 
I  should  nnder-ratey  believe  me,  sach  a  trial  to  the  nerve ! 
'T  is  no  joke,  at  one-and-twenty,  for  a  yoath  to  stand  nor  swerve. 
Fear  I  natorally  look  for  —  nnless,  of  all  men  alive, 
I  am  forced  to  make  exception  when  I  come  to  Robert  Clive. 
Since  at  Arcot,  Flassy,  elsewhere,  he  and  death — the  whole 

world  knows  — 
Came  to  somewhat  closer  quarters." 

Qoarters  ?    Had  we  come  to  blows, 
Clive  and  I,  yon  had  not  wondered— up  he  sprang  so,  ont  he 

rapped 
Snch  a  round  of  oaths — no  matter!     I H  endeavor  to  adapt 
To  our  modem  usage  words  he  —  well,  't  was  friendly  license  -^ 

flung 
At  me  like  so  many  fire-balls,  &st  as  he  could  wag  his  tongue. 

<<Tou— a  soldier?    Tou  — at  Flassy?    Yours  the  faculty  to 

nick 
Instantaneoudy  occasion  when  your  foe,  if  lightning-quick, 

—  At  his  mercy,  at  his  malice,  —  has  you,  through  some  stupid 

inch 
Undefended  in  your  bulwark  ?    Thus  laid  open,  —  not  to  flinch 

—  That  needs  courage,  you  11  concede  me.    Then,  look  hers! 

Suppose  the  man, 
Cheeking  his  advance,  his  weapon  still  extended,  not  a  span 
Distant  from  my  temple,  —  curse  him !  —  quiedy  had  bade  me, 

'There! 
Keep  your  life,  calumniator !  — worthless  life  I  freely  spare : 
Mine  you  freely  would  have  taken -— murdered  me  and  my 

good  fame 
Both  at  once  —  and  all  the  better !     Go,  and  thank  your  own 

bad  aim 
Which  permits  me  to  forgive  you ! '     What  if,  with  such  words 

as  these. 
He  had  cast  away  his  weapon  ?    How  should  I  have  borne  me^ 

please  ? 
Nay,  I  '11  spare  you  pains  and  tell  you.     This,  and  only  this,  re* 

mained  — 
Pick  his  weapon  up  and  use  it  on  myself.    I  so  had  gained 
Sleep  the  earlier,  leaving  England  probably  to  pay  on  still 
Bent  and  taxes  for  half  India,  tenant  at  the  Frenchman's  wHL" 
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«  Siieh  the  ton ''nid  I  <' the  matter  tekeswikh  70a?    Then  I 


— No^  by  not  one  jot  nor  tittle^  —  of  yoor  act  my  estunate. 
Fear  —  I  wish  I  could  detect  there:  courage  fronts  me,  plain 

enough  — 
GbU  it  deeperationy  madness — never  mind !  for  here 's  in  roagh 
Why,  had  mine  been  sach  a  trial,  fear  had  overcome  disgrace. 
True,  disgrace  were  hard  to  bear:  but  sach  a  msh  against  God's 

face 
— None  of  that  for  me,  Lord  Flas8y»  sinoe  I  go  to  church  at  times. 
Say  the  creed  my  mother  taught  me  I     Muiy  years  in  foreign 

Bab  some  marks  away -» not  all,  though!    We  poor  sinners 

reach  life's  brink. 
Overlook  what  rolls  beneath  it,  recklessly  enough,  but  think 
There  's  advantage  in  what 's  left  ub«— ground  to  stand  on,  time 

to  call 
'  Lord,  have  mer<nr ! '  ere  we  topple  over — do  not  leap,  that 's 

all!" 
(%,  he  made  no  answer,  re-absorbed  into  his  cloud.     I  caught 
Something  like  ''  Yes  — courage :  only  fools  will  call  it  fear." 

If  aught 
Comfort  you,  my  great  unhappy  hero  Clive,  in  that  I  heard. 
Next  week,  how  your  own  hand  dealt  you  doom,  and  uttered 

just  the  word 
^  Fearfully  courageous ! "  ^  this,  be  sure,  and  nothing  else  I 

groaned. 
I'm  no  dive,  nor  panon  either:  Olive's  worst  deed  — well 

hope  condoned. 


MUlilTEEH. 

If  a  stranger  passed  the  tent  of  H6seyn,  he  cried  "  A  churl's! " 
Or  haply  '*  God  help  the  man  who  has  neither  salt  nor  bread !  " 
—  ''Nay,"  would  a  friend  exclaim,  ''he  needs  nor  pit^  nor 

scorn 
More  than  who  spends  small  thought  on  the  shore-eand,  picking 

pearls, 
—Holds  but  in  light  esteem  the  seed-sort,  bean  instead 
On  his  breast  a  moon-like  prize,  some  orb  which  of  night  makes 

mom. 

"  What  if  no  flocks  and  herds  enrich  the  son  of  Sin^  ? 
They  went  when  his  tribe  was  mulct,  ten  thousand  camels  the 
due, 
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Blood-valae  paid  perlorce  for  a  moider  done  of  old. 
^  God  eave  them,  let  them  go  I     But  never  since  time  began, 
Moleykeh,  peerless  mare,  owned  master  the  match  of  you. 
And  yon  are  my  prize,  my  Pearl:  I  laogh  at  men's  land  and 
gold!' 

<^  So  in  the  pride  of  his  soul  laughs  Hdseyn —  and  right,  I  say. 
Do  the  ten  steeds  ran  a  race  of  gloxy  ?    Outstripping  all. 
Ever  Mnl^ykeh  stands  first  steed  at  the  yictor's  staff. 
Who  started,  the  owner's  hope,  gets  shamed  and  named,  thai 

day. 
<  Silence,'  or,  last  bat  one,  is  '  The  Cuffed,'  as  we  use  to  call 
Whom  the  paddock's  lord  thrusts  forth.     Bight,  H6seyn,  I  say, 

toUtoghl" 

<<Boasto  he  Mnl^ykeh  the  Pearl?"  the  stranger  replies :  <'Be 

sure 
On  him  I  waste  nor  scorn  nor  pity,  bat  lavish  both 
On  Dohl  the  son  of  Sheybdn,  who  withers  away  in  heart 
For  envy  of  H6seyn's  luck.     Sach  sickness  admits  no  cure. 
A  certain  poet  has  sang,  and  sealed  the  same  with  an  oath, 
'For  the  vulgar — fl<^ks  and  herds!    The  Pearl  is  a  priae 

apart'" 

Lo,  Dohl  the  son  of  Sheybdn  comes  riding  to  Hdseyn's  tent. 
And  he  casts   his  saddle  down,  and  enters   and  ''Peace!' 

bids  he. 
^  You  are  poor,  I  know  the  cause :  my  plenty  shall  mend  the 

wrong. 
'T  is  said  of  your  Pearl — the  price  of  a  hundred  camels  spent 
In  her  purchase  were  scarce  ill  paid  :  such  prudence  is  far  from 

me 
Who  proffer  a  thousand.    Speak  I    Long  parley  may  last  too 

long." 
• 
Said  Hdseyn,  *^  You  feed  young  beasts  a  many,  of  famous  breed, 
Slit-eared,  unblemished,  fat,  true  offspring  of  Mdzennem : 
There  stumbles  no  weak-eyed  she  in  the  line  as  it  climbs  the  hilL 
But  I  love  Mul^ykeh's  face  :  her  forefront  whitens  indeed 
Like  a  yellowish  wave's  cream-crest.     Toar  camels  —  go  gaie 

on  them  I 
Her  fetlock  is  foam-splashed  too.    Myself  am  the  richer  stilL'' 

A  year  goes  by :  lo,  back  to  the  tent  again  rides  DuhL 
"  You  are  open-hearted,  ay — moist-huided,  a  very  prince. 
Why  should  I  speak  of  sale  ?     Be  the  mare  your  simple  gift! 
My  son  is  pined  to  death  for  her  beauty :  my  wife  prompts  '  Fool, 
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Beg  for  his  sake  the  Pearl  I     Be  God  the  rewarder,  sinee 
Grod  pays  debts  seyen  for  one :  who  squanders  on  Him  shows 
thrift'" 

Said  HiSsejrn,  <<  God  gives  eaeh  man  one  life,  like  a  lamp,  then 

gives 
That  lamp  due  measure  of  oil:  lamp  lighted  — hold  high,  wave 

wide 
Its  comfort  for  others  to  share  ]  once  quench  it,  what  help  is  left? 
The  oil  of  your  lamp  is  your  son :  I  shine  while  Mul^keh  lives. 
Would  I  beg  your  son  to  cheer  my  dark  if  Mul^ykeh  died  ? 
It  is  life  against  life :  what  good  a  vails  to  the  lif ce-bereft  ?  " 

Another  year,  and  —  hist!     What  craft  is  it  Duhl  designs? 
"Ea  alights  not  at  the  door  of  the  tent  as  he  did  last  time. 
But,  creeping  behind,  he  gropes  his  stealthy  way  by  the  trench 
Half-round  ^  he  finds  the  flap  in  the  folding,  for  night  combines 
With  the  robber  —  and  such  is  he :  Duhl,  covetous  up  to  crime, 
Must  wring  from  H6seyn's  grasp  the  Pearl,  by  whatever  the 
wrench* 

''He  was  hnngei^itten,  I  heard :  I  tempted  with  half  my  store, 
And  a  gibe  was  all  my  thanks.     Is  he  generous  like  Spring  dew  ? 
Account  the  fault  to  me  who  chaffered  with  such  an  one! 
He  has  killed,  to  feast  chance  comers,  the  creature  he  rode : 

nay,  more  — 
For  a  couple  of  singing^ls  his  robe  has  he  torn  in  two : 
I  will  beg !  Yet  I  nowise  gained  by  the  tale  of  my  wife  and  son. 

*  I  swear  by  the  Holy  House,  my  head  will  I  never  wash 
TiU  I  filch  his  Pearl  away.     Fair  dealing  I  tried,  then  guile. 
And  now  I  resort  to  force.    He  said  we  must  live  or  die  : 
Let  him  die,  then,  —  let  me  live !     Be  bold  —  but  not  too  rashl 
I  have  found  me  a  peeping-place :  breast,  bury  your  breathing 

while 
I  explore  for  myself  I     Now,  breathe  I     He  deceived  me  not, 

the  spy ! 

''  As  he  said — there  lies  in  peace  Hdseyn — how  happy  1    Beside 
Stands  tethered  the  Pearl :  thrice  winds  her  headstall  about  his 


T is  therefore  he  sleeps  so  sound  —the  moon  through  the  roof 

reveals. 
And,  loose  on  his  left,  stands  too  that  other,  known  far  and  wide, 
Bnh^yseh,  her  sister  bom :  fleet  is  she  yet  ever  missed 
The  winning  tail's  fire-flash  a^tream  past  the  thunderous  heeU 
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^<  No  less  ahft  itands  saddled  and  bridled,  tfaia  seeond,  in  ease 

some  thief 
Should  enter  and  seize  and  flj  with  the  first,  as  I  mean  to  do. 
What  then  ?    The  Pearl  is  the  Pearl :  once  monnt  her  we  both 

escape." 
Through  the  skirt-fold  in  glides  Duhli  —  so  a  serpent  disturbs 

no  leaf 
In  a  bush  as  he  parts  the  twigs  entwining  a  nest :  dean  through, 
He  is  noiselessly  at  his  work :  as  he  plumed,  he  performs  Uie 

rape. 

He  has  set  the  tent^kx>r  wide,  has  baekled  the  girth,  has  dipped 
The  headstall  away  from  the  wrist  he  leayes  thrice  bound  as 

before. 
He  springs  on  the  Pearl,  is  launched  on  the  desert  like  bolt  from 

bow. 
Up  starts  our  plundered  man :  from  his  breast  though  the  heart 

be  ripped, 
Tet  his  mind  has  the  mastery :  behold,  in  a  minute  more. 
He  is  out  and  off  and  away  on  Buh^yseh,  whose  worth  we  know ! 

And  Hdseyn  —  his  blood  turns  flame,  he  has  learned  long  dnee 

to  ride, 
And  Bnh^yseh  does  her  part,  —they  gain  —  they  are  gaining 

fast 
On  the  fugitiye  pair,  and  Dnhl  has  Ed-Dtoaj  to  cross  and  quit, 
And  to  r^ich  the  ridge  El-Saban,  —  no  safety  till  that  be  spied ! 
And  Buh^yseh  is,  bound  by  bound,  but  a  hor8e4ength  off  at  last, 
For  the  Pearl  has  missed  Uie  tap  of  the  bed,  the  touch  of  the  bit. 

She  shortens  her  stride,  she  chafes  at  her  rider  the  strange  and 

queer: 
Buh^yseh  is  mad  with  hope— beat  sister  she  shall  and  must, 
Though  Dnhl,  of  the  hand  and  bed  so  dumsy,  she  has  to  thaoL 
She  is  near  now,  nose  by  tail  —  they  are  neck  by  croup  —  joy ! 

fear! 
What  foUy  makes  Hdseyn  shout ''  Dog  Duhl,  Damned  son  of 

the  Dust, 
Touch  the  ririit  ear  and  press  with  your  foot  my  Pearl's  left 

flank  r' 

And  Dnhl  was  wise  at  the  word,  and  MuMykeh  as  prompt  per 

ceived 
Who  was  urging  redoubled  pace,  and  to  hear  him  was  to  obey, 
And  a  leap  indeed  gare  she,  and  eyanished  forevermore. 
And  Hdsejrn  looked  one  long  last  look  as  who,  all  bereaTed* 
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Looks,  fain  to  follow  the  dead  to  far  as  the  fiving  may : 

Then  he  tunied  Bnh^yseh's  nedk  alov  homeward,  weeping  sore.- 

And,  lo,  in  the  sunrise,  still  sat  Hdseyn  upon  the  ground 
Weeping :  and  neighbors  came,  the  tribesmen  of  B^nn-Asid 
In  the  vale  of  green  Er-Rass,  and  they  questioned  him  of  his 

grief; 
And  he  told  from  first  to  last  how,  serpent-like,  DohJ  had  wound 
His  way  to  the  nest,  and  how  Dohl  rode  like  an  ape,  so  bad ! 
And  how  Bnh^yseh  did  wonders,  yet  Pearl  remained  with  the 

thief. 

And  they  jeered  him,  one  and  all :  ^'  Poor  Hdseyn  is  crazed  past 

hope! 
How  else  had  he  wrooght  himself  his  ruin,  in  fortune's  spite  ? 
To  have  simply  held  the  tongue  were  a  tadi  for  a  boy  or  girl, 
And  here  were  Mulfykeh  again,  the  eyed  like  an  antelope. 
The  child  of  his  heart  by  day,  the  wife  of  his  breast  by  night ! "  — 
''And  the  beaten  in  speed!''  wept  Hdseyn.   ^'Ton  never  have 

loved  my  PearL" 


FIETBO  OF  ABANO. 

Petrus  Aponensis — there  was  a  magician  I 

When  that  strange  adventure  happened,  which  I  mean  to  tell 

my  hearers. 
Nearly  had  he  tried  all  trades — beside  physician, 
Architect,  astronomer,  astrologer,— or  worse : 
How  else,  as  the  old  books  warrant,  was  he  able. 
All  at  once,  through  all  the  world,  to  prove  the  promptest  of  ap- 

pearers 
Where  was  prince  to  cure,  tower  to  build  as  high  as  Babel, 
Star  to  name  or  sky-sign  read, —  yet  pouch,  for  pains,  a  curse  ? 

—  Curse :  for  when  a  vagrant,  —  foot-sore,  travel-tattered, 
Now  a  young  man,  now  an  old  man,  Turk  or  Arab,  Jew  or 

Ph>fferea  foik  in  passing— O  for  pay,  what  mattered  ?  — 

'^  1 11  be  doctor,  lil  play  builder,  star  I  'U  name  —  sign  read  !  " 

Soon  as  prince  was  cured,  tower  built,  and  fate  predicted, 

^  Who  may  you  be  ? ''  came  the  question ;  when  he  answered 

^  Petrus  ipse,'' 
**  Just  as  we  divined !  **  cried  folk  •— ''  A  wretch  convicted 
Long  ago  of  dealing  with  the  devil — you  indeed  I  " 


Digitized  by 


Google 


168  DRAMATIC  IDYLS 

So,  tfaej  carsed  him  ronndlj,  aU  his  lahor's  payment, 
Motioned  him — the  convalescent  prince  wonld — to  vacate  the 

presence : 
Babylonians  plocked  his  beard  and  tore  his  raiment, 
Drove  him  from  that  tower  he  bnilt :  while,  had  he  peered  at 

stars, 
Town  howled  *' Stone  the  qnack  who  shrles  oar  DoMtar— - 

Sirins!" 
Country  yelled  '^  Aroint  the  churl  who  prophesies  we  take  no 


Under  vine  and  fig4aree,  since  the  year's  delirious, 

Bears  no  crop  of  any  kind,  —  all  through  the  planet  Mars  I  '* 

Straightway  would  the  whilom  youngster  grow  a  grisard, 

Or,  as  case  might  hap,  the  hoary  eld  <uop  off  and  mom  a  stripling. 

Town  and  country  groaned  — indebted  to  a  wizard ! 

'^  Curse  —  nay,  kick  and  cuff  him — fit  requital  of  his  pains  I 

Gratitude  in  word  or  deed  were  wasted  truly  I 

Bather  make  the  Church  amends  by  ciying  out  on,  cramping, 

crippling 
One  who,  on  pretence  of  serving  man,  serves  duly 
Man's  arch  foe :  not  ours,  be  sure,  but  Satan's — his  the  gains !  ** 

Peter  grinned  and  bore  it,  such  disgraceful  usage : 

Somehow,  cu£b  and  kicks  and  curses  seem  ordained  his  like  to 

suffer: 
Prophet's  pay  with  Christians,  now  as  in  the  Jews'  age. 
Still  is  —  stoning :  so,  he  meekly  took  his  wage  and  went, 
—  Safe  again  was  found  ensconced  in  those  old  quarters, 
Padua's  blackest  blindest  by-street,  —none  the  worse,  nay,  some- 
what tougher : 
''  Calculating, "  quoth  he,  *^soon  I  join  the  martyrs. 
Since,  who  magmfy  my  lore  on  burning  me  are  bent."  * 

Iherefore,  on  a  certain  evening,  to  his  alley 

Peter  slunk,  all  bruised  and  broken,  sore  in  body,  sick  in  spitity 

*  '*  Stndiaado  le  mie  dfre  ool  oompttno, 
RilaTO  ohe  flar6  presto  BottenA, 
Perohi^  del  mio  saper  n  fa  gna  oniMo, 
E  gl'  ignoruiti  m'  hanno  moflBo  gnena." 

Said  to  have  been  f  onnd  in  a  well  at  Abano  in  the  last  oentuy.  They 
were  extemporaneonsly  Englished  thus :  not  as  Father  Pkont  ohose  to  pre* 
f er  them : 

Studying  my  ciphen  with  the  oompass, 

I  reclum  —  I  soon  shall  be  below-ground ; 
Becanse,  of  my  lore  folk  make  great  mmpns, 

And  war  on  myself  makes  each  doll  rogne  roand. 
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Just  escaped  from  Cairo  where  he  launched  a  galley 

Needing  neither  sailfl  nor  oars  nor  help  of  wind  or  tide, 

— Needing  bat  the  fume  of  fire  to  set  aflying 

Wheels  like  mad  which  whirled  yon  quick  —  North,  Soath, 

where'er  yon  pleased  require  it,  — 
Ihat  is  —  would  have  done  so  had  not  priests  come  prying, 
Broke  his  engine  up  and  bastinadoed  him  beside. 

As  he  reached  his  lodging,  stopped  there  unmolested, 
(Neighbors  feared  him,  urchins  fled  him,  few  were  bold  enough 

to  follow) 
While  his  fambling  fingers  tried  the  lock  and  tested 
Once  again  the  queer  key's  virtue,  oped  the  sullen  door,  — 
Someone  plucked  his  sleeve,  cried,  ''  Master,  pray  your  pardon  I 
Grrant  a  word  to  me  who  patient  wait  you  in  your  archway's 

hoUow  I 
Hard  on  you  men's  hearts  are :  be  not  your  heart  hard  on 
Me  who  kiss  your  garment^s  hem,  O  Lord  of  magic  lore ! 

^'  Mage  —  say  I,  who  no  less,  scorning  tittle-tattle. 

To  the  vulgar  give  no  credence  when  they  prate   of  Peter's 

magic. 
Deem  his  art  brews  tempest,  hurts  the  crops  and  cattle. 
Hinders  fowls  from  laying  eggs  and  worms  from  spinning  silk, 
Rides  upon  a  he-goat,  mounts  at  need  a  broomstick : 
While  the  price  he  pays  for  this  (so  turns  to  comic  what  was 

tragic) 
Is  —  he  may  not  drink —dreads  like  the  Day  of  Doom's  tick  — 
One  poor  drop  of  sustenance  ordained  mere  men — that 's  milk ! 

''  Tell  such  tales  to  Padua !     Think  me  no  such  dullard  ! 

Not  from  these  benighted  '^mrts  did  I  derive  my  breath  and 

being! 
I  am  from  a  land  whose  cloudless  skies  are  colored 
Livelier,  suns  orb  largelier,  airs  seem  incense, — while,  on  earth — 
What,  instead  of  mss,  our  fingers  and  our  thumbs  cull. 
Proves  true  mdy  7  sounds  and  sights  there  help  the  body's  hear- 
ing, seeing. 
Till  the  soul  grows  godlike :  brief,  —  you  front  no  numskull 
Shaming  by  ineptitude  the  Greece  that  gave  him  birth  I 

^'  Marie  within  my  eye  its  iris  mystic-lettered  — - 

That 's  my  name  I  and  note  my  ear  — its  swan-shaped  cavity, 

nay  emblem  I 
IGne  's  the  swan-like  nature  bom  to  fly  unfettered 
Over  land  and  sea  in  search  of  knowledge  — food  for  song. 
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Art  denied  the  vn^ar!    Geese  grow  fat  on  bariey, 

Swans  require  ethereal  provend,  ondesirons  to  resemUe  'em  — « 

Soar  to  seek  Apollo  —  fiftvored  with  a  parley 

Such  as.  Master,  you  grant  me  —  who  will  not  hold  yoa  long. 

'<  Leave  to  learn  to  nng  — for  that  your  swan  petitions: 

Master,  who  possess  the  seeret,  say  not  nay  to  saeh  a  soitor ! 

All  I  ask  is  — bless  mine,  purest  of  ambitions ! 

Grant  me  leave  to  make  my  kind  wise,  free,  and  hamir !    How? 

Jttst  by  making  me — as  yon  are  mine — their  modell 

Geese  have  goose-thonghts :  make  a  swan  their  teacher  first,  then 

coadjutor,  — 
Let' him  introduce  swan-notions  to  each  noddle,  — 
Geese  will  soon  grow  swans,  and  men  become  what  I  am  now  I 

<'  That 's  the  only  magic  —  had  but  fools  discernment, 

Could  they  probe  and  pass  into  the  solid  throi^  the  soft  and 

seeming! 
Teach  me  such  true  magic  —  now,  and  no  adjournment ! 
Teach  your  art  of  making  fools  subserve  the  man  of  mind  I 
Magic  is  the  power  we  men  of  mind  should  practise, 
Draw  fools  to  become  our  drudges  —  docile  henceforth,  never 

dreaming— 
While  they  do  our  bests  for  fancied  gain  —  the  fact  is 
What  they  toil  and  moil  to  get  proves  falsehood :  truth 's  bo- 
hind! 

<<  See  now !  you  conceive  some  fabric  -*-  say,  a  mansion 

Meet  for  monarch's   pride  and  jdeasure:   tins    is   truth— a 

thought  has  fired  you. 
Made  you  min  to  give  some  cramped  concept  expansion. 
Put  your  faculty  to  proof,  fqlfil  yodr  nature's  task. 
First  you  fascinate  the  monarch's  self :  he  fancies 
He  it  was  devised  the  scheme  you  execute  as  he  inspired  yon : 
He  in  turn  sets  slaving  insignificances 
Toiling,  moiling  till  your  structure  stands  there  —  all  you  ask ! 

'^  Soon  the  monarch 's  known  for  what  he  was  —  a  ninny : 
Soon  the  rabble-rout  leave  labor,  take  their  work-day  wage  and 

vanish: 
Soon  the  late  puffed  bladder,  pricked,  shows  lank  and  skinny  — i 
'  Who  was  its  inflator  ? '  ask  we,  ^  whose  the  giant  lungs? ' 
Petri  en  puLmmes  i     What  thon^  men  prove  ingrates? 
Let  them  —  so  they  stop  at  crucifixion  —  buffet,  ban  and  bamsh' 
Peter's  power 's  apparent :  human  praise  ^-  its  din  grates 
Harrii  as  bhune  on  ear  unnsed  to  anght  save  angels'  tongues. 
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*^  Ay»  there  have  been  always,  sinoe  oar  world  existed, 

Mages  who  possessed  the  secret— -needed  but  to  stand  still,  fix 

eye 
On  the  foolish  mortal:  strai^t  was  he  enlisted 
Soldier,  scholar,  senrant,  sUye  —  no  matter  for  the  style  I 
Only  thioagh  illusion ;  ever  what  seemed  profit  — 
Love  or  lucre  —  justified  obedience  to  the  IjMe  dixi : 
Work  done  ^  palace  feared  innn  pavement  up  to  soffit — 
Was  it  strange  if  builders  smelt  out  cheating  all  the  while  ? 

"  Let  them  pelt  and  pound,  bruise,  bray  yon  in  a  mortar ! 
What 's  the  odds  to  you  who  seek  reward  of  quite  another  na- 
ture? 
Ton  Ve  enrolled  your  name  where  sages  of  your  sort  are, 
—  Michael  of  Constantinople,  Hans  of  Halberstadtl 
Nay  and  were  you  nameless,  still  yon  've  your  conviction 
Ton  it  was  and  only  you — what  signifies  the  nomenclature  ?  — 
Bnled  the  world  in  faet,  though  how  you  ruled  be  fiction 
Fit  for  fools:  true  wisdom's  magic  you— if  e'er  man — had  't  I 

^But  perhaps  you  ask  me,  *  Since  each  ignoramus 

While  he  profits  by  such  magic  persecutes  the  bene&ctor, 

What  should  I  expect  but  —  once  I  render  famous 

You  as  Michael,  Hans,  and  Peter— iust  one  ingrate  more  ? 

If  the  vulgar  prove  thus,  whatsoe'er  tiie  pelf  be. 

Pouched  throi^  my  beneficence — and  doom  me  dungeoned, 

chained,  or  racked,  or 
Fairly  burned  outright —how  grateful  will  yourself  be 
When,  his  secret  gained,  you  match  your  —  master  just  before  ? ' 

"*  That 's  where  I  await  you !    Please,  revert  a  little ! 

What  do  folks  report  about  you  if  not  this  —  which,  though 

chimeric. 
Still,  as  figurative,  suits  you  to  a  tittle— 
That,  —  iJthoug^  the  elements  obey  your  nod  and  wink. 
Fades  or  flowers  the  herb  you  chance  to  smile  or  sigh  at, 
While  your  &own  bids  earth  quake  palled  by  obscuration  atmos- 
pheric, — 
Brief,  slthongh  through  nature  naught  resists  jonrfiaty 
There 's  yet  one  poor  subetanoe  mocks  you  —  milk  you  may  not 
drink! 

^  figurative  language !    Take  my  explanation  I 

Fame  with  fear,  and  hate  with  homage,  these  your  art  procures 

infdenty. 
All's  but  daily  dry  bread :  what  makes  moist  the  ration? 
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Jjovej  the  milk  that  sweetens  man  his  meal  —  alas,  yoa  lack : 
I  am  he  who,  since  he  fears  yon  not,  can  love  701L 
Love  is  bom  of  heart  not  mind,  de  oorde  tuUua  hand  de  mente  ; 
Touch  mj  heart  and  love 's  yours,  sore  as  shines  above  yoa 
Son  by  chy  and  star  by  night  though  earth  should  go  to  wrack ! 

**  Stage  by  stage  you  lift  me— -  kiss  by  kiss  I  hallow 

Whose  but  your  dear  hand  my  helper,  punctual  as  at  each  new 

impulse 
I  approach  my  aim  ?    Shell  chipped,  the  eaglet  callow 
Needs  a  parent's  pinion-push  to  quit  the  eyne's  edge : 
But  once  fairly  launched  forth,  denizen  of  ether, 
While  each  effort  sunward  bids  the  blood  more  freely  through 

each  limb  pulse, 
Sure  the  parent  feels,  as  gay  they  soar  together, 
Fully  are  all  pains  repaid  when  love  redeems  its  pledge ! " 

Then  did  Peter's  tristful  visage  lighten  somewhat, 

Vent  a  watenr  smile  as  though  inveterate  mistrust  were  thawing. 

"  Well,  who  knows  ?  "  he  slow  broke  silence.    *^  Mortals  — come 

what 
Come  there  may — are  still  the  dupes  of  hope  there  *s  luck  in 

store. 
Many  scholars  seek  me,  promise  mounts  and  marvels : 
Here  stand  I  to  witness  how  they  step  'twixt  me  and  clapper- 
clawing! 
Dry  bread, — that  I  Ve  gained  me :  truly  I  should  starve  else : 
But  of  milk,  no  drop  was  minel     Well,  shuffle  cards  once 
more  I " 

At  the  word  of  promise  thus  implied,  our  stranger  — 

What  can  he  but  cast  his  arms,  in  rapture  of  embrace,  round 

Peter? 
<<  Hold  I  I  choke  I  "  the  mage  grunts.    **  Shall  I  in  the  manger 
Any  longer  play  the  dog  ?    Approach,  my  calf,  and  feed ! 
Bene  •  .  .  won't  you  wait  for  grace  ?  "     But  sudden  incense 
Wool-white,  serpentnrolid,  curled  up  —  perfume  growing  sweet 

and  sweeter 
Till  it  reached  the  young  man's  nose  and  seemed  to  win  sense 
Soul  and  all  from  out  his  brain  through  nostril :  yes,  indeed ! 

Presently  the  young  man  rubbed  his  eyes.     ^*  Where  am  I  ? 

Too  mudi  bother  over  books  !  Some  reverie  has  proved  amus- 
ing. 

What  did  Peter  prate  of  ?     'Faith,  my  brow  is  clammy ! 

How  my  head  throbs,  how  my  heart  thumps!  Can  it  be  1 
swooned  ? 
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Oh,  I  spoke  my  speech  oat  —  cribbed  from  Plato's  tractate. 
Dosed  him  with  *  the  Fair  and  Good,'  swore-—  Dog  of  Egypt — 

I  was  choosing 
Plato's  way  to  serve  men !    What 's  the  hour?    Exact  eight  I 
Home  now,  and  to-morrow  neyer  mind  how  Plato  mooned ! 

^  Peter  has  the  secret !    Fair  and  Good  are  prodacts 

(So  he  said)  of  Fool  andEyil:  one  most  bring  to  pass  the  other. 

Just  as  poisons  grow  drags,  steal  through  sandry  odd  ducts 

Doctors  name,  and  ultimately  issue  safe  and  changed. 

You  'd  abolish  poisons,  treat  disease  with  dainties 

Such  as  suit  the  sound  and  sane?    With  all  such  kickshaws 

vain  you  pother ! 
Arsenic 's  the  stuff  puts  force  into  the  &unt  eves, 
Opimn  sets  the  brain  to  rights — by  etA  and  care  deranged* 

^  What,  he 's  safe  within  door  ?  — *  would  escape  —  no  ques- 
tion- 
Thanks,  since  thanks  and  more  I  owe,  and  mean  to  pay  in  tame 

befitting. 
What  most  presses  now  is  —  after  night's  digestion, 
Peter,  of  thy  precepts  1  —  promptest  practice  of  the  same* 
Let  me  see !    The  wise  man,  first  of  all,  scorns  riches: 
But  to  scorn  them  must  obtain  them :  none  believes  in  his  per- 
mitting 
Gold  to  lie  a^;aihered :  who  picks  up,  then  pitches 
Gold  away — philosophizes :  none  disputes  his  claim. 

*'  So  with  worldly  honors :  't  b  by  abdicating, 

Locontestably  he  proves  he  could  have  kept  the  crown  dis- 
carded. 

Sulla  cuts  a  figure,  leaving  off  dictating: 

Simpletons  laud  private  life  ?    '  The  grapes  are  sour,'  laugh  we. 

So,  again  — but  why  continue  ?    All 's  tumultuous 

Here :  my  head 's  a-whirl  with  knowledge.  Speedily  shall  be 
rewarded 

He  who  taught  me  1   Greeks  prove  ingrates  ?  So  insult  you  us  ? 

When  your  teaching  bears  its  first-fruits,  Peter  —  wait  and  see ! " 

As  the  word,  the  deed  proved ;  ere  a  brief  year's  passage, 
Fop — that  fool  he  made  the  jokes  on  —  now  he  made  tiie  jokes 

for,  ^TO^is.* 
Hunks  — that  hoarder,  long  left  lonely  in  his  crass  age  — 
Found  now  one  appreciative  deferential  friend : 
Powder^Munt^uid-patch,  Hag  Jezebel  —  recovered, 
Strange  to  say,  the  power  to  please,  got  courtship  till  she  cried 

Jamiotis/ 
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FoD  be-flattored,  Hankfl  be-frieiided.  Hag  be-lovered  — 
Nobody  o'erlooked,  sare  God-— he  soon  attained  his  end. 


As  he  lounged  at  ease  one  momtng  in  his  Tilla, 
(Hag 's  the  dowry)  estimated  (Ho^'  beqnest)  his  coin  in  eoSeiv 
Mused  on  how  a  f  ooFs  good  word  (Fop's  word)  coold  fill  a 
Social  circle  with  his  praise,  promote  him  man  of  mark,  — 
All  at  once — ''  An  old  friend  fain  would  see  yonr  Highness !  " 
There  stood  Peter,  skeleton  and  seaieeiow,  plun  writ  PA^^^^o- 

In  the  woe-worn  face — for  yellowness  and  dryness, 
Parchment — with  a  pair  of  eyes  —  one  hope  their  feeUe  qMik. 

<*  Did  I  counsel  ri^^tly  ?    Have  yon,  in  aoeordanoe, 
Prospered  greatly,  dear  my  pupil  ?    Sure,  at  just  the  stage  I 

find  you. 
When  your  hand  may  draw  me  forth  from  the  mad  war-dance 
Savages  are  leading  round  your  master  —  down,  not  dead. 
Padua  wants  to  buirn  me :  balk  them,  let  me  linger 
Life  out  —  rueful  though  its  remnant  —  hid  in  some  safe  hole 

behind  you  I 
Prostrate  here  I  lie :  quick,  help  with  but  a  fijiger 
Lest  I  house  in  safety's  self  —  a  tombstone  o'er  my  head  I 

'^  Lodging,  bite  and  sup,  with  —  now  and  then  —  a  copper 

—  Alms  for  any  poorer  still,  if  such  there  be,  -—  is  all  my  asking. 

Take  me  for  your  bedesman, -—nay,  if  you  think  proper, 

Menial  merely,  —  such  my  perfect  passion  for  repose  I 

Yes,  from  out  your  plenty  Peter  erayes  a  pittance 

— Leave  to  thaw  his  frozen  hands  before  the  fire  whereat  you 're 

basking! 
Double  though  vour  debt  were,  grant  this  boon— -remittance 
He  proclaims  of  obligation  :  't  is  himself  that  owes  I  " 

«  Venerated  Master  —  can  it  be,  such  treatment 
Learning  meets  with,  magic  fails  to  guard  yon  from,  by  all  ap- 
pearance? 
Strange !  for,  as  you  entered,  —what  the  famous  feat  meant, 
I  was  full  of,  —  why  vou  reared  that  fabric,  Padua's  boast. 
Nowise  for  man's  pride,  man's  pleasure,  did  yon  slyly 
Baise  it,  but  man's  seat  of  rule  whereby  the  world  should 

have  clearance 
(Happy  world)  from  such  a  root  as  now  so  vilely 
Handles  you  —  and  hampers  me,  for  which  I  grieve  the  moat. 


^  Since  if  it  got  wind  you  now  were  my  familiar, 

How  could  I  protect  you — nay,  defend  myself  against  the  rabble  ? 
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Wftit  until  the  mob,  now  masten,  willy-nilly  are 

SeirantB  as  they  ahonld  be :  then  has  gratitade  fall  play ! 

Surely  tbis  experience  shows  how  unbefitting 

'Tia  that  minds  like  mine  shonld  rot  in  ease  and  plenty,    Qoese 

may  gabble. 
Gorge,  and  keep  the  gronnd :  bat  swans  are  soon  for  quitting 
fkoihly  &re  —  as  fain  would  I,  yoor  swan,  if  tau^^t  the  way. 

*'  Teaeh  me,  then,  to  role  men,  have  them  at  my  pleasure  I 
Solely  for  their  good,  of  course,  —  impart  a  secret  worth  re- 
warding, 
Since  the  proper  life's-prize  I    Tantalus's  treasure 
Aught  beside  proyes,  vanishes,  and  leayes  no  trace  at  all. 
Wait  awhile,  nor  press  for  payment  prematurely  I 
Over-haste  defrauds  you.    Thanks  I  since,  —  eyen  while  I  speak, 

■-^discarding 
Sloth  and  yain  delights,  I  learn  how  —  swiftly,  surely — 
Magic  sways  the  sceptre,  wears  the  crown  and  wields  the  ball ! 

'^  Gone  again"— what,  is  he?    'Faith,  he 's  soon  disposed  of! 
Peter's  precepts  work  already,  put  within  my  lump  their  leayen ! 
Ay,  we  needs  must  don  glove  would  we  pluck  the  rose — doff 
SOken  garment  would  we  dimb  the  tree  and  take  its  fruit 
Why  sharp  thorn,  rough  rind  ?    To  keep  unyiolated 
Either  prize !    We  garland  us,  we  mount  from  earth  to  feast  in 

heaven. 
Just  because  eodst  what  once  we  estimated 
Hindrances  which,  better  taught,  as  helps  we  now  compute. 

<'  Foolishly  I  turned  disgusted  from  my  fellows ! 

Pits  of  ignorance — to  nil,  and  hei^  of  prejudice  —  to  level  — 

Multitudes  in  motley,  whites  and  blacks  and  yellows  — 

What  a  hopeless  ta^  it  seemed  to  discipline  the  host ! 

Now  I  see  my  error.     Vices  act  like  virtues 

—  Not  alone  because  they  guard  —  sharp  thorns  —  the  rose  we 

first  dishevel, 
Not  because  they  scrape,  scratch — rough  rind  —  through  the 

dir^shoes 
Bare  feet  ding  to  bole  with,  while  the  half-mooned  boot  we 

boast 


''No,  my  aim  is  nobler,more  disinterested  I 

Man  shiul  keep  what  seemed  to  thwart  him,  since  it  proves  his 

true  assistance. 
Leads  to  ascertaining  which  head  is  the  best  head, 
Would  he  crown  his  body,  rule  its  members— -lawless  else. 
Ignorant  the  horse  stares,  by  deficient  vision 
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Takes  a  man  to  be  a  monster,  lets  him  momit,  then,  twice  the 

distance 
Hone  could  trot  unridden,  gallops  —  dream  Elysian  !  — 
Dreaming  that  his  dwarfish  guide's  a  giant,  —  jockeys  tell  V 

Brief,  so  worked  the  spell,  he  promptly  had  a  riddance : 
Heart  and  brain  no  longer  felt  the  pricks  which  passed  for 

conscience-flcraples : 
Free  henceforth  his  feet,  —  Fer  BaeeOj  how  they  did  dance 
Merrily  through  lets  and  checks  that  stopped  the  way  before ! 
Politics  the  prize  now,  —  such  adroit  adviser, 
Opportune  snggester,  with  the  tact  that  triples  and  qnadmplee 
Merit  in  each  measure,  —  never  did  the  Kaiser 
Boast  as  subject  such  a  statesman,  friend,  and  something  more ! 

As  he,  up  and  down,  one  noonday,  paced  his  closet 

—  ConnciL  o'er,  each  spark  (his  hint)  blown  flame,  by  coHeagoea' 

breath  applauded. 
Strokes  of  statecraft  hailed  with  ''ScUamo  si  nSasetf" 
(His  the  nostrum)  —  every  throw  for  luck  come  doubl&«ix,  -^ 
As  he,  pacing,  hugged  himself  in  satisfaction. 
Thump  —  the  door  went     *^  What,  the  Kaiser  ?    By  none  else 

were  I  defrauded 
Thus  of  well-earned  solace.     Since  't  b  fate's  exaction,-^ 
Enter,  liege  my  Lord !     Ha, Peter, you  here?     Teneor  vixf  '* 

**  Ah,  Sir,  none  the  less,  contain  yon,  nor  wax  irate !  "^ 

You  so  lofty,  I  so  lowly,  —  vast  the  space  which  yawns  between 

usi 
Still,  methinks,  you  —  more  than  ever  —  at  a  high  rate 
Needs  must  prize  poor  Peter's  secret  since  it  lifts  you  thus. 
Grant  me  now  the  boon  whereat  before  you  bogg^ ! 
Ten  long  years  your  march  has  moved  —  one  triumph  — 

^ough  e  's  short)  —  haetintUj 
While  I  down  and  down  disastrously  have  joggled 
'nil  I  pitch  against  Death's  door,  the  true  Nee  Ultra  Plus. 

''Tears  ago  —  some  ten  'tis  —  since  I  sought  for  sheltev, 
Craved  in  your  whole  house  a  doset,  out  of  all  your  meana  a 

comfort. 
Now  you  soar  above  these :  as  is  gold  to  spelter 
So  is  power  —  you  urged  with  reason  —  paramount  to  wealth. 
Power  you  boast  in  plenty :  let  it  grant  me  refuge  I 
House-room  now  is  out  of  question :  find  for  me  some  stronghold 

—  some  fort  — 
Privacy  wherein,  immured,  shall  this  blind  deaf  huge 
Monster  of  a  mob  let  stay  the  soul  I  'd  save  by  stealth! 
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■^  At,  for  all  too  mach  with  magic  have  I  tampered  I 

^Loet  the  world,  and  gained,  I  fear,  a  certain  pbee  I'm  to 

describe  loth ! 
Still,  if  prayer  and  fiuting  tame  the  pride  long  pampered, 
Mercy  maj  be  mine  :  amendment  never  comes  too  late. 
How  can  1  amend  beset  by  cnrsers,  kickers  ? 
Flnck  this  brand  from  oat  the  bnming  I    Once  away,  I  take  my 

Bible^mth, 
Never  more  —  so  long  as  life's  weak  lamp-flame  flickers-— 
No,  not  once  1 11  tease  yoo,  bat  in  silence  bear  my  fatel*' 

**  Gently,  good  my  Genios,  Oracle  onerring ! 

Strange  now !  can  yoa  gaess  on  what — as  in  yoa  peeped— -it 

was  I  ponderod  ? 
Toa  and  I  are  both  of  one  mind  in  preferring 
Power  to  wealth,  bat-^here  's  the  point  —  what  sort  of  power, 

lask? 
Ruling  men  is  vulgar,  easy,  and  ignoble : 
Bid  yourself  of  conscience,  quick  you  have  at  beck  and  call  the 

fond  herd. 
But  who  wields  the  erooer,  down  may  fling  the  crow-bill : 
That's  the  power  I  covet  now ;  soul's  sway  o'er  souls — my  task! 

**  ^  Well  bat,'  yoa  object, '  you  have  it,  who  by  glamour 

Dress  up  lies  to  look  like  truths,  mask  f oUy  in  the  garb  of 

reason: 
Tour  soul  acts  on  theirs,  sure,  when  the  people  clamor, 
Hold  their  peace,  now  fight  now  fondle,  —  earwigged  through 

the  brains.' 
Possibly  I  but  still  the  operation 's  mundane, 
Grosser  than  a  taste  demands  which -^  craving  manna— kecks 

at  peason*- 
Power  o'er  men  by  wants  material :  why  should  one  deign 
Bole  by  sordid  hopes  and  fears — a  grunt  for  all  one's  pains  ? 

^'No,  if  men  must  praise  me,  let  them  praise  to  purpose ! 
Would  we  move  the  world,  not  earth  but  heaven  must  be  our 

fulcrum  — pou  sto  / 
Thus  I  seek  to  move  it:  Master,  whv  interpose  — 
Balk  my  climbing  dose  on  what 's  (he  ladder's  topmost  round? 
Statecraft  'tis  I  step  from :  when  by  priestcraft  hoisted 
Up  to  where  my  foot  may  touch  the  highest  rung  which  fate 

allows  toe, 
Then  indeed  ask  favor'.     On  you  shall  be  foisted 
No  excuse ;  1 11  pay  my  debt,  each  penny  of  the  pound  I 
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*'  Ho,  1x17  knares  withcmt  there !    Lead  this  worthy  downstairs  1 
No  -fiuvwell,  good  Paul— nay,  Peter — what's  yonr  name  re- 
membered rightly  ? 
Come,  he  'a  hamble :  ont  another  would  have  flounced  —  airs 
Suitors  often  give  themselTea  when  oar  sort  bow  them  forth. 
Did  I  toach  his  rags  ?    He  sorely  kept  his  distance : 
Yet,  there  somehow  passed  to  me  from  him -^  where'er  the 

▼irtae  might  lie  — 
Something  that  inspires  my  soul  —  Oh,  by  assistanee 
DoubUessly  of  Peter!  — still,  he 'a  worth  just  what  he's  worth! 

"  'Tis  my  own  sonl  soars  now:  soaring— i how ?    By  crawling ! 
I'll  to  Rome,  before  Rome's  feet  the  temporal-flapreme  lay 

prostrate! 
*  Hands '  (I  '11  say)  *  proficient  once  in  xmlling,  haahng 
This  and  that  way  men  as  I  was  minded  — » feet  now  clasp ! ' 
Ay,  the  Kaiser's  self  has  wrong  them  in  his  ferror ! 
Now — they  only  soe  to  slave  for  Bom^e,  nor  at  one  doit  the 

cost  rate. 
Home's  adopted  child — no  bone,  no  muscle,  nerve  or 
Sinew  of  me  hot  I  '11  strain,  though  oot  my  life  I  gasp  1 " 

As  he  stood  one  evening  proodly  — *  (he  had  trayersed 

Borne  on  horseback  —  peerless  pageant  I  —  daimed  the  Lateran 

as  new  Pope)  -— 
Thinking  <' All 's  attained  now !  Pontiff  I    Who  oould  haye  erst 
Dreamed  of  my  advance  so  far  when,  some  ten  years  ago, 
I  embraced  deyotion,  grew  from  priest  to  bidiop, 
Gained  the  Purple,  bribed  the  Condaye,  got  the  Two-thirds,  saw 

my  coop  ope. 
Came  oot  —  what  Rome  hails  met    O  were  there  a  wishshop, 
Not  one  wish  more  would  I  porchase — lord  of  all  below! 

^'Ha — who  dares  introde  now— puts  aside  the  arras  ? 
What,  old  Peter,  here  affain,  at  soch  a  time,  in  soch  a  presence? 
Satan  sends  this  plagoe  back  merely  to  embarrass 
Me  who  enter  on  my  o£Elce  —  little  needing  yoo ! 
'Faith,  I  'm  tooched  myself  by  age,  but  yoo  look  Tithon  I 
Were  it  vain  to  seek  of  yoo  the  sole  prize  left— rejoyenescenoe  ? 
Well,  since  flesh  is  grass  which  Time  most  lay  his  scythe  on, 
Say  yoor  say  and  so  depart  and  make  no  more  ado !  " 

Peter  faltered  —  coogbing  first  by  way  of  prologoe  — 
''  Holiness,  yoor  help  comes  late :  a  death  at  ninety  little  mattera 
Padoa,  faoild  poor  Peter's  pyre  now,  on  log  roll  log. 
Bom  away  —  I've  lived  my  day!     Tet  here's  the  sting  in 
death  — 
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I'ye  an  AoUior^s  pride:  I  want  my  Book's  snrvhral : 

See,  I  Ve  hid  it  in  my  lireast  to  wann  me  'mid  the  rags  and  tat> 

tenl 
Save  it — tell  next  age  your  Master  had  no  rival ! 
Sdiolar's  debt  discharged  in  faU,  be '  Thanks '  my  latest  breath !  *' 

^  Faaghy  the  frowsy  bondle  — seribUings  hamm-searom 
Scattered  o'er  a  dozen  sheepskins!     What's  the  name  of  this 

farrago? 
Bis^-^^  ConoiliaioT  IHffermUarvm*  -^ 
Man  and  book  may  bom  together,  cause  the  world  no  loss ! 
Stop — what  else?    A  tractate  —  A^  ^ Ih  Speoiebus 
CeremofUcUis  Mor^inB  ? '    I  dream  sure  I    Hence,  awaT,  go, 
^Vnzard,  —  quick  avoid  me  I    Vain  yoa  dasp  my  knee,  boss 
Hand  that  bean  the  Fisher's  ring  or  foot  that  boasts  1^  CSross  I 

^HelpI    The  old  magician  clings  like  an  octopos I 

Ah,  yoa  rise  now — foming,  fr^ting,  frowning,  if  I  read  your 

features! 
Frown,  who  cares?    We're  Pope "— once  Pope,  you  can't  im- 

popens! 
Good— -yoa  muster  ap  a  smile:  that 's  better  I    Still  so  brisk  ? 
All  at  once  grown  youthfal  ?    Bat  the  case  is  plain !     Ass  — 
Here  I  dally  with  the  fiend,  yet  know  the  Word — compels  all 

creatores 
Earthly,  heavenly,  heUish.    Apage^  Sathanas 
DieamverbumSalonumii^*' ^'-^ieite/**  When— whiski  — 

What  was  changed  ?    The  stranger  gave  his  eyes  a  robbing : 
There  smiled  Peter's  face  turned  back  a  moment  at  him  o'er  the 

shoulder, 
As  the  black-door  shut,  bang !     '^  So  he  'scapes  a  drobbing  1 " 
(Q^oth  a  boy  who,  onespied,  had  stopped  to  hear  the  talk.) 
**  That 's  the  toy  to  thank  these  wizards  when  they  bid  men 
Benedidte  !     What  ails  yoa  ?    Ton,  a  man,  and  yet  no  bolder  ? 
Foreign  Sir,  yoa  look  bat  foolish !  "    ''  Idmeriy  idmen  /  " 
Grxoaned  the  Greek.    ''  O  Peter,  cheese  at  last  I  know  from 

chalk!" 

Peter  lived  his  life  oat,  menaced  yet  no  marinrr, 

Knew  himself  the  mighty  man  he  was  —  sach  knowledge  all  his 

gaerdon. 
Left  the  world  a  big  book  —  people  bat  in  part  err 
When  they  style  a  trae  SoienticB  Comrpenrdirym : 
^AdmvratUmem  ineutU  "  they  soorly 
Smile,  as  &8t  they  shat  the  folio  which  myself  was  somehow 

spurred  on 
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Once  to  ope :  bat  loye  — -  life's  milk  which  daily,  hoariy, 
Blockheads  lap  —  O  Peter,  still  thy  taste  of  love 's  to  come ! 

Grreek,  was  Tour  ambition  likewise  doomed  to  failnie  ? 

True,  I  find  no  record  yoa  wore  purple,  walked  wfth  axe  and 

fauces, 
Played  some  antipope's  part:  still,  friend,  don't  torn  tail,  you're 
Certain,  with  bat  these  two  gifts,  to  gain  earth's  prize  in  time !   ' 
Cleyemess  uncurbed  by  conscience  —  if  you  ransacked 
Peter's  book  you  'd  find  no  potent  sped!  like  these  to  rule  the 


Nor  should  want  example,  had  I  not  to  transact 
Other  business.    Go  your  ways,  you'll  thriye!    So  ends  my 
rhyme. 


When  these  parts  Tiberius —  not  yet  Cnsar — trayeUed, 
Passinff  Padua,  he  consulted  Padua's  Oracle  of  Geryon 
(God  miee-headed,  thrice  wise)  just  to  get  unrayelled 
Certain  tangles  of  his  future.    '*  Fling  at  Abano 
Golden  dice,"  it  answered :  ''  dropt  within  the  fount  there, 
Note  what  sum  the  pips  present  I  "    And  still  we  see  eadi  die^ 

the  yery  one, 
Turn  up,  through  the  crystal,  —  read  the  whole  account  there 
Where  't  is  told  by  Saetonius,  —  each  its  highest  throw. 

Scarce  the  sportiye  fancy-dice  I  fling  show  <<  Venus : " 
Still  -^  for  loye  of  that  dear  land  which  I  so  of t  in  dreams  re- 
visit— 
I  have — oh,  not  sung  I  but  IQted  (as  —  between  us  — 
Grows  my  lazy  custom)  this  its  legend.     What  the  lilt  ? 
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A  Rabbi  told  me :  On  the  day  allowed 
Satan  for  earping  at  God's  roloy  he  came^ 
IVesh  from  our  earth,  to  brave  the  angel-crowd. 

"< What  10  the  fault  now?  "    <<This  I  find  to  bkme: 
Many  and  varions  are  the  tongoes  below, 
Yet  all  agree  in  one  speech,  aU  proclaim 

*^  *  Hell  has  no  might  to  match  what  earth  can  show: 
Death  is  the  strongestpbom  of  Hell,  and  yet 
Stronger  than  Dei^  is  a  Bad  Wife,  we  know/ 

^Is  it  a  wonder  if  I  fame  and  fret — 
Robbed  of  my  rights,  since  Death  am  I,  and  mine 
The  style  of  Strongest  ?    Men  pay  Nature's  debt 

^Becaose  they  must  at  my  demand ;  decline 
To  pay  it  h^cef orth  sorely  men  will  please, 
Proyided  fausbands  with  bad  wives  combine 

«To  baffle  Death.    Jn^  between  me  and  these  I  '* 
^Thyself  shalt  judge,     descend  to  earth  in  shape 
Of  mortal,  many,  drain  &om  froth  to  lees 

^The  bitter  draught,  then  see  if  thou  escape 
Condnding,  wi&  men  sorrowful  and  sage, 
A  Bad  Wife's  strength  Death's  self  in  vain  would  apel ' 

How  Satan  entered  on  his  pilgrimage. 

Conformed  himself  to  earthly  ordixuince. 

Wived  and  played  husband  well  from  youth  to  age 

Intrepidly  —  I  leave  untold,  advance 
Through  many  a  married  year  until  I  reach 
A  day  when  ^- of  his  father's  countenance 

The  very  image,  like  him  too  in  speech 

As  wen  as  thought  and  deed,  ^-  the  union's  fruit 

Attained  maturity.     '*  I  needs  must  teach 

^My  son  a  trade :  but  trade,  such  son  to  suit, 
Needs  seeking  after.    He  a  man  of  war  ? 
Too  cowardly  I    A  lawyer  wins  repute-^ 
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*<  Having  to  toil  and  moil,  thongh — bodi  which  are 
Beyond  this  dnggsrd.     There 's  Divinity : 
No,  that  'b  mj  own  bread-winner  —  that  be  far 

''Frommy  poor  oAq^ring!    Fhync?    Ha,  we'll  try 
If  this  M  praetieable.     Where's  my  wit? 
Asleep  ?  —  since,  now  I  come  to  think  •  .  •  Ay,  ay! 

''  Hither,  my  son !     Exactly  have  I  hit 
On  a  prof ession  lor  thee.    Medieui'-^ 
Behold,  thon  art  appointed !     Yea,  I  spit 

^  Upon  thine  eyes,  bestow  a  virtae  thus 
That  henceforth  not  this  homan  form  I  wear 
Shalt  thou  perceiye  alone,  bat  —  one  of  as 

^  By  privilege-— thy  fleshly  si^  shall  bear 
Me  in  my  spirit-person  as  I  walk 
The  world  and  take  my  prey  appointed  there. 

**  Doctor  once  dabbed «— what  ignorance  shall  balk 
Thy  march  triumphant  ?    Diagnose  the  gout 
As  colic,  and  prescribe  it  cheese  for  chalk  — 

''Nomatter!    All'sone:  eore  shall  come aboat 
And  win  thee  wealth— -fees  paid  with  sach  a  roar 
Of  thanks  and  praise  alike  fiom  lord  and  loat 

«  As  never  stanned  man's  ears  on  earth  before. 
'  How  may  this  be  ?  '     Why,  that 's  my  sceptic !     SooA 
Trath  will  corrapt  thee,  soon  thou  doabt'st  no  more ! 

'<  Why  is  it  I  bestow  on  thee  the  boon 
Of  recognizing  me  the  while  I  go 
Invisibly  among  men,  morning,  noon, 

''And  night,  from  hoose  to  honse,  and  —  quick  or  slow-* 
Take  my  appointed  prey  ?    They  sammon  thee 
For  help,  suppose  :  obey  the  summons !  so  ! 

'' Enter,  look  round !    Where  *8  Death  ?    Know  — lam  h 
Satan  who  work  all  evil :  I  who  bring 
Pain  to  the  patient  in  whatever  degree. 

**  If  then,  am  there :  first  glanoe  thine  eve  shall  fling 
Will  find  me — whether  distant  or  at  hand, 
As  I  am  free  to  do  my  spiriting 
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^  At  woA  mere  fint  glance  thoa  tfaalt  nodentand 
Wherefore  I  reach  no  higher  np  the  room 
Than  door  or  window,  wh^n  mj  fxyrm  is  scanned. 

"  Howe'er  friends'  faces  please  to  gather  gloom, 
Bent  o'er  the  siek, — howe'er  himself  despondsy  — 
In  sach  case  Dea^  i/»  not  the  8^fferer's  doom. 

'<  Contrariwise,  do  friends  rejoice  my  bonds 
Are  broken,  does  tbe  captiye  in  his  torn 
Crow  *  Life  shall  o<wqaer '  ?    Nip  these  foolish  fronds 

''  Of  h^M  a«proat,  if  haply  tbou  discern 
Me  at  the  head  —  my  victim's  head,  be  sure ! 
Forth  now !    This  taqght  thee,  little  else  to  leaml " 

And  forth  he  went.     Polk  heard  him  ask  demnre, 
^  How  do  yoa  style  tibis  ailment  ?     (There  he  peeps. 
My  father,  through  th^  arras !)     Sirs,  the  cure 

^  Is  plain  as  A  B  C !    Experience  steeps 
Blossoms  of  pennyroyal  half  an  hour 
In  dierris.    Suma4  /  —  Lo,  how  sound  he  sleeps  — > 

**  The  subject  you  presumed  was  past  the  power 
Of  Galen  to  relieye  I "    Or  else,  <<  How 's  this  ? 
Why  call  for  help  so  tardily  ?    Clouds  lour 

^Portentously  indeed.  Sirs !  (Naught's  amiss : 
He 's  at  the  bed-foot  merely.)  StSl,  the  storm 
May  pass  averted  — not  by  quacks,  I  wis, 

**  Like  you,  my  masters  I     Ton,  forsooth,  perform 
A  miracle  ?     Stand,  sciolists,  aside  1 
Blood,  ne'er  so  coldyiU  ignoranAC  grows  warm  I  " 

Which  boasting  by  result  was  justified. 

Big  as  might  words  be :  whether  drugged  or  left 

Dragless,  the  patient  always  lived,  not  died. 

Gveat  the  heir's  patitnde,  so  nigh  bereft 

Of  all  he  prized  m  this  world :  sweet  the  smile 

Of  disconcerted  rivals  :  '<  Cure  ?  —  say,  theft 

''From  Nature  in  despite  of  Art  — so  style 
This  off-hand  kill-or-cure  work  I     Tou  did  much, 
I  bad  done  more :  folk  cannot  wait  awhile !  " 
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Bat  did  the  ease  change  ?  was  it  — -  ^^  Scaxtwly  such 
The  symptoms  as  to  warrant  omr  reconxse 
To  joxa  skill,  Doctor  I    Tet  since  just  a  tooch 

<<  Of  pulse,  a  taste  of  breiOli,  has  all  the  force 
Widi  yon  of  long  investisation  claimed 
By  others, — trMks  an  adment  to  its  source 

'<  IntoitiYely, — ma^  we  ask  onblamed 

What  from  this  pmiple  you  prognosticate  ?  " 
*<  Death  1  **  was  the  answer,  as  he  saw  and  named 

The  coacher  by  the  sick  man's  head.    ''  Too  late 
Ton  send  for  my  assistance.    I  am  bold 
Only  by  Nature's  leaye,  and  bow  to  Fate ! 

*'  Besides,  yon  have  my  riyals :  lavish  gold ! 
How  comfortably  qmck  shall  life  depart 
Cosseted  by  attentions  manifold  I 

''  One  day,  one  hour  ago,  perchance  my  art 
E[ad  done  some  service.    Since  yon  have  yoorselvQe 
Chosen  —before  the  horse  —  to  put  the  cart, 

'^  Why,  Sirs,  the  sooner  that  the  sexton  delves 
Toor  patient's  grave  the  better  I     How  yon  stare 
—Shallow,  for  all  the  deep  books  on  your  shelves  I 

'^Fareyou  weUyfomUersr'    Do  I  need  dedare 
What  name  and  fame,  what  riches  recompensed 
The  Doctor^s  practice  ?    Never  anywhere 

Such  an  adept  as  daily  evidenced 

Each  new  vaticination  1    Oh,  not  he 

like  dolts  who  dallied  witb  their  scmples,  fenced 

With  subterfage^  nor  gave  oat  frank  and  free 
Something  decisive  I    If  he  said  '*  I  save 
The  patient,"  saved  he  was :  if  <' Death  will  be 

'^  His  portion,"  yoa  might  coant  him  dead.    Tbos  brave^ 
Behold  oar  worthy,  sans  competitor 
Throoghoat  the  coantry,  on  tLe  architrave 

Of  Glory's  temple  golden4ettered  for 
Machaon  rediwimB  I    So,  it  fell 
Thaty  of  a  sadden,  when  the  Emperor 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DOCTOR  186 

Was  smit  by  sore  difloaso,  I  need  not  tell 

If  any  other  Doctor's  aid  was  sought 

To  come  and  forthwith  make  the  sick  Prince  wdL 

**  He  will  reward  thee  as  a  monarch  ought 
Not  mnch  imports  the  malady ;  bat  tSen, 
He  clings  to  Uf  e  and  cries  like  one  distraoght 

^  For  thee -r*  who,  fromanmple  citizen, 
May'st  look  to  rise  in  nmk,  —  nay,  haply  wear 
A  medal  with  his  portrait,  —  always  when 

**  Recovery  is  quite  accomplished.    There  I 
Pass  to  the  presence ! "     Hardly  has  he  crossed 
The  chamber's  threshold  when  he  halts,  aware 

Of  who  stands  sentry  by  the  head.    All 's  lost 
''Sire,  nanght  avails  my  art:  you  near  the  soal, 
And  end  the  race  by  giving  up  the  ghost 

''How?  "  died  the  monarch :  "  Names  upon  your  roll 
Of  half  my  subjects  rescued  by  your  skill  — 
Old  and  young,  rich  and  poor — crowd  cheek  by  jowl 

"  And  yet  no  room  for  mine  ?    Be  saved  I  willl 
Why  else  am  I  earth's  foremost  potentate? 
Add  me  to  these  and  take  as  fee  your  fill 

^  Of  gold— that  point  admits  of  no  debate 
Between  us :  save  me,  as  you  can  and  must,  — 
Gold,  till  your  gown's  pouch  cracks  beneath  the  weig^  1  ^ 

This  touched  the  Doctor.    "  Truly  a  home4linist» 
P^urent,  you  will  not  parry !     Have  I  dared 
Entreat  that  you  forego  Uie  meal  of  dust 

"—Man  that  is  snake's  meat-— when  I  saw  prepared 
Your  daily  portion?    Never!     Just  this  once, 
Go  from  his  head,  then,— let  his  life  be  spared  I  ** 

Whisper  met  whisper  in  the  gruff  response : 
"  Fool,  I  must  have  my  prey :  no  inch  I  budge 
From  where  thou  see'st  me  thus  myself  ensconce.** 

"Ah,"  moaned  the  sufferer,  "  by  thy  look  I  judge 
Wealth  fails  to  tempt  thee :  what  if  honors  prove 
More  efficacious  ?    Naught  to  him  I  grudge 
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^  Who  saves  me.    Only  keep  my  head  abote 
The  doad  that 's  creeping  round  it— I  '11  divide 
My  empire  with  thee!    No?    What's  left  hot --love? 

«' Does  love  alliire  thee?    WeU  then,  take  as  bride 
My  only  daughter,  fair  beyond  belief  I 
Save  me  — ttMnorrow  sludl  the  knot  be  tied !  ** 

^  Father,  yon  hear  him !    Respite  ne'er  so  brief 
Is  all  I  beg :  go  now  and  come  again 
Next  day,  for  aaght  I  care :  respect  the  grief 

«  Mme  will  be  if  thy  &8t4»om  saes  mvain!  " 

*'  Fool,  I  most  have  my  prey ! "  was  all  he  got 

In  answer.    But  a  fancy  crossed  his  brain. 

*^  I  have  it !    Sire,  methinks  a  meteor  shot 
Just  now  across  the  heavens  and  neatraHxed 
Jove's  salutary  inflaence :  'neath  tiie  blot 

<*  Flnmb  are  yon  placed  now :  wdl  that  I  sonnised 

The  cause  of  fallare !    Knaves,  reverse  the  bed !  ** 
<<  Stay ! "  groaned  the  monarch,  ■'  I  shall  be  ca|)sixed*«-> 

<<  Jolt — jolt — my  hdeh  uplift  where  late  my  head 
Was  lying— sure  I'm  turned  right  round  at  last! 
What  do  you  say  now,  Doctor  ?  *'    Naught  he  sadd* 

For  why  ?    With  <me  brisk  leap  the  Antic  paaaed 
From  couch-foot  back  to  pillow,  —  tA  bef ote, 
Lord  of  the  situation.     Long  aghaet 

The  Doctor  gazed,  then  '<  Tet  one  trial  more 
Is  left  me  "  inwardly  he  uttered.    <<  Shame 
Upon  thy  flinty  heart !     Do  I  implore 

^  This  trifling  favor  hi  the  idle  name 
Of  mercy  to  the  moribund  ?    I  plead 
The  cause  of  all  thou  dost  affect :  my  aim 

<<  Befits  my  author  I     Why  would  I  succeed  ? 
Simply  that  by  success  I  may  promote 
The  growth  of  thy  pet  virtues  — pride  and  greed. 

*'  But  keep  thy  favors !  -^  curse  thee  I     I  devote 
Henceforth  my  service  to  the  other  side. 
No  time  to  lose :  the  rattle 's  in  his  throat 
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«So, — iiattole»f«  006  last  retouroo  imtriad, -— 
Bim  to  my  hoiua  with  all  haate,  tomabody ! 
Bring  me  that  knobatick  tbanea^  to  often  plied 

^  With  profit  by  the  aatrologer — shall  I 
Diadoin  its  hdp,  the  myatie  Jaeob'a-Staff  ? 
Size,  do  bat  have  the  courage  not  to  die 

«<  TiU  this  aniye !     Let  none  of  yon  dare  laogh  I 
ThoQg^  nigged  its  exterior,  I  hare  seen 
That  implement  work  wonders,  send  the  chaff 

^  Quick  and  thick  flying  from  the  wheat  —  I  mean, 
^  metaphor,  a  human  sheaf  it  threshed 
Flail-like.     Go  fetch  it !     Or  — a  word  between 

^  Jnst  yon  and  me,  friend !  ^-go  bid,  onabashed, 
My  mother,  whom  you  '11  find  there,  bring  the  stick 
Herself— herself,  mind  I'*    Out  the  hMkey  dashed 

2Sealoas  npon  the  errand.    Craft  and  trick 
Are  meai  and  drink  to  Satan :  and  he  grinned 
—  How  else  ?  —  at  an  ezense  so  polittc 

Forfiufaue:  seaiee  would  Jaeob't-Staff  rescind 
Fate's  firm  decree  I     And  erar  as  he  neared 
The  agonizing  one,  his  breath  like  wind 

Froze  to  the  marrow,  while  his  eyeflash  seared 
Sense  in  the  bzain  up :  cloaefier  and  more  dose 
Pressing  his  prey,  when  at  the  door  appeared 

-^ Who  bat  his  Wife  the  Bad?    Whereof  one  dose, 

One  grain,  one  mito  of  the  medicament, 

Sufficed  him.    Up  he  sprang.    One  word,  too  grosa 

To  soil  my  lips  with,-— and  throngh  ceiling  went 
Somehow  the  Husband.     '*  That  a  storm  's  dispersed 
We  know  for  certain  by  the  snlphnry  scent  I 

^HaU  to  the  Doctor!    Who  but  one  so  versed 
In  all  Dame  Natore's  secrets  had  prescribed 
The  staff  thoa  opportunely  ?    Style  him  first 

*^  And  foremost  of  physicians !  "    ^  I  'ye  imbibed 
Elixir  sorely/'  sniiled  the  prince,  —  "  haye  gained 
New  lease  of  life.    Dear  Doctor^  how  yon  bribed 
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**  DeatJi  to  f oxego  me,  boots  not :  yoa  're  obtuned 
My  daoj^ter  and  hier  dowry.     Death,  I  've  heazd. 
Was  still  on  earth  the  strongest  power  that  reigned, 

««Exocp[ytaBad  Wifel"    Wherennto  demnned 
Nowise  the  Doetor,  so  refused  the  fee 
—  No  dowry,  no  bad  wife  I 

«  Yon  think  absurd 
This  tale?  "  —the  Babbi  added :  <'Tnie,  our  Tahnnd 
Boasts  sondrv  sach :  yet  — have  our  elders  ened 
In  tihinlring  there 's  some  water  there,  not  all  mod  ? '' 
I  tell  it,  as  the  Babbi  told  it  me. 


PAN  AND  LUNA. 

Si  erad«re  dfgnnm  est  —  G^orgie.  JJL  890. 

O  WOBTHT  of  belief  I  hold  it  was, 

"Urgil,  yonr  legend  in  those  strange  three  lines  I 

No  qnestion,  that  adventare  came  to  pass 

One  black  night  in  Arcadia:  yes,  the  pines, 

Moontains  and  valleys  mingling  made  one  mass 

Ot  black  with  y<nd  Uack  heaven :  the  earth's  confines. 

The  sky's  embrace,  —below,  above,  aroond. 

All  hardened  into  black  without  a  boond. 

FtSI  up  a  swart  stone  chalice  to  the  brim 
With  fresh-squeesed  yet  fastrthickening  poppy-joioe : 
See  how  the  sluggish  jelly,  late  »«wim, 
Turns  marble  to  the  touch  of  who  would  loose 
The  solid  smooth,  grown  jet  from  rim  to  rim. 
By  turning  round  the  bowl !     So  night  can  fuse 
Earth  with  her  all-comprising  sky.     No  less, 
light,  the  least  spark,  shows  air  and  emptiness. 

And  thus  it  proved  when  —  diving  into  space, 

Stript  of  all  vapor,  from  each  web  of  mist 

Utterly  film-free— entered  on  her  race 

The  naked  Moon,  full-orbed  antagonist 

Of  night  and  dark,  night's  dowry :  peak  to  base, 

Upstarted  mountains,  and  each  valley,  kissed 

To  sudden  life,  lay  silver-bright :  in  air 

Flew  she  revealed,  Maid-Moon  with  limbs  all  bare. 
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StOl  as  she  fled,  each  depth— where  refuge  aeemed  «— 

Openixiff  a  lone  pale  chamber,  left  distinct 

llMMe  hmba:  'inid  atillpretrettlang  bine,  she  teemed 

Herself  with  whiteneasy  —  Tirginal,  micinct 

By  any  halo  save  what  finely  gleamed 

To  oofline  not  disgaiae  her:  heaven  was  linked 

In  one  accord  with  earth  to  quaff  the  joy, 

I>rain  beauty  to  the  dregs  without  alloy. 

Whereof  she  grew  aware.    What  help  ?    When,  lo^ 
A  succorable  cloud  with  sleep  lay  dense : 
Some  pinetre&top  had  caught  it  sailing  slow, 
And  tethered  for  a  prize :  m  evidence 
Capttye  lay  fleece  on  fleece  of  piled-np  snow 
Drowsily  patient :  flake-heaped  how  or  whenoCy 
Ihe  structure  of  that  succorable  cloud. 
What  matter  ?    Shamed  she  plunged  into  its  shroud. 

Orbed-— so  the  woman-figure  poets  call 
Becanae  of  rounds  on  rounds — that  apple-shaped 
Head  which  its  hair  binds  dose  into  a  ball 
Each  dde  the  curving  ears  — that  pure  undraped 
Pout  of  the  sister  paps — that  .  .  •  Once  for  all, 
Say— -her  consummate  circle  thus  escaped 
With  its  innumerous  cirdets,  sank  absorbed, 
Safe  in  the  doud  —  0  naked  Moon  full-orbed ! 

But  what  means  this?    The  down^  swathes  combine^ 
Conglobe,  the  smothery  coy-caressmg  stuff 
Curdles  about  her!    Vain  each  twist  and  twine 
Those  lithe  limbs  try,  encroached  on  by  a  fluff 
Fitting  as  dose  as  fits  the  dented  spine 
Its  flexile  ivoir  outside-flesh :  enough ! 
The  plumy  drifts  contract,  condense,  oonstringe, 
Till  she  is  swallowed  by  the  feathery  springe. 

As  when  a  pearl  sHps  lost  in  the  thin  foam 

Churned  on  a  searshore,  and,  o'er-frothed,  conceits 

Herself  safe-housed  in  Amphitrite's  dome,  — 

If,  through  the  bladdery  waye-worked  yeast,  she  meets 

What  most  she  loathes  and  leaps  from,  —  df  from  gnome 

No  gladlier,  —finds  that  safest  of  retreats 

Bubble  about  a  treacherous  hand  wide  ope 

To  grasp  her —  (divers  who  pick  pearls  so  grope)  — 

So  lay  this  Maid-Moon  dasped  around  and  caught 
By  rough  red  Pan,  the  god  of  all  that  tract : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


190  DRAMATIC  IDYLS 


He  h  WM  aeheiiied  the  anaie  ttiiu  mMj  wron^ 
With  aimTilated  eMrtf>4>reath,  ~  wool4nfti  p^ched 
Into  a  billowy  wnqppage.    Sheep  fu'^oii^ 
For  spotless  shearings  yield  mieh :  takethelaot 
As  learned  Virgil  gives  it,  —how  the  breed 
Whitens  itself  f orerer :  yes,  indeed ! 

If  one  forefather  tain,  thonrii  pure  as  ehalk 

From  tinge  on  fleece,  should  still  display  a  tongue 

Blaek  'neath  the  beasf  s  moist  paLete,  prompt  man  balk 

The  propagating  plagae :  he  gets  no  yoong : 

They  rath^  slay  him,  —  sell  his  hide  to  euk 

Ships  with,  first  steepied  in  pitch,  —  nor  hands  are  wnng 

In  sorrow  lor  his  &te :  protected  thns. 

The  purity  we  lore  is  guned  for  ns. 

So  did  Girl-Moon,  by  just  her  attiibnte 
Of  unmatched  modesty  betrayed,  lie  trapped, 
Braised  to  the  breast  of  Pan,  half  god  half  brute, 
Baked  by  his  bristly  boar«ward  while  he  lapped 

—  Never  say,  kissed  her !  that  were  to  pollute 
Love's  langoage  —which  moreover  proves  unapt 
To  tell  how  she  recoiled  —  as  who  finds  thorns 

Where  she  sought  flowers  —  when,  feeling,  she  touched -< 
horns! 

Then  —  does  the  legend  say?  —  first  moon-eclipse 

Happened,  first  swooning-fit  which  pazzled  sore 

The  early  sages  ?    Is  that  why  she  dips 

Into  the  dar^  a  minute  and  no  more. 

Only  so  long  as  serves  her  ^diile  she  rips 

The  cloud's  womb  throng^  and,  fianltless  as  before, 

Pursues  her  way  ?    No  lesson  for  a  maid 

Left  she,  a  maid  herself  thus  trapped,  betrayed? 

Ha,  Virgil?    Tell  the  rest,  you  I     ^To  tiie  deep 
Of  his  domain  the  wOdwood,  Pan  forthwith 
Called  her,  and  so  she  followed"  —  in  her  sleep, 
Sorely  ?  —  '<  by  no  means  spuming  him."    The  myth 
Ezi^jiin  who  mav !    Let  all  else  go,  I  keep 

—  As  of  a  ruin  just  a  monolith— 

Thus  much,  one  verse  of  five  words,  each  a  boon : 
Arcadia,  night,  a  cloud.  Pan,  and  the  moon* 
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"^  Tough  liim  ne^er  so  lic^y,  into  song  he  broke  : 
Soil  so  qniok-ieoeptiYey — not  one  f eathezHMed, 
Not  one  flowezKliist  fell  bat  straight  its  &11  awoke 
Vitalising  virtae :  song  would  song  saooeed 
Sodden  as  spontaneous  —  prove  a  poet-sool  1 " 

Indeed? 
Bock 's  the  soogMl  rather,  surface  hard  and  bare  : 
Sun  and  dew  their  mildness,  storm  and  frost  their  rage 
Vainly^  both  expend, — few  flowers  awaken  there  : 
Quiet  in  its  elext  broods  —  what  the  after-age 
Knows  and  names  a  pine,  a  nation's  heritage. 
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WANTING  IS  — WHAT? 

WAKTiNois  —  what? 
.   Smnmer  ledandant, 
BlnenesB  abandanty 

—  Where  18  the  blot? 

Beamy  the  world,  yet  aUank  all  the  samey 

—  Framework  which  waits  for  a  picture  to  frame  t 
What  of  the  leafage,  what  of  the  flower? 

B0M6  emboweling  with  muight  they  embower  I 
Come  then,  complete  inoom^etiony  O  comer. 
Pant  through  the  blneness,  perfect  the  smnmer ! 
Breathe  bat  one  breath 
Bose-beanty  above. 
And  aU  that  was  death 
Grows  life,  grows  lore^ 
Grows  love  I 

DONALD. 

^  WiLLyoa  hear  my  story  also, 

— Hnge  Sport,  brave  adventure  in  plenty? '' 
The  boys  were  a  band  from  Oxford, 
The  oldest  of  whom  was  twenty. 

The  bothy  we  held  carouse  in 

Was  bright  with  fire  and  candle ; 
Tale  followed  tale  like,  a  merry-go-roond 

Whereof  Sport  tamed  the  handle. 

In  oar  eyes  and  noses  —  tarf-smoke : 

In  oar  ears  a  tane  from  the  trivet. 
Whence  <<  Boiling,  boiling,"  the  kettle  sang, 

"^  And  ready  for  fresh  GlenUvet" 


Digitized  by 


Google 


194  JOCOSERTA 

So,  f est  capped  f  eat,  with  a  yengeanee : 
Trathfly  thooghy  —  the  lads  were  loyal : 
*<  Grouse,  fivescore  brace  to  the  bag ! 
Deer,  ten  boors'  stalk  of  the  Boyall " 

Of  boasting,  not  one  bit,  boys ! 

Only  there  seeiii^  to  settie 
Somehow  above  yonr  cwAj  heads, 

—  Plain  through  the  singing  ketde^ 

Palpable  through  the  doud, 

As  each  new-puffed  Havana 
Rewarded  the  teller's  well-told  tale,  -» 

This  vaunt  <<To  Sport— Hosannal 

«<  Hunt,  fish,  shoot. 

Would  a  man  fulfil  life's  duty ! 
Not  to  the  bodily  frame  alone 

Does  Sport  give  strength  and  beauty^ 

<'  But  character  gains  in  —  courage  ? 
Ay,  Sir,  and  much  beside  it  1 
Tou  don't  sport,  more  'b  the  pity : 
Tou  soon  would  find,  if  you  tried  % 

**  Good  sportsman  means  good  fellow, 
Sound-hearted  he,  to  the  centre; 
Your  mealy-mouthed  mild  miUuops 
— TlieTe  's  where  the  rot  can  enter  t 

<<  There 's  where  the  dirt  will  breed, 
The  shabbiness  Sport  would  banish ! 
Oh  no.  Sir,  no  ]     In  your  honored  case 
AU  such  objections  vanish. 

<<  'T  is  known  how  hard  you  studijBd  : 
A  Double-First —  what,  the  jigger  I 
Give  me  but  half  your  Latin  and  Gred^ 
1 11  never  again  touch  trigger! 

«<StiIl,  tastes  are  tastes,  allow  me ! 
Allow,  too,  where  there 's  keenness 
For  Sport,  there 's  littie  likelihood 
Of  a  man's  displaying  meanness !  ** 

So,  put  on  my  metde,  I  interposed. 
<<  WOl  you  hear  my  story?''  (juotii  L 
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^*  Never  mind  how  long  emee  it  hi^ipedy 
I  sat,  as  we  Bifcy  in  a  bothy ; 

**  With  as  merry  a  band  o£  matos,  too, 
Undergrads  all  on  a  level : 
(One 's  a  Bishop^  one 's  gone  to  the  Beneh, 
And  one 's  gone— wdl,  to  the  DeviL) 

**  When,  lo,  a  seratching  and  tapping  I 
In  hobbled  a  g^uutly  visitor. 
Listen  to  just  what  he  told  ns  himself 
—  No  need  of  our  playing  inquisitor  I '' 


Do  yon  happen  to  know  in  Bov^diire 
Moont  Ben  .  .  .  bat  ^be  name  scavce  matters . 

Of  the  naked  fact  I  am  sore  enough, 
Ihoogh  I  clothe  it  in  rags  and  tatters. 

You  may  recognize  Ben  by  deseription ; 

Behind  him — a  moor's  immenseness : 
Up  goes  the  middle  mount  of  a  range, 

Fringed  with  its  Are  in  denseness. 

Rimming  the  edge,  its  fir^ringe,  mind  I 
For  an  edge  there  is,  though  narrow ; 

From  end  to  end  of  the  range,  a  stripe 
Of  path  TOSS  straight  as  an  arrow. 

And  the  mountaineer  who  takes  diat  path 

Saves  himself  miles  of  journey 
He  has  to  plod  if  he  crosses  the  moor 

Through  heather,  peat,  and  buznie. 

But  a  mosntaineer  he  needs  must  be, 

For,  look  you,  right  in  the  middle 
Projects  bluff  Ben  —  with  an  end  in  ieh  <— 

Why  planted  there,  is  a  riddle : 

Since  all  Ben's  brothers  little  and  big 
Keep  rank,  set  shoulder  to  shoulder^ 

And  only  this  burliest  out  must  bulge 
Till  it  seems  — to  the  beholder 

nmrn  down  in  the  golly, — as  if  Ben's  breasfty 
To  a  sudden  spike  diminished. 
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Would  signify  to  the  boldest  foot 
<<  All  farther  passage  finished  I  *' 

Yet  the  moantaineer  who  sidles  on 

And  on  to  the  very  bending. 
Discovers,  if  heart  uid  brain  be  proo^ 

No  necessary  ending. 

Foot  up,  foot  down,  to  the  tarn  abrapt 

Having  trod,  he^  there  arriving. 
Finds — what  he  took  for  a  point  was  breadkk, 

A  mercy  of  Nature's  contriving. 

So,  he  rounds  what,  when  't  is  reached,  proves  straig^ 

From  one  side  gains  the  other : 
The  wee  path  widens  —  resume  the  march, 

And  he  foils  you,  Ben  my  brother  I 

But  Donald  —  (that  name,  I  hope,  will  do)  — 

I  wrong  him  if  I  call  ^'foiling " 
The  tramp  of  the  eallant,  whis^ng  the  while 

As  blithe  as  our  kettle 's  boiling. 

He  had  dared  the  danger  from  boyhood  up, 
And  now,  —  when  perchance  was  waiting 

A  UuM  at  the  brig  below,  —  'twixt  mount 
And  moor  would  he  stand  debating? 

Moreover  this  Donald  was  twenty-five, 

A  glory  of  bone  and  muscle : 
Did  a  fiend  dispute  the  right  of  way, 

Donald  would  try  a  tussle. 

J  marched  he  out  of  the  broad 

L  to  the  narrow  and  narrow ; 

A  step  more,  rounding  the  angular  rock, 
Beached  tlie  front  straight  as  an  arrow. 

He  stepped  it,  safe  on  the  ledge  he  stood. 
When  —  whom  found  he  full-faeing? 

What  fellow  in  courage  and  wariness  too, 
Had  scouted  ignoble  pacing, 

And  left  low  safety  to  timid  mates. 
And  made  for  tlie  dread  dear  danger. 

And  gained  the  height  where — who  could  guess 
He  would  meet  with  a  rival  ranger  ? 
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T  waa  a  gold-ied  stag  that  stood  and  stored. 

Gigantic  and  magtnfio, 
By  the  wonder  —  ay,  and  the  peril — struck 

Intelligent  and  pacific : 

For  a  red  deer  is  no  fallow  deer 

Grown  cowardly  through  park-feeding ; 
He  hatters  yon  lilro  a  thonderbolt 

If  yon  hrave  his  hannts  unheeding. 

I  donht  he  oonld  hardly  perform  voU^faee 

Had  valor  advised  discretion  : 
Yon  may  walk  on  a  rope,  hat  to  torn  on  a  rope 

No  Blondin  makes  profession. 

Yet  Donald  must  torn,  woold  pride  permit, 

Though  pride  ill  hrooks  retiring: 
Each  eyed  each— mute  man,  motionless  heast  — 

Less  fearing  than  admiring. 

These  are  the  moments  when  quite  new  sense^ 

To  meet  some  need  as  novel, 
Springs  up  in  the  hrain :  it  inspired  resource  : 

—  ^  Nor  advance  nor  retreat  but  —  grovel  I " 

And  sbwty,  surely,  never  a  whit 

Relaxing  the  steady  tension 
Of  eye^tare  which  binds  man  to  beast,  — 

By  an  inch  and  inch  declension, 

Sank  Donald  sidewise  down  and  down : 

TiU  flat,  breast  upwards,  lying 
At  his  six-foot  lengtii,  no  corpse  more  still, 

—  '^  If  he  cross  mel    The  trick's  wortii  trying.** 

Minutes  were  an  eternity ; 

But  a  new  sense  was  created 
In  the  stag's  brain  too;  he  resolvesi    Slow,  sure. 

With  eye^tare  unabated. 

Feelingly  he  extends  a  foot 

Which  tastes  the  way  ere  it  touches 
Earth's  solid  and  just  escapes  man's  soft, 

Nor  hold  of  the  same  undutches 

TW  its  fellow  foot,  light  as  a  feather  whisk. 
Lands  itself  no  less  finely: 
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So  a  mother  remoyes  a  fly  from  the  face 
Of  her  babe  asleep  supinely. 

And  now  'tis  the  haunch  and  hind*foot's  torn 

—  That 's  hard :  can  the  beast  quite  raise  it? 
Yes,  traversing  half  the  prostrate  length, 

His  hoof-tip  does  not  graze  it. 

Just  one  more  lift!     But  Donald,  yon  see, 

Was  sportsman  first,  man  after  : 
A  fancy  lightened  his  caution  through, 

—  He  wellnigh  broke  into  laughter : 

'^  It  were  nothing  short  of  a  mirade ! 
Unrivalled,  unexampled  — 
All  sporting  feats  with  this  feat  matched 
Were  down  and  dead  and  trampled  !  " 

The  last  of  the  legs  as  tenderly 

Follows  the  rest :  or  never 
Or  now  is  the  time  !     His  knife  in  reach, 

And  his  right^iand  loose  —  how  clever  I 

For  this  can  stab  up  the  stomach's  soft, 
While  the  left4iand  grasps  the  pastern. 

A  rise  on  the  elbow,  and  —  now 's  the  time 
Or  never :  this  turn 's  the  last  turn  ! 

I  shall  dare  to  place  myself  by  God 

Who  scanned  —  for  He  does  — each  feature 

Of  the  face  thrown  up  in  appeal  to  Him 
By  the  agonizing  creature. 

Nay,  I  hear  plain  words :  '<  Thy  gift  brings  this  I  ** 

Up  he  sprang,  back  he  staggered. 
Over  he  fell,  and  with  him  our  friend 

—  At  following  game  no  laggard. 

Yet  he  was  not  dead  when  they  picked  next  day 
From  the  gully's  depth  the  wi^  of  him ; 

EGs  fall  had  been  stayed  by  the  stag  beneath 
Who  cushioned  and  saved  the  neck  of  him. 

But  the  rest  of  his  body  —  why,  doctors  said. 
Whatever  could  break  was  broken  ; 

Legs,  arms,  ribs,  all  of  him  looked  like  a  toast 
In,  a  tumbler  of  port-wine  soaken. 
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<<  That  your  life  is  left  yon,  thank  the  stag  ! " 
Said  they  when  —  the  slow  care  ended  — 
Tiley  opened  the  hospital-door,  and  thence 
— Strapped,  spliced,  main  fractoies  mended, 

And  minor  damage  left  wisely  alone,  — 

Like  an  old  shoe  clonted  and  cobbled, 
Oat — what  went  in  a  Goliath  wellnigh,  — 

Some  half  of  a  David  hobbled. 

**  Yon  most  ask  an  alms  from  honse  to  honse  : 
Sell  the  stag's  head  for  a  bracket. 
With  its  grand  twelve  tines  —  I  'd  buy  it  myself  — 
And  Qse  the  skin  for  a  jacket ! " 

He  was  wiser,  made  both  head  and  hide 

His  win-penny :  hands  and  knees  on, 
Woold  manage  to  crawl  — poor  crab  —  by  the  roads 

In  the  misty  stalking^season. 

And  if  he  discovered  a  bothy  like  this, 

Why,  harvest  was  sore :  folk  listened. 
He  told  his  tale  to  the  lovers  of  Sport : 

lips  twitched,  cheeks  glowed,  eyes  glistened. 

And  when  he  had  come  to  the  dose,  and  spread 

His  ^ils  for  the  gazers'  wonder, 
With  ^'Gentlemen,  here 's  the  skoll  of  the  stag 

I  was  over,  thank  God,  not  under !  "  — 

The  company  broke  out  in  applause ; 

^'  By  Jingo,  a  lucky  cripple ! 
Have  a  munch  of  grouse  and  a  hunk  of  bread. 

And  a  tug,  besides,  at  our  tipple !  " 

And  ^  There 's  my  pay  for  your  pluck !  "  cried  This, 

**  And  mine  for  your  jolly  story !  " 
Cried  That,  while  T'  other— but  he  was  drunk  — 

Hiccupped  *^  A  trump,  a  Tory ! " 

I  hope  I  gave  twice  as  much  as  the  rest ; 

For,  as  Homer  would  say,  *^  within  grate 
Ihou^  teeth  kept  tongue,"  my  whole  soul  growled, 

**  ]£ghay  rewarded,— Ingrate !  " 
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SOLOMON  AND  BALEIS. 

Solomon  King  of  the  Jews  and  the  Qaeen  of  Sheba,  BaUds, 
Talk  on  the  iyoiy  thione,  and  we  well  maj  oonjeetnie  their  talk 

is 
Solely  of  thinffB  sublime :  whj  else  has  she  soogfat  Mount  Zion, 
Climbed  tiie  six  golden  steps,  and  sat  betwixt  lion  and  lion  ? 

She  proTes  him  with  hard  qnestions :  before  she  has  reached  tlie 
middle 

He  smiling  sapplies  the  end,  straight  solyes  Uiem  riddle  by 
ridme; 

Until,  dead-beaten  at  last,  there  is  left  no  spirit  in  her, 

And  l^os  would  she  dose  tiie  game  whereof  she  was  first  begin- 
ner: 

'<  0  wisest  Uiou  of  the  wise,  world's  maryel  and  wellni^  monater. 
One  crabbed  question  more  to  construe  or  tmfyo  eonster ! 
Who  are  Uiose,  of  all  mankind,  a  monarch  of  perfect  wisdom 
Should  open  to,  when  they  knock  at  apheteron  do  —  that  'a,  his 
dome?" 

The  King  makes  tart  reply :  ^  Whom  else  but  the  wise  his  equals 
Should  he  welcome  with  heart  and  yoice  ?  —  rince,  king  thou^ 

he  be,  such  weak  walls 
Of  circumstanoe— power  and  pomp— diyide  souls  each  from 

other 
That  whoso  proyes  kingly  in  eralt  I  needs  must  acknowlec^ 

my  broUier. 

*'  Come  poet,  come  painter,  come  sculptor,  come  builder— what- 
ever his  condition. 

Is  he  prime  in  his  art?  We  are  peers !  My  insight  has  pierced 
the  partition 

And  hails — for  tiie  poem,  the  picture,  the  statue,  the  bmldin^ 
— my  fellow! 

Gold 's  gold  though  dim  in  the  dust :  oourt-polish  soon  turns  it 
yellow. 

*<  But  tell  me  in  turn,  0  tiiou  to  thy  weakling  sex  superior, 
That  for  knowledge  hast  trayelled  so  far  yet  seemest  no  whit  thB 

wearier,— 
Who  are  those,  of  all  mankind,  a  queen  like  thyself,  consummate 
In  wisdom,  should  call  to  her  side  with  an  affable  ^  Up  hither, 

come,  mate '  ?  " 
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■The  Good  are  mjmates— how  else?    Whj  doubt  it?*'  the 

Qpeen  npbridled : 
''Sure  even  above  the  Wise,  —  or  in  travel  mv  eyes  have 

idled,— 
I  Bee  the  Grood  stand  pUin:  be  Ihey  xich,  poor,  shrewd,  oc 

simple. 
If  Good  they  onlj  are.  •  .  •  Permit  me  to  drop  my  wimple !  '* 

And,  in  that  bashful  jerk  of  her  body,  she  —  peace,  thoa 

soo£Eer!  — 
Jostled  the  Ejng^s  right-hand  stretehed  oonrteoosly  help  to 

proffer. 
And  so  disclosed  a  portent :  all  unaware  the  Prince  eyed 
The  Bing  which  bore  the  Name — turned  outside'  now  from 

innde! 

The  truth-compelling  Name  I  ^-  and  at  onoe,  "  I  greet  the  Wise 

—oh, 
Certainly  welcome  such  to  my  court — wilh  this  proviso : 
The  building  must  be  my  temple,  my  person  stand  forth  the 


The  picture  my  portrait  prove,  and  Ihe  poem  my  praise— you 
cat,  you  I " 

But  Solomon  nonplussed  ?    Nay  I    "  Be  truthful  iu  tarn !  "  so 

bade  he: 
<'  See  the  Name,  obey  its  best ! "  And  at  once  subjoins  the  lady, 
^- "  IVovided  the  Good  are  the  young,  men  strong  and  tall  and 

proper, 
Soch  servants  I  straightway  enlist,  —  which  means"  .  .  .    But 

the  blushes  stop  her. 

^  Ah,  Soul,**  the  Monarch  sighed,  "  that  would'st  soar  yet  ever 

crawlest, 
How  comes  it  thou  canst  diacem  Ihe  greatest  yet  choose  the 

smallest, 
Unless  because  heaven  is  far,  where  wings  find  fit  expansion. 
While  creeping  on  all-fours  suits,  suffices  the  earthly  mansion  ? 

«  Aspire  to  the  Best  I    But  which  ?    There  are  Bests  and  Bests 

so  many. 
With  a  htMtat  each  for  each,  earth's  Best  as  much  Best  as  any! 
On  Lebanon  roots  the  cedar — soil  lofty,  yet  stony  and  sandy  — 
While  hjTSSop,  of  worth  in  its  way,  on  Ihe  wall  grows  low  but 

handy. 
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«  Above  may  Uie  Sool  spread  wing,  spurn  body  and  sense  be- 
neath ber ; 

Below  she  must  condescend  to  plodding  nnbaoyed  by  ether. 

In  heayen  I  yearn  for  knowledge,  account  all  else  inanity ; 

On  earth  I  confess  an  itch  for  the  praise  of  fools  ^thal  's 
Vanity. 

*<  It  is  naughty  it  will  go,  it  can  neyer  presume  aboye  to  trouble 
me; 

But  here,  ^-  why,  it  toys  and  tickles  and  teases,  howe'er  I  re- 
double me 

In  a  doggedest  of  endeavors  to  play  the  indifferent    Therefore^ 

Suppose  we  resume  discourse?  Thou  hast  travelled  thus  far: 
but  wherefore  ? 

'<  Solely  for  Solomon's  sake,  to  see  whom  earth  slyles  Sagest  ?  " 
Through  her  blushes  laughed  the  Queen.    ^  For  the  sMce  of  » 

Sage?    The  gay  jest! 
On  high,  b(B  communion  wiUi  Mind  —  there,  Body  conceiiis  not 

Balkis: 
Down  here,  —  do  I  maketoobold  ?    Sage  Sobmon,  ^  one  fodl'a 

smaUkiss!" 


CRISTINA  AND  MONALDESCHL 

Ah,  but  how  each  loved  each.  Marquis  I 

Here  'a  the  gallery  they  trod 

Both  together,  he  her  god, 

She  his  idol,  —lend  your  rod. 
Chamberlain!  —  ay,  Uiere  they  are  —  ^^Quia 

SeparabU  P  "  —  plain  those  two 

Touching  words  come  into  view, 

Apposite  for  me  and  you : 

Since  they  witness  to  incessant 

Love  like  ours :  King  Francis,  he  — 
Diane  the  adored  one,  she  — 
Prototypes  of  you  and  me. 

Everywhere  is  carved  her  Crescent 
With  his  Salamander-sign  — 
Flame-fed  creature :  flame  benign 
To  itself  or,  if  malign, 

Only  to  the  meddling  curious, 

—  So,  be  wam^.  Sir !     Where 's  my  head  ? 
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How  it  wanders !     What  1 1 
Merely  meant— the  creature,  fed 
Thus  on  flame,  was  scarce  injurious 
Saye  to  fools  who  woke  its  ire, 
Thinking  fit  to  play  with  fire. 
'Tis  the  Crescent  yoa  admire  ? 

Then,  be  Diane!    I 'U  be  Francis. 

Crescents  change^  —  true  1  -^  wax  and  wane^ 
Woman4ike :  male  hearts  retain 
Heat  nor,  once  warm,  cod  a^;ain. 

So,  we  figure  —  such  our  ehanoe  is  — 
I  as  man  and  yoa  as  •  .  •  What  ? 
Take  offence  ?    My  Love  {oi^;ot 
He  pUy  s  woman,  I  do  not  ? 

I^-  the  woman  ?    See  my  habit, 

Ask  my  people !     Ajiyhow, 

Be  we  what  we  may,  one  yow 

Binds  ns,  male  or  female.    Now,  — 
Stand,  Sir!    Read!  '' Quia aeparabii ? " 

Half  a  nule  of  pictured  way 

Past  these  palace-walls  to-day 

TraTersed,  this  I  came  to  say. 

Yon  most  needs  begm  to  lore  me ; 

First  I  hated,  then,  at  best, 

—  Haye  it  so  1  —  I  acquiesced ; 

Pure  compassion  did  the  rest. 
From  below  thus  raised  aboye  me, 

Would  you,  step  by  step,  descend, 

Pity  me,  become  my  friend, 

like  me,  like  less,  loathe  at  end? 

That 's  the  ladder's  round  you  rose  by  I 
That  —  my  own  foot  kicked  away. 
Having  raised  you :  let  it  stay. 
Serve  you  for  retreating?  Nay. 

Close  to  me  you  climbed :  as  close  by, 
Keep  your  station,  though  the  peak 
Reached  proves  somewbAt  bare  and  bleak  I 
Woman 's  strong  if  man  is  weak. 

Keep  here,  loving  me  forever ! 

Love's  look,  gesture,  speech,  I  claim » 
Act  love,  lie  love,  all  uie  same — 


Digitized  by 


Google 


204  JOCOSBRIA 

Flay  as  aanieat  were  our  game  I 
l^DBbri  stood  long:  't  was  deyer 

When  you  climbed,  before  men*s  eyes, 
Spomed  the  earth  and  scaled  the  sldesy 
Quned  my  peak  and  grasped  your  prisa 

Here  yon  stood,  then,  to  men's  wonder ; 
Here  yon  tire  of  standing  ?    Kneel ! 
Core  irbaX  giddiness  yon  feel. 
This  way  I   Doyoor  senses  reel? 

Kotimlikelyl   What  rolls  under  ? 
Yawning  death  in  yon  abyss 
Where  the  waters  whirl  and  hiss 
Boond  more  frightfol  peaks  than  this. 

Should  mv  buffet  dash  you  thither  •  •  • 
But  be  sage !   No  watozy  grave 
Needs  await  you :  seeming  brave 
Kneel  on  safe,  dear  timid  slave  I 

Ton  surmised,  when  you  climbed  hither, 
Just  as  easy  were  retreat 
Should  you  tire,  conceive  unmeet 
Longer  patience  at  my  feet  ? 

Me  as  standing,  you  as  stooping,— 
Who  arranged  for  each  the  pose  ? 
Lest  men  think  us  friends  turned  foes, 
Keep  the  attitude  you  chose ! 

Men  are  used  to  this  same  groufdng  — 
I  and  you  like  statues  seen. 
Tou  and  I,  no  third  between, 
Kneel  and  stand!  That  makes  the 


Mar  it  —  and  one  buffet  .  .  .    Pardon ! 

Needless  warmth — wise  words  in  wastol 
T  was  prostration  that  replaced 
Kneeling,  then?    A  proof  of  taste. 

Crouch,  not  kneel,  while  I  mount  guard  on 
Prostrate  love  ^-  become  no  waif, 
No  estray  to  waves  that  chafe 
Disappointed  —  love  so  safe  1 

Waves  that  chafe?    The  idlest  fancy ! 
Peaks  that  scare  ?     I  think  we  know 
Walls  enclose  our  sculpture :  so 
Grouped,  we  pose  in  FontaineUeau. 
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Up  now  1    Wherefore  hentaney  ? 
Aim  in  arm  and  cheek  by  cheek. 
Laugh  with  me  at  wayee  and  peak  1 
Silent  still?    Why,  pictniee  speak. 

See,  where  Jono  strikes  Ldon, 

Prxmatice  speaks  plainly  1     Pooh** 

Bather,  Fbrentine  Le  Konz  1 

I  'ye  lost  head  for  who  is  who— 
So  it  swims  and  wanders  1    Fie  on 

What  still  proyes  me  female !    Her% 

"By  the  staircase !  -—  for  we  near 

That  dark  <<  Gallery  of  the  Deer." 

Look  me  in  the  eyes  once !    Steady  I 

Are  yoa  faithfnl  now  as  erst 

On  that  eye  when  we  two  first 

Vowed  at  Ayon,  blessed  and  cursed 
FaiUi  and  falsehood?    Paleabeady? 

Forward  I    Most  my  hand  compel 

Entrance — this  way?    Ezit<— well. 

Somehow,  somewhere.    Who  can  teU? 

What  if  to  the  selfsame  place  in 

Rustic  Ayon,  at  the  door 

Of  the  yillage  church  once  more, 

Where  a  tombstone  payes  the  floor 
By  that  holy-water  basin 

You  appealed  to  —  *'  As,  below. 

This  stone  hides  its  corpse,  e'en  so 

I  your  secrets  hide  "  ?    What  ho ! 

Friends,  my  four !    You,  Priest,  confess  him  I 

I  haye  judged  the  culprit  there  : 

Execute  my  sentence  1     Care 

For  no  miul  such  cowards  wear  I 
Done,  Priest  ?    Then,  absolye  and  bless  him  I 

Now — you  three,  stab  thick  and  fast. 

Deep  and  deeper  I     Dead  at  last? 

Thanks,  friends  —  Father,  thanks !    Ag^iast? 

What  one  word  of  his  confession 

Would  yon  tell  me,  though  I  lured 
With  that  royal  crown  abjured 
Just  because  its  bars  immured 
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Love  too  maeh  ?    Love  bunt  < 
Fled  free,  fintJfy  oonfeflaed 
All  its  secrets  to  that  breast 
Whence  ...  let  Ayou  tell  the  rest! 


MABY  WOLLSTONECBAFT  AND  FUBELL 

Oh,  bat  is  it  not  bard,  Dear? 

Mine  are  the  nerves  to  qoake  at »  moose : 
If  a  spider  drops  I  shrink  wiUi  fear : 

I  should  die  oatright  in  a  haunted  house; 
While  for  you  —  did  the  danger  dared  bring  heIp-» 
From  a  lion's  den  I  could  steal  his  whelp. 
With  a  serpent  round  me,  stand  stock-stdl, 
Go  sleep  in  a  churchyard,  —  so  would  will 
Give  me  the  power  to  dare  and  do 
Valiantly —just  for  yon  1 

Much  amiss  in  the  head,  Dear, 

I  toil  at » language,  tax  my  brain 
Attempting  to  draw — the  scratches  here  I 

I  play,  pUy,  practise,  and  all  in  vain ; 
But  for  you  —  if  my  triumph  brouf^t  you  pridoy 
I  would  grapple  with  Greek  Flays  till  I  died. 
Paint  a  portrait  of  you  —  who  can  tell  ? 
Work  my  fingers  o£E  for  your  *<  Pretty  well: '' 
Language  and  painting  and  music  too. 
Easily  done  —  for  you  I 

Strong  and  fierce  in  the  heart,  Dear, 

With —more  than  a  will — what  seems  a  power 
To  pounce  on  my  prey,  lore  outbroke  here 

In  flame  devouring  and  to  deronr. 
Such  love  has  labored  its  best  and  worst 
To  win  me  a  lover ;  yet,  last  as  first, 
I  have  not  quickened  his  pulse  one  beat, 
Fixed  a  moment's  fancy,  oitter  or  sweet : 
Yet  the  strong  fierce  heart's  love 's  labor's  due^ 
Utterly  lost,  was  — you ! 
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ADAM,  UUTH,  AND  EVE. 

Qnb  day,  it  Umndeied  and  lightened* 

Two  women,  hSaXj  frightened. 

Sank  to  their  kneee,  transformed,  transfixed, 

At  the  feet  of  Ihe  man  who  sat  betwixt ; 

And  <' Mercy!''  eried  each —  <<  if  I  tell  the  troth 

Of  a  passage  in  my  youth !  " 

Said  This :  ^^  Do  yon  mind  the  morning 

I  met  your  love  with  scorning  ? 

As  the  worst  of  Ihe  yenom  left  my  lips, 

I  thought,  *  I^  despite  this  lie,  he  strips 

The  niask  from  my  soul  with  a  kiss— I  crawl 

His  slaye,  —soul,  body,  and  all ! ' " 

Said  That:  '<  We  stood  to  be  married ; 

The  priest,  or  someone,  tarried ; 
'  If  Paradise-door  prove  locked  ? '  smiled  you. 

I  thought,  as  I  nodded,  smiling  too, 
^  Did  one,  that  *s  away,  arriye  —  nor  late 

Nor  soon  should  unlock  Hell's  gate  I ' " 

It  ceased  to  lighten  and  thunder. 
Up  started  boUi  in  wonder, 
Looked  round  and  saw  that  the  sky  was  clear. 
Then  laughed  '^  Confess  you  beUeyed  us.  Dear !  ** 
*^  I  saw  through  the  joke ! "  the  man  replied. 
They  repeated  themselyes  beside. 


IXION. 

High  in  the  dome,  suspended,  of  HeU,  sad  triumph,  behold  us  I 

Here  the  reyenffe  of  a  God,  there  the  amends  of  a  Man. 
Whirling  foreyer  in  torment,  flesh  once  mortal,  inmiortal 

Made  —  for  a  purpose  of  hate  —  able  to  die  and  reriye. 
Pays  to  the  uttermost  pang,  then,  newly  for  payment  replenishedf 

Doles  out — old  yet  young  —  agonies  ever  afresh ; 
Whence  the  result  above  me :  torment  is  bridged  by  a  rainbow,  — ' 

Tears,  sweat,  blood,  —  each  spasm,  ghastly  once,  glorified  now. 
Wnniff,  by  the  rush  of  the  wheel  ordained  my  place  of  reposing, 

Off  m  a  sparklike  spray,  ^- flesh  become  vapor  through  pain,— 
Flies  the  bestowment  of  Zeus,  soul's  vaunted  bodily  vesture. 

Made  that  his  feats  observed  gain  the  approval  of  Man,  — « 
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Flesh  that  he  faahioned  with  seiiBe  of  the  earth  and  the  sky  and 
the  ocean, 
FramedBhoald  pierce  to  the  star,  fitted  to  pore  on  the  phuit, — 
All,  for  a  parpose  of  hate,  re-framed,  re-fashioned,  refitted, 

Till,  consummate  at  lei^;th, — lo,  the  employment  of  sense  I 
Pain's  mere  minister  now  to  the  sonl,  once  pledged  to  her 
pleasure  — 
Soul,  if  untrammelled  by  flesh,  nnapprehennve  of  pain ! 
Body,  professed  soul's  slave,  which  serving  beguiled  and  betrayed 
her. 
Made  ddngs  false  seem  true,  cheated  through  eye  and  throu^ 
ear. 
Lured  thus  heart  apd  brain  to  believe  in  the  lying  reported,— 

Spurn  but  the  trait'rous  slave,  uttermost  atom,  away, 
What  should  obstruct  soul's  rush  on  the  real,  the  only  apparent  ? 

Say  I  have  erred, — how  else  ?    Was  I  Izion  or  Zeus  ? 
Foiled  by  my  senses  I  dreamed ;  I  doubtless  awaken  in  wonder : 
This  proves  shine,  that  —  shade?    Good  was  the  evil  that 
seemed? 
Shall  I,  with  sight  thus  gained,  by  torture  be  tanght  I  was  blind 
once? 
Sisuphos,  teaches  thy  stone  —  Tantalos,  teaches  thy  thirst 
Aught  which  unaided  sense,  purged  pure,  less  plunly  dem(»i> 
strates? 
No,  for  the  past  was  dream :  now  that  the  dreamers  awake, 
Sisuphos  scouts  low  fraud,  and  to  Tantalos  treason  is  f oUy. 

Ajsk  of  myself  whose  form  melts  on  the  murderous  wheel, 
What  is  the  sin  which  throe  and  throe  prove  sin  to  the  sinner! 

Say  the  false  charge  was  true,  ^-  Ihus  do  I  expiate,  say. 
Arrogant  thought,  word,  deed,  —  mere  man  who  conceited  me 
godlike, 
Sat  Inside  Zeus,  mv  friend  — knelt  before  Her^,  my  love  I 
What  were  the  need  but  of  pitying  power  to  touch  and  dispone 
it, 
Film-work  ^-  eye's  and  ear's  —  all  Ihe  distraction  of  sense  ? 
How  should  the  soul  not  see,  not  hear,  —  perceive  and  as  plainly 
Bender,  in  thought,  word,  deed,  back  again  truth  —  not  a 
he? 
''Ay,  but  the  pain  is  to  punish  thee  I  "     Zeus,  once  more  for  a 
pastime, 
Play  the  familiar,  the  frank  I     Speak  and  have  speech  in 
return  I 
t  was  of  Thessaly  king,  there  ruled  and  a  people  obeyed  me : 

Mine  to  establuh  the  law,  theirs  to  obey  it  or  die : 
VHieref ore  ?    Because  of  the  good  to  the  people,  because  of  the 
honor 
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Thenee  aocndng  to  me,  long,  Uie  king's  law  was  sapreme. 
What  of  the  weaklings  the  ignorant  . criminal?      Not  who, 
ezciuelees, 
Breaking  my  law  hrayed  death,  knowing  his  deed  and  its 
due  — 
Naj,  bat  the  feeble  and  foolish,  the  poor  transgressor,  of  purpose 

No  whit  more  than  a  tree,  bom  to  erectness  of  bole, 
Fkdm  or  jdane  or  pine,  we  laud  if  lof^,  columnar — 

Loathe  if  athwart,  askew,  ^- leave  to  Uie  axe  and  the  flame ! 
Where  is  the  vision  may  penetrate  earth  and  beholding  acknowl 
edge 
Just  one  pebble  at  root  ruined  Uie  straightness  of  stem? 
Whose  fine  vigilance  follows  the  sapling,  accounts  for  the  ftulure, 

—  Here  Uew  wind,  so  it  bent :  thm  the  snow  lodged,  so  it 

broke? 
Also  the  tooUi  of  the  beast,  bird's  bill,  mere  bite  of  the  insect 
Gnawed,  gnarled,  warped  their  worst:    passive  it  lay  to 
offence. 
Kng — I  was  man,  no  more :  what  I  recognized  fatuity  I  pun- 
ished. 
Laying  it  prone :  be  sure,  more  than  a  man  had  I  proved. 
Watch  and  ward  o'er  the  sapling  at  birUitime  had  saved  it,  nor 
simply 
Owned  Uie  distortion's  excuse,— hindered  it  wholly:  nay, 
more  — 
Even  a  man,  as  I  sat  in  my  place  to  do  judgment,  and  pallid 

Criminals  passing  to  doom  shuddered  away  at  my  foot. 
Could  I  have  prob^  through  the  face  to  the  heart,  read  pUin  a 
repentance, 
Crime  confessed  fools'  pla^,  virtue  ascribed  to  the  wise, 
Had  I  not  stayed  the  consignment  to  doom,  not  dealt  the  re- 
newed ones 
life  to  retraverse  the  past,  light  to  retrieve  the  misdeed? 
Thus  had  I  done,  and  Uius  to  have  done  much  more  it  behoves 
thee, 
Zeus  who  madest  man  — flawless  or  faulty,  thy  work ! 
What  if  tiie  charge  were  true,  as  thou  moutiiest,  —  Ldon  the 
cherished 
Minion  of  Zeus  grew  vain,  vied  witii  the  godships  and  fell, 
Forfeit  through  arrogance  ?    Stranger!  I  clothed,  with  the  grace 
of  our  human, 
Lihnmanity  —  gods,  natures  I  likened  to  ours. 
Han  among  men  I  had  borne  me  till  gods  forsooth  must  regard 
me 

—  Nay,  must  approve,  applaud,  claim  as  a  comrade  at  last 
Siomnoned  to  enter  their  ciMle,  I  sat  — their  equal,  how  other? 
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Love  should  be  absolate  love,  faith  is  in  fnlDess  or  naag^ 
''I  am  thy  friend,  be  mine!  "  snuled  Zens :  ''If  Her^  attract 
thee," 
Blushed  the  imperial  cheek, ''  Ihen  —  as  thj  heart  maj  sug- 
gest!" 
Faith  in  me  sprang  to  the  faith,  my  love  hailed  love  as  its 
fellow, 
"  Zens,  we  are  friends  —  how  fast !     Her^,  my  heart  for  thy 
heart!" 
Then  broke  smile  into  foxy  of  frown,  and  Ihe  thunder  of 
"Hence,  fool!" 
Then  throogh  the  kiss  laoghed  scorn  ^  limbs  or  a  dond  was 
to  clasp?" 
Then  from  Olompos  to  Erebos,  then  from  the  rapture  to  toi^ 
ment, 
Then  from  the  fellow  of  gods  —  misezy's  mate,  to  Ihe  man ! 
—  Man  henceforth  and  forever,  who  lent  from  Uie  glow  of  his 
nature 
Warmth  to  Ihe  cold,  wilh  light  colored  the  black  and  the 
blank. 
So  did  a  man  conceiye  of  your  passion,  you  passion-protesters ! 

So  did  he  trust,  so  love  — •  bemg  the  truth  of  your  lie ! 
You  to  aspire  to  be  Man !     Man  made  you  who  vainly  would 
ape  him : 
You  are  the  hoUowness,  he  ^-filling  you,  falsifies  void. 
Even  as — witness  the  emblem,  HeU's  sad  triumph  suspended, 

Bom  of  my  tears,  sweat,  blood  —  bursting  to  vapor  above  — 
Arching  my  torment,  an  iris  ghostlike  startles  the  darkness, 
Cold  white  —  jewelry  quenched  —  iustifles,  glorifies  pain. 
Strive,  my  kind,  tiiough  strife  endure  through  endless  obstruction, 

Stage  after  stage,  each  rise  marred  by  as  certain  a  fall ! 
Baffled  forever  —  yet  never  so  baffled  but,  e'en  in  the  baffling, 

When  Man's  strength  proves  weak,  checked  in  the  body  or  smil, 
Whatsoever  the  medium,  flesh  or  essence,  —  Ldon  's 

Made  for  a  purpose  of  hate,  —  clothing  the  entity  Thou, 
-—Medium  whence  that  entity  strives  for  the  Not-Thou  beyond 
it, 
Fire  elemental,  free,  frame  unencumbered,  the  All,  — 
Never  so  baffled  but —when,  on  the  verge  of  an  alien  existence, 

Heartened  to  press,  by  pangs  burst  to  the  infinite  Pure, 
Nothing  is  reached  but  the  ancient  weakness  still  that  arrests 
strength, 
Ciroumambient  still,  still  the  poor  human  array, 
Pride  and  revenge  and  hate  and  cruelty — all  it  has  burst 
through, 
Thought  to  escape, — fresh  formed,  found  vol  the  fashion  it  fle^ 
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Never  so  baffled  bat — when  Man  pays  the  price  of  ehdeaTor, 

Thnnderstraekf  downtfamsty  Tartaroa-doomed  to  the  wheel,  -~ 
Then,  ay,  then,  from  the  tears  and  sweat  and  Uood  of  his  tor- 
ment, 

E'en  from  the  triomph  of  Hell,  np  let  him  look  and  rejoice ! 
What  is  the  inflnence,  high  o'er  Hell,  that  tarns  to  a  raptare 

Pain  — and  despair's  mark  mists  Uends  in  a  rainbow  of 
hope? 
What  is  beyond  the  obstroetion,  stage  by  stage  thongh  it  baffle  ? 

Back  most  I  fall,  confess  ''  Ever  the  weakness  I  fled"  ? 
No,  for  beyond,  far,  far  is  a  Parity  alkinobstraeted ! 

Zeos  was  Zeus — not  Man :  wrecked  by  his  weakness,  I  whirL 
Oat  of  the  wreck  I  rise  —  past  Zeus  to  the  Potency  o'er  him ! 

I -'to  have  hailed  him  my  friend!    I  —  to  haye  clasped  her 
—my  love ! 
Pallid  birth  of  my  pun,  —  where  light,  where  light  is,  aspiring 

Thither  I  rise,  whilst  thoa-^Zeas,  keep  the  go£hip  and  sink ! 
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''This  now,  this  other  stoty  makes  amends 
And  justifies  our  Mishna,"  quoth  the  Jew 
Aforesaid.    ''  Tell  it,  leamedest  of  friends ! " 


A  certain  mom  broke  beaatifal  and  blue 

O'er  Schiphaz  city,  bringing  joy  and  mirth, 

^-  So  had  ye  deemed;  wlme  the  reverse  was  true, 

Since  one  small  hoase  there  gave  a  sorrow  birth 
In  sach  black  sort  that,  to  each  faithfal  eye, 
Midnight,  not  morning  settled  on  the  eailh. 

How  else,  when  it  grew  certain  thou  wonldst  die, 
Our  mnch-enfightened  master,  iBrael's  prop, 
Eximious  Jochanan  Ben  Sabbathai  ? 

Old,  yea,  but,  undiminished  of  a  drop, 

The  vUal  essence  pulsed  through  heart  and  brain; 

Time  left  unsidded  yet  Ihe  plenteous  crop 

On  poll  and  chin  and  cheek,  whereof  a  skein 
TTiM^wiMiia  might  weave-^ hairs  silkHKift,  silyex^white, 
Such  as  the  wool-planf  s ;  none  the  less  in  vain 


Digitized  by 


Google 


212  JOCOSERIA 

Had  Phyric  striTsn  her  best  against  tibe  spite 
Of  fell  oiBease :  the  Rabbi  most  Buceamb ; 
And,  round  the  ooach  whereon  in  piteouB  plight 

He  lay  ardying,  scholazay  —  awe-strack,  dumb 
Throttghont  the  night-watch, — roused  th^nselyes  and  spoke 
One  to  the  other:  ^'Ere  death's  tonch  benomb 

^  His  active  sense,  —while  yet  'neath  Reason's  yoke 
Obedient  toils  his  tongne, — befits  we  claim 
The  fmit  of  long  experience,  bid  this  oak 

^  Shed  US  an  acorn  which  may,  all  the  same. 
Grow  to  a  templejpiUar,  —  dear  that  day !  — 
When  Israel's  scattered  seed  finds  place  and  name 

''  Among  the  envioos  nations.     Lamp  as,  pray. 
Thou  the  Enlightener  I  Partest  hence  in  peace  ? 
Hailest  without  regret  —  mnch  less,  dismay  — 

'*  The  hoar  of  thine  approximate  release 
From  fleshly  bondage  soal  hath  f  oand  obstruct  ? 
Calmly  enyisagest  ^  sure  increase 

"  Ot  knowledge  ?    Eden's  tree  most  hold  unplucked 
Some  apple,  sure,  has  never  tried  thy  tooth. 
Juicy  with  sapience  thou  hast  sought,  not  sucked  ? 

''  Say,  does  age  acquiesce  in  vanished  youth  ? 
Still  towers  Ihy  purity  above  —  as  erst  — 
Our  pleasant  follies  ?    Be  thy  kst  word  —  truth  I  ^ 

The  Rabbi  groaned ;  then,  grimly,  ^'  Last  as  first 
The  truth  speak  I  —  in  boyhood  who  began 
Striving  to  live  an  angel,  and,  amerced 

«  For  such  presumption,  die  now  hardly  man. 
What  have  I  proved  of  life  ?    To  live,  indeed, 
That  much  I  learned :  but  here  lies  Jochanan 

^  More  luckless  than  stood  David  when,  to  speed 
His  fighting  with  the  Philistine,  they  brought 
Saul's  harness  forth :  whereat, '  Alaick,  I  need 

**  'Armor  to  arm  me,  but  have  never  fought 
With  sword  and  spear,  nor  tried  to  manage  shield, 
Proving  arms'  use,  as  well-traaned  warrior  ought. 
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*^  *  Only  a  ding  and  pebbles  can  I  wield  I ' 
So  he :  whSe  I,  contrariwise,  <  No  trick 
Of  wei^n  helpfal  on  the  batdefield 

**  *  Comes  unfamiliar  to  mj  Iheorio : 

But,  bid  me  pat  in  practice  what  I  know, 
Giye  me  a  sword  —  it  stings  like  Moses'  sdek, 

^*  *A  serpent  I  let  drop  apace.'  E'en  so, 
I,  —  able  to  comport  me  at  each  stage 
Of  homan  life  as  neyer  here  below 

^  Man  played  his  part,  —  since  mine  Ihe  heritage 
Of  wisdom  carried  to  that  perfect  pitch, 
Ye  righUy  praise,  — I,  therefore,  who,  thus  sage, 

^  Could  sure  act  man  trinmphantiy,  enrich 
life's  annals  with  example  how  I  played 
Lover,  Bard,  Soldier,  Statist,  —  (ul  of  which 

*'  Parts  in  presentment  failingj  cries  invade 
The  world's  ear —  'Ah,  the  Past,  the  pearl-gift  thrown 
To  hogs,  time's  opportoni^  we  made 

**  *So  light  of,  only  recognised  when  flownl 

Had  we  been  wise ! ')  — in  fine,  I — wise  enough,  «- 
What  profit  brings  me  wisdom  never  shown 

^  Just  when  its  showing  would  from  each  rebnff 
Shelter  weak  virtae,  threaten  back  to  bounds 
Encroaching  vice,  tread  smooth  each  track  too  rou|^ 

^  For  youth's  unsteady  footstep,  dimb  the  rounds 
Of  life's  long  ladder,  one  by  slippery  one. 
Yet  make  no  stumble  ?    Me  lutfd  fate  confounds 

**  With  that  same  crowd  of  wallers  I  outrun 
By  promising  to  teach  another  ciy 
Of  more  hiU^us  mood  than  theirs,  the  sun 

'*  I  look  my  last  at  is  insulted  by. 
What  cry,  —ye  ask  ?    Give  ear  on  every  side  I 
THtness  yon  Lover  I     '  How  entrapped  am  I ! 

^  'Methought,  because  a  virgin's  rose-lip  vied 
With  ripe  Ehubbezleh's,  needs  must  beauty  mate 
With  meekness  and  discretion  in  a  bride : 
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<<  <  Bride  she  became  to  me  who  wail  ^-  too  late  — 

Unwise  I  loved  / '    That '•  one  cry.    '  Mind 's  my  gift: 
I  might  have  loaded  me  with  lore,  foil  weig^ 

'^ '  Pressed  down  and  ranning  over  at  each  rift 

0'  the  brain-bag  where  tl^  famished  elong  and  fed. 
I  filled  it  with  what  rubbish  I  —would  not  sift 

^  <  The  wheat  from  chaff,  sound  grain  from  musty  ^-  shed 
Poison  abroad  as  oft  as  nutriment  — 
And  sighing  say  but  as  my  fellows  said, 

**^Unun8eIleamed/*    That's  two.    <  In  dwarf s^y  spent 
Was  giant's  prowess :  warrior  all  unyersed 
In  war's  right  waging,  I  struck  brand,  was  lent 

"  '  For  steel's  fit  service,  on  mere  stone — and  cursed 
Alike  the  shocked  limb  and  the  shivered  steel, 
Seeing  too  late  the  blade's  true  use  which  erst 

^  'How  was  I  blind  to !     My  cry  sweUs  the  peal-^ 

UhwUe  I  fought  / '    That 's  three.    But  wherefore  waste 
Breath  on  the  wailings  longer  ?    Why  reveal 

*^  A  root  of  bitterness  whereof  llie  taste 
Is  noisome  to  Humanity  at  large  ? 
First  we  get  Power,  but  Power  absurdly  placed 

"  In  Folly's  keeping,  who  resigns  her  charge 
To  Wisdom  when  all  Power  grows  nothing  worth : 
Bones  marrowless  are  mocked  with  helm  luid  taxge 

^*  When,  like  your  Master's,  soon  below  the  earth 
With  worms  shall  warfare  only  be.     Farewell, 
Children !  I  die  a  failure  since  my  birth ! " 

^  Not  so !  "  arose  a  protest  as,  pell-mell. 
They  pattered  from  his  chamber  to  the  street, 
Bent  on  a  last  resource.     Our  Targums  tell 

That  such  resource  there  is.  Put  case,  there  meet 
The  Nine  Points  of  Perfection  —  rarest  chance  — 
Within  some  saintly  teacher  whom  the  fleet 

Years,  in  their  blind  implacable  advance, 
O'ertake  before  fit  teaching  bom  of  these 
Have  magnified  his  scholan'  countenances- 
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If  haply  folk  compasdonatiiig  please 
To  render  up  —  acoording  to  lus  storey 
Ea4sh  one  —  a  portion  of  the  life  he  sees 

Hardly  worth  saving  when  'tis  set  hefore 
Earth's  benefit  should  the  Saint,  Hakkadosh, 
Favored  thereby,  attain  to  foil  f onzsoore  — 

If  such  eontribato  (Scoffer,  spare  thy  <<  Bosh ! ") 
A  year,  a  month,  .a  day,  an  hour  —  to  eke 
Life  ont, — in  him  away  the  gift  shall  wash 

That  mneh  of  ill-spent  time  recorded,  streak 

The  twilight  of  the  so-assisted  sage 

With  a  new  sonrise :  troth,  thoogh  strange  to  speak  1 

Qoiek  to  the  doorway,  then,  where  yoath  and  age, 
All  Israel,  thronging,  waited  for  the  last 
News  of  the  Ioy^  one.    <'  'Tis  the  final  stage : 

^  Arf s  utmost  done,  the  Rabbi's  feet  tread  fast 
The  way  of  all  fiesh  I "    So  annonnced  that  apt 
01iYe4>ranch  Tsaddik:  <<  Yet,  O  Brethren,  cast 

^  No  eye  to  earthward !    Look  where  heaven  has  clapped 
Morning's  extingoisher — yon  ray-shot  robe 
Of  son-direads — on  the  constellation  mapped 

**  And  mentioned  by  our  Elders, — yea,  from  Job 
Down  toSatam,  —  as  figuring  forth  —  what? 
Perpend  a  mystery  I    Ye  call  it  Dofr, 

^  'Hie  Bear ' :  I  trow,  a  wiser  name  than  that 
Were  Aiah — '  The  Bier ' :  a  corpse  those  four  stars  holdf 
Which — are  not  those  Three  Daughters  weeping  at, 

^  Banoth?    I  judge  so :  list  while  I  unfold 
The  reason.    As  in  twice  twelve  hours  this  Bier 
Goes  and  returns,  about  the  east-cone  rolled, 

<<  So  may  a  setting  luminary  here 
Be  rescued  from  extinction,  rolled  anew 
Upon  its  track  of  labor,  strong  and  dear, 

**  About  the  Pole — that  Salem,  every  Jew 
Helps  to  build  up  when  thus  he  saves  some  Saint 
Ordained  its  areldtect    Ye  grasp  the  due 
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'<  To  all  ye  se^k  ?    The  Babbi's  lamp-flame  faint 
Sinks :  would  ye  raise  it  ?    Lend  tiien  life  from  yonrii 
Spare  each  his  oil-drop  I    Do  I  need  acquaint 

^  The  Chosen  how  self-saerifioe  ensures 
Tenfold  requital? — urge  ye  emulate 
The  fame  of  those  Old  Just  Ones  death  procures 

''  Such  praise  for,  that  'tis  now  men's  sole  debate 
Which  of  the  Ten,  who  volunteered  at  Rome 
To  die  for  g^ory  to  our  Race,  was  great 

''  Beyond  his  fellows?    Was  it  thou — the  comb 
Of  iron  carded,  flesh  from  bone,  away. 
While  thy  lips  sputtered  through  their  bloody  foam 

<*  Without  a  stoppage  (O  brave  Akiba !) 
<  Hear,  Israel,  our  Lord  Gfod  is  One '  ?    Or  thou, 
Jischab  ?  —  who  smiledst,  burning,  since  there  lay, 

«  Burning  along  with  thee,  our  Law  I     I  trow, 
Such  martyrdom  might  tax  flesh  to  afford : 
While  that  for  which  I  make  petition  now, 

^  To  what  amounts  it  ?    Youngster,  wilt  thou  hoard 
Each  minute  of  long  years  thou  look'st  to  spend 
Li  dalliance  with  thy  spouse  ?    Hast  thou  so  soared, 

'<  Singer  of  songs,  all  out  of  sight  of  friend 
And  teacher,  warbling  like  a  woodland  bird. 
There 's  left  no  Selah,  'twixt  two  psalms,  to  lend 

<<  Our  late-so4aneful  quirist  ?    Thou,  averred 
The  fighter  bom  to  plant  our  lion-flag 
Once  more  on  Zion's  mount,  —  doth,  all-unheard, 

'^  My  pleading  fail  to  move  thee  ?    Toss  some  rag 
Shall  stanch  our  wound,  some  minute  never  missed 
From  swordsman's  lustihood  like  thine  I     Wilt  lag 

'<  In  liberal  bestowment,  show  dose  fist 
When  open  palm  we  look  for,  —  thou,  wide-known 
For  statecraft?  whom,  'tis  said,  an  if  thou  list, 

^  The  Shah  himself  would  seat  beside  his  throne, 
So  valued  were  advice  from  thee  "...    But  here 
He  stopped  short :  such  a  hubbub !    Not  abne 
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From  those  addieflsed,  bat  far  as  well  ae  near 

The  crowd  broke  into  clamor :  ^  Mine,  mine,  mine— 

Lop  from  my  life  the  excreaceneey  never  fear  I 

^  At  me  thou  lookedst,  markedat  me  I    Aflsign 
To  me  that  privi^ro  of  granting  life  — 
Mine,  mine !  "    Inen  he :  ''Be  patient  I    I  combine 

*^  The  needful  portions  only,  wage  no  strife 
With  Nature's  law  nor  seek  to  lengthen  oat 
The  Babbi's  day  ondoly.    'T  is  the  knife 

^  I  stop,  —  would  cut  its  thread  too  short    Aboal 
As  much  as  helps  life  last  the  proper  tenn, 
The  appointed  Fourscore,  —  that  I  crave,  and  scout 

**  A  too-prolonged  existence.    Let  the  worm 
Change  at  fit  season  to  the  butterfly ! 
And  here  a  story  strikes  me,  to  confirm 

**  This  judgment    Of  our  worthies,  none  ranks  high 
As  Perida  who  kept  the  famous  school : 
None  rivalled  him  in  patience :  none !     For  why  ? 

^  Li  lecturing  it  was  his  constant  rule, 
Whatever  he  expounded,  to  repeat 
— Ay,  and  keep  on  repeating,  lest  some  fool 

'^  Should  fail  to  understand  him  fully —  (feat 
Unparalleled,  Uzzean !)  —  do  ye  mark  ?  — 
Five  hundred  times  I     So  might  he  entrance  beat 

''  For  knowledge  into  howsoever  dark 
And  dense  the  brain-pan.    Yet  it  happed,  at  dose 
Of  one  especial  lecture,  not  one  spark 

^  Of  light  was  found  to  have  illumed  the  rows 
Of  pupils  round  their  pedagogue.     '  What,  still 
Lnpenetrable  to  me  ?    Then — here  goes ! ' 

^  And  for  a  second  time  he  sets  the  rill 
Of  knowledge  running,  and  five  hundred  times 
More  re-repeats  the  matter — and  gains  niL 

"^  Out  broke  a  voice  from  heaven :  '  Thy  patience  climbs 
Even  thus  high.    Choose  I     Wilt  thou,  rather,  quick 
Ascend  to  blus  —  or,  since  thy  seal  sublimes 
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"  <  Such  dradger/,  wffl  thy  back  still  bear  its  crick, 

Bent  o'er  Uiy  dassy— thy  voice  drone  spite  of  drooth,— 
Five  hundred  years  more  at  thy  desk  wilt  stick  ? ' 

<< '  To  heaven  with  me !  *  was  in  the  good  man's  mouth. 
When  all  his  scholars — cruel-kind  were  tiiey !  — 
Stopped  utterance,  from  East,  West,  North  and  SouA, 

"  Rending  the  welkin  with  tiimr  shout  of  *  Nay — 
No  heaven  as  yet  for  our  instructor !     Qrant 
Five  hundred  years  on  earth  for  Peridal' 

^'  And  so  long  did  he  keep  instructing!    Want 
Oar  Master  no  such  misery !     I  but  take 
Three  months  of  life  maritaL     Ministrant 

''  Be  thou  of  so  much,  Poetl    Bold  I  make. 
Swordsman,  with  thy  frank  offer !  —  and  conclude, 
Statist,  with  thine  !     One  year,  —  ye  will  not  shake 

''  My  purpose  to  accept  no  more.    So  rude  ? 
The  very  boys  and  girls,  forsooth,  must  press 
And  proffer  their  addition  ?    Thanks  I    The  mood 

'*  Is  laudable,  but  I  reject,  no  less. 
One  month,  week,  d^  of  life  more.    Leave  my  gown, 
Ye  overbold  ones  I     x  our  life's  gift,  you  guess, 

<'  Were  good  as  any  ?  Bndesby,  get  thee  down  I 
Set  my  feet  free,  or  fear  my  staff !  Farewell, 
Seniors  and  saviors,  sharers  of  renown 

<<  With  Jochanan  henceforward  1 "     Straightway  fell 
Sleep  on  the  sufferer ;  who  awoke  in  health, 
Hale  everyway,  so  potent  was  the  spelL 


O  tiie  rare  Springtime  I  Who  is  he  by  stealth 
Approaches  Jodmnan  ?  — embowered  that  sits 
Under  his  vine  and  figtree  'mid  the  wealth 

Of  garden-sights  and  sounds,  since  intermits 
Never  the  tiutle's  coo,  nor  stays  nor  stints 
The  rose  her  smelL    In  homage  that  befits 
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Tbe  mnnng  Master,  Ihaddik,  see,  imprints 
A  kiss  on  Uie  extended  foot,  low  bends 
Forehead  to  earth,  then,  all-obseqnioiis,  hints 

<<  What  if  it  should  be  lame  ?    A  period  ends  — 
Tliat  of  the  Lover's  gift  —  his  quarter-year 
Of  Instihood:  't  is  just  thoa  make  amends, 

'*  Betam  that  loan  with  nsoxy:  so,  here 
Come  I,  of  thy  Disdples  delegate, 
Claiming  our  lesson  from  thee.    Make  appear 

^  Thy  profit  from  experience!    Plainly  state 
How  men  shoold  Love !  **    Thns  he :  and  to  him  thns 
The  Rabbi :  ''Love,  ye  call  it?— rather.  Hate ! 

'^Whatwooldst  thoa?    Is  it  needfol  I  discuss 
Wherefore  new  sweet  wine,  poured  in  bottles  caked 
Wiih  old  strong  wine's  deposit,  offers  us 

^  Spoilt  liquor  we  recoil  from,  thirst-nndaked  ? 
lake  earth-smoke  from  a  crevice,  out  there  wound- 
Languors  and  yeanlings :  not  a  sense  but  ached 

^  Weighed  on  by  &ncied  form  and  feature,  sound 
Of  sUver  word  and  sig^t  of  sunny  smile: 
No  beckoning  of  a  flower4>ranch,  no  profound 

^Purple  of  noonroppression,  no  light  wile 
O"  the  West  wind,  but  transformed  itself  till— brief -^ 
Before  me  stood  die  phantasy  ye  style 

'*  Youth's  love,  the  joy  that  shall  not  come  to  grief. 
Bom  to  endure,  eternal,  unimpaired 
By  custom  the  acdoyer,  time  the  thiol 

**  Had  Age's  hard  cold  knowledge  only  spared 
That  ignorance  of  Youth  I    But  now  the  dream, 
Iteh  as  from  Paradise,  a%hting  fared 

^  As  fares  the  piffeon,  finding  what  may  seem 
Her  nest's  safe  noUow  holds  a  snake  inside 
Coiled  to  enclasp  her.    See,  Eve  stands  supreme 

''Li  youth  and  beauty  I    Take  her  for  thy  bridel 
What  Youth  deemed  crystal,  Age  finds  out  was  dew 
Mom  set  ft-tparkle,  but  which  noon  quick  dried 


Digitized  by 


Google 


220  JOCOSERIA 

«  While  Yonih  bent  gazmg  at  its  red  and  blae 
Sjn>po6ed  perennial,  —  never  dreamed  the  son 
Which  kindled  the  display  would  quench  it  too. 

*<  Graces  of  shape  and  color  —  everyone 
With  its  appointed  period  of  decay 
When  ripe  to  purpose  I    '  Still,  these  dead  and  dcne^ 

^  'Survives  the  woman^natore  —  the  soft  sway 
Of  nndefinable  omnipotence 
O'er  oar  strong  malMtoff,  we  of  Adam's  day.' 

^  Ay,  if  my  physics  taught  not  why  and  whence 
The  attraction  I     Am  I  like  the  simple  steer 
Who,  from  his  pasture  lured  inside  the  f ence» 

<<  Where  yoke  and  goad  await  him,  holds  that  mere 

Kindliness  prompts  extension  of  the  hand 
•   Hollowed  for  barley,  which  drew  near  and  near 

''His  nose  —  in  proof  that,  of  the  homed  band. 
The  farmer  best  affected  him  ?    Beside, 
Steer,  siooe  his  calfhood,  got  to  understand 

"  Farmers  a  many  in  the  world  so  wide 
Were  ready  witii  a  handful  just  as  choice 
Or  choicer  —  maize  and  cummin,  treats  untried. 

"  Shall  I  wed  wife,  and  all  my  days  rejoice 
I  gained  the  peacock  ?    'Las  me,  round  I  looki 
And  lo  — '  With  me  thou  wouldst  have  blamed  no  voice 

" '  Like  hers  that  daily  deafens  like  a  rook : 
I  am  the  phcenix ! '  —  'I,  the  lark,  the  dove, 
—  The  owl,'  for  aught  knows  he  who  blindly  took 

"  Peacock  for  partner,  while  the  vale,  the  grove, 
The  plain  held  bird-mates  in  abundance.     Hiere ! 
Touth,  try  fresh  capture !    Age  has  found  out  Love 

"  Long  ago.    War  seems  better  worth  man's  care. 
But  leave  me  I     Disappointment  finds  a  balm 
Haply  in  slumber."    ''  This  first  step  o'  the  stair 

"  To  knowledge  fails  me,  but  the  victor's  palm 
Lies  on  the  next  to  tempt  him  overleap 
A  stumbling-block.    E^rience,  gaUier  cahn. 
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^  llioa  ezoellence  of  Jadah,  cured  by  deep 
Which  ushers  in  the  Warrior,  to  replace 
The  LoYer  I    At  due  season  I  shall  reap 

*^  Fruit  of  my  planting'  "    So,  with  lengthened  &ee» 
Departed  Tsaddik :  and  three  moons  more  waxed 
And  waned,  and  not  until  the  summefflpace 

Waned  likewise,  any  second  Tisit  taxed 

The  Babbi's  patience.     But  at  three  months'  end, 

Behold,  supine  beneath  a  rock,  relaxed 

The  sage  lay  musing  till  the  noon  should  spend 
Its  ardor.     Up  comes  Tsaddik,  who  but  he, 
With  <<  Master,  may  I  warn  thee,  nor  offend, 

''That  time  comes  round  again?    We  look  to  see 
Sprout  from  the  old  branch  —  not  the  youngling  twig^* 
But  fruit  of  sycamine :  deliver  me, 

''To  share  among  my  fellows,  some  plump  fig. 
Juicy  as  seedy !    That  same  man  of  war, 
Who,  with  a  scantling  of  his  store,  made  big 

"Thy  starveling  nature,  caused  thee,  safe  from  scar. 
To  share  his  gains  by  long  a 
With  bump  imd  bruise*and  i 

"Of  battle  dowry,  —  he  bids  loose  thy  lip. 
Explain  the  good  of  battle !     Since  tiiou  know'st, 
Let  us  know  likewise  I    Fast  the  moments  slip, 

"More  need  that  we  improve  them ! "  —  "  Ay,  we  boasts 
We  warriors  in  our  youth,  that  with  the  sword 
Man  goes  the  swiftliest  to  the  uttermost  — 

"  Takes  the  straight  way.  through  lands  yet  unexplored 
To  absolute  Bight  and  Grood,  —  may  so  obtain 
God's  glory  and  man's  weal  too  long  ignored, 

"Too  late  attained  by  preachments  all  in  vain,  — 
The  passive  process.     Knots  get  tangled  worse 
By  toying  with :  does  cut  coxd  dose  again  ? 

"Moreover  there  is  blessing  in  the  curse 
Peace-praisers  call  war.    What  so  sure  evolves 
AH  the  capadtiee  of  soul,  proves  nurse 
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<'  Of  that  self-sacrifice  in  men  which  solvee 
The  riddle  —  TFAamn  differs  Man  from  beast? 
Foxes  boast  devemess  and  coorage  wolves : 

''  Nowhere  bnt  in  mankind  is  found  the  least 
Toach  of  an  impulse  *  To  our  fellows — good 
r  the  highest  I — not  diminished  hat  increased 

«  <  By  the  condition  plainly  miderstood 

—  Sach  good  shall  be  attained  at  price  of  hurt 

I'  the  highest  to  onrselYee  I '    Fine  sparks,  that  brood 

«  Confusedly  in  Man,  't  is  war  bids  sport 
Forth  into  flame :  as  &res  the  meteor^nass. 
Whereof  no  particle  bat  holds  inert 

<<  Some  seed  of  light  and  heat,  however  crass 
The  endosare,  yet  avails  not  to  discharge 
Its  radiant  birth  before  there  come  to  pass 

*'  Some  posh  external,  —  strong  to  set  at  large 
Those  dormant  fire-seeds,  whirl  them  in  a  trice 
Through  heaven,  and  light  np  earth  from  marge  to  marge: 

'' Since  force  by  motion  makes  -^  what  erst  was  ice- 
Crash  into  fervency  and  so  expire, 
Because  some  Djinn  has  hit  on  a  device 

'^  For  proving  the  fall  prettiness  of  fire  1 
Ay,  itmB  we  prattle — young :  but  old — why,  first, 
Where 's  that  same  Bight  and  Good  —  (the  wise  inqoire)  — ■ 

'<  So  absolute,  it  warrants  the  outburst 
Of  blood,  tears,  all  war's  woful  consequence, 
That  comes  of  the  fine  flaring  ?    Which  plf^;ue  cursed 

*'  The  more  your  benefited  Man  —  offence. 
Or  what  suppressed  the  offender  ?    Say  it  did  — • 
Show  us  the  evil  cured  by  violence, 

'*  Submission  cures  not  also  I     lift  the  lid 
From  the  maturing  crucible,  we  find 
Its  slow  sure  coaxing^ut  of  virtue,  hid 

**  In  that  same  meteor-mass,  hath  uncomUned 
Those  particles  and,  yielding  for  result 
Gold,  not  mere  flame,  by  so  much  leaves  behind 
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^  Tlia  heroic  prodact.  E'en  the  nmple  cult 
Of  Edom's  chikbren  wiselj  bids  them  turn 
Cheek  to  the  smiter  with  <  Sie  Jetua  vuU,' 

^  Saj  there 's  a  ^rant  by  whose  death  we  earn 
Freedom,  and  justify  a  war  to  wage : 
Good !  —  were  we  only  able  to  diMem 

«  Exactly  how  to  reaeh  and  catch  and  cage  ' 
Him  only  and  no  innocent  beside  I 
Whereas  the  folk  whereon  war  wreaks  its  rage 

«  —  How  shared  they  his  ill-doing?    Far  and  wide 
The  victims  of  our  warfare  strew  the  plain, 
Ten  thousand  dead,  whereof  not  one  bnt  died 

^  In  &ith  that  vassals  owed  their  suzerain 
life :  therefore  each  paid  tribate  •»  honest  sool  «• 
To  that  same  Bight  and  Good  oorselTes  are  fiun 

''To  call  ezehisiTely  our  end.     F^om  bole 
(Since  ye  accept  in  me  a  sycamine^ 
Flack,  eat,  digest  a  fMe  —  yea,  the  sole 

''  Fig  I  afford  yon !    ' Dost  thoa  dwarf  my  vine? ' 
(So  did  a  certain  husbandman  address 
llie  tree  which  &ced  his  field.)     '  BeceiTe  condign 

<<  'Fonishment,  prompt  removal  by  the  stress 
Of  axe  I  forthwith  lay  nnto  thy  rootP 
Long  did  he  hack  and  hew,  the  root  no  less 

''  As  long  defied  him,  for  its  tong^  strings  shoot 
As  deep  down  as  the  boughs  above  aspire : 
All  that  he  did  was  —  sh^e  to  the  tree's  foot 

**  Leafage  and  fruitage,  things  we  most  require 
For  s^ftdow  and  refreshment:  which  good  deed 
Thoroughly  done,  behold  the  axe-haft  tires 

^  His  hand,  and  he  desisting  leaves  unfreed 
The  vine  he  hacked  and  hewed  for.    Comes  a  frosti 
One  natural  night* s-work,  and  there 's  little  need 

**  Of  hacking,  hewing :  b,  the  tree 's  a  ghost ! 
Perished  it  starves,  black  death  from  topmost  bough 
To  fartfaest^eaehing  fibre  I    Shall  I  boast 
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^Hyioogh  work —-warfare — helped  more  ?  Loyiiig,iiow— 
That,  by  compariBon,  seeniB  wiser,  dnce 
The  loving  fool  was  able  to  avow 

^  He  oonld  effect  his  puxpoee,  just  erinoe 
Lore's  willingness,  -^onee  'ware  of  what  she  lacked, 
His  loved  one,  —  to  go  work  for  that,  nor  wince 

**  At  self-ezpenditare :  he  neither  hacked 
Nor  hewed,  bat  when  the  lady  of  his  field 
Beqnired  defence  because  the  son  attacked, 

^  He,  filing  to  obtain  a  fitter  shield, 
Wonld  interpose  his  body,  and  so  Uaze^ 
Blest  in  the  burning.    Ah,  were  mine  to  wield 

^  The  intellectaal  weapon  —  poet-lays,  — 
How  preferably  had  I  song  one  song 
Which  .  •  •  bat  my  sadness  sinks  me :  go  yoor  ways! 

**  I  sleep  oat  disappointment"     ''  Come  along^ 
Never  lose  heart  I    There 's  still  as  moch  again 
Of  oar  bestowment  left  to  right  the  wrong 

«  Done  by  its  earlier  moieW  ^*  explain 
Wherefore,  who  may  I    The  Poet's  mood  comes  next 
Was  he  not  wishfal  the  poetic  vein 

^  Shoald  palse  within  him  ?    Jochanan,  thoa  reck'st 
litde  of  what  a  generous  flood  shall  soon 
Float  thy  clogged  spirit  free  and  anperplexed 

<<  Above  dry  dabitation  I    Song 's  the  boon 
Shall  make  amends  for  my  antoward  mistake 
That  Joshaarlike  thou  coaldst  bid  san  and  moon  — 

'*  Fighter  and  Lover,  —  which  for  most  men  make 
All  they  descry  in  heaven,  —  stand  both  stock-stUl 
And  lend  assistance.     Poet  shalt  thoa  wake ! " 

Antamn  brings  Tsaddik.    <<  Ay,  there  speeds  the  rill 
Loaded  with  leaves :  a  scowling  sky,  beside : 
The  wind  makes  olive-trees  ap  yonder  hill 

^  Whiten  and  shudder  —  sjrmptoms  far  and  wide 
Of  gleaning-time's  approach  ;  and  glean  good  store 
May  I  presume  to  trost  we  shall,  thoa  tried 
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^  And  ripe  experimenter !  Three  montfae  more 
Have  ministeied  to  growth  of  Song:  that  graft 
Into  thy  Bterile  stock  has  f oond  at  core 

^  Moistnre,  I  warrant,  hitherto  nnqnaffed 

Bj  houghs,  howerer  florid,  wanting  sap 

Of  prose-experience  which  provides  the  draaght 

^'  Which  song-spronts,  wanting,  wither :  vain  we  tap 
A  yoongling  stem  all  green  and  immature  ; 
Experience  must  secrete  the  stuff,  oor  hap 

''  Will  he  to  qaench  Man's  thirst  with,  glad  and  sore 
That  fancy  wells  np  through  corrective  fact : 
Missing  which  test  of  traUi,  though  flowers  allure 

*'  The  goodman's  eye  with  promise,  soon  the  pact 

Is  broken,  and  't  is  flowers — mere  words  —  he  finds 

When  things — that's  fruit — helookedfor.  Well,  onoe  eracked 

'*  The  nut,  how  glad  my  tooth  the  kernel  grinds ! 
Song  may  henc^orth  boast  substance  I    Therefore,  hail 
Proser  and  poet,  perfect  in  both  kinds ! 

*'  Thou  from  whose  eye  hath  dropped  the  envious  scale 
Which  hides  the  truth  of  things  and  substitutes 
Deceptive  show,  unaided  optics  fail 

"  To  transpierce,  —  hast  entrusted  to  the  lute's 
Soft  but  sure  guardianship  some  unrevealed 
Secret  shall  lift  mankind  above  the  brutes 

^  As  only  knowledge  can  ^**     "A  fount  unsealed  " 
(Sighed  Jochanan)  <'  should  seek  the  heaven  in  leaps 
To  die  in  dew-gems  —  not  find  death,  congealed 

^  By  contact  with  the  cavern's  nether  deeps, 
Earth's  secretest  foundation  where,  enswatiied 
In  dark  and  fear,  primeval  mystery  sleeps  — 

"  Petrific  fount  wherein  my  fancies  bathed 

And  straight  turned  ice.    My  dreams  of  good  and  fidr 

In  soaring  upwards  had  dissolved,  unscathed 

^  By  any  influence  of  the  kin^  air, 

Singing,  as  each  took  flight,  ^ The  Future  —  that's 

Oor  destination,  mists  turn  rainbows  there, 
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''  <  Which  sink  to  fog,  confoonded  in  the  flata 

O'  the  Preflont !    Day 's  the  song^^ame  for  the  larkr 
Night  for  her  music  boasts  bat  owls  and  bats. 

'< '  And  what's  the  Past  but  night  —  the  deep  and  daik 
Ice-spring  I  speak  of,  corpse-thieked  with  its  drowned 
Dead  fancies  which  no  sooner  touched  the  mark 

**  <  They  aimed  at — fact  —  than  all  at  once  they  found 
Their  film-wings  freese,  henceforth  unfit  to  reach 
And  roll  in  ether,  revel  — robed  and  crowned 

<<  <  As  truths  confirmed  by  ^Isehood  all  and  each — 
Sovereign  and  absolute  and  ultimate ! 
Up  with  them,  sky  wud,  Youth,  ere  Age  impeach 

« <  Thy  least  of  promises  to  reinstate 
Adam  in  Eden! '     Sing  on,  ever  sing. 
Chirp  till  thou  burstl  —  the  fool  eici^'s  &te» 

**  Who  holds  that  after  Summer  next  oomes  Spring, 
Than  Summer's  self  sun-warmed,  spice-scented  more. 
Fighting  was  better!     There,  no  fancy-fling 

*<  Fitches  yon  past  the  point  was  reached  of  yore 
By  Samsons,  Abners,  Joabe,  Judases, 
Ine  mighty  men  of  valor  who,  before 

**  Our  little  day,  did  wonders  none  profess 
To  doubt  were  fable  and  not  fact,  so  trust 
By  fancy-flights  to  emulate  much  less. 

''Were  I  a  Statesman,  now !     Why,  that  were  just 
To  pinnacle  my  soul,  mankind  above, 
A-top  the  universe :  no  vulgar  lust 

"  To  gratify  — fame,  greed,  at  this  remove 
Looked  down  upon  so  far  —  or  overlooked 
So  largely,  rather  —  that  mine  eye  should  rove 

^  World-wide  and  rummage  earth,  the  many-nooked. 
Yet  find  no  unit  of  the  human  flock 
Caught  straying  but  straight  comes  back  hooked  and  crooked 

''  By  the  strong  shepherd  who,  from  out  his  stock 
Of  aids  proceeds  to  treat  each  ailing  fleece. 
Here  stimulate  to  growth,  curtail  and  dock 
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^There,  baldnew  or  ezereseenoey — that,  with  greasei 
This,  with  ap-grabbing  of  the  brisdy  patch 
Born  of  the  tick-bite.    How  sapreme  a  peace 

''Steals  o'er  the  Statist,  —  while,  in  wit,  a  match 
For  shrewd  Ahithophel?  in  wisdom  .  .  .  well, 
His  name  escapes  me  —  somebody,  at  watch 

^  And  ward,  the  fellow  of  Ahithophel 
In  goidance  of  the  Chosen  ! ''  —  at  which  word 
Eyes  closed  and  fast  asleep  the  Babbi  f elL 

''Cold  weather  I"  shivered  Tsaddik.    "  Yet  the  hoard 
Of  tiie  sagacious  ant  shows  garnered  grain, 
Ever  abondant  most  when  fields  afford 

"Least  pasture,  and  alike  disgrace  the  plain 
Tall  tree  and  lowly  shrab.     T  is  so  with  as 
Mortals:  our  age  stores  wealth  ye  seek  in  vain 

"  While  busy  yoath  colls  just  what  we  discuss 
At  leisure  in  the  last  days :  and  the  last 
Troly  are  these  for  Jochanan,  whom  thus 

"  I  make  one  more  appeal  to !    Thine  amassed 
Experience,  now  or  never,  let  escape 
Some  portion  of !     For  I  perceive  aghast 

"  The  end  approaches,  whOe  they  jeer  and  ji^. 
These  sons  of  Shimei :  '  Justify  your  boast !  . 
What  have  ye  gained  from  Death  by  twelve  months'  rape  ? 

"  Statesman,  what  cure  hast  thou  for  —  least  and  most  ^• 
Popular  grievances  ?     What  nostrum,  sav, 
WUl  make  the  Rich  and  Poor,  expertly  aosed, 

"  Forget  disparity,  bid  each  go  ga^. 
That,  with  his  bauble,  —  with  his  burden,  this  ? 
Propose  an  alkahest  shall  melt  away 

"  Men's  lacquer,  show  by^  prompt  analysis 
Which  is  uie  metal,  whidi  the  make-believe. 
So  that  no  longer  brass  shall  find,  gold  miss 

"  Coinage  and  currency  ?    Make  haste,  retrieve 
The  precious  moments.  Master !  "     Whereunto 
There  snarls  an  "  Ever  laughing  in  thy  sleeve, 
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^PertlWiddik?    Yoath  indeed  sees  plain  a  doe 
To  guide  man  where  life's  wood  is  intricate : 
How  shall  he  fail  to  thrid  its  thickest  throng 

<<  When  every  oak-tmnk  takes  tlbe  eye  ?    Elate 
He  goes  from  bole  to  broshwood,  plunging  finds— 
Smothered  in  briers  -*  that  the  small 's  the  great  I 

<<  All  men  are  men :  I  woold  all  minds  were  minds  I 
Whereas  't  is  just  the  many's  mindless  mass 
That  most  needs  helping :  laborers  and  hinds 

^  We  legislate  for — not  the  cultured  class 
Which  law-makes  for  itself  nor  needs  the  whip 
And  bridle,  —  proper  help  for  mole  and  ass, 

^'  Did  the  brutes  know  I    In  vain  oor  staftesmanahip 
Strives  at  contenting  the  rough  multitude : 
Still  the  ox  cries  '  T  is  me  thou  shouldst  eqo:^ 

^  *  THth  equine  trappings ! '  or,  in  humbler  mood^ 
^  Cribful  of  com  for  me  !  and,  as  for  work  — 
Adequate  rumination  o'er  my  food  I ' 

'<  Better  remain  a  Poet !     Needs  it  irk 
Such  an  one  if  light,  kindled  in  his  sphere, 
Fail  to  transfuse  the  Mizraim  cold  and  murk 

*^  Bound  about  Goshen  ?    Tlunigh  light  disappear. 
Shut  inside, — temporary  ignorance 
Got  outside  of,  lo,  light  emerging  clear 

^  Shows  each  astonished  starer  the  expanse 
Of  heaven  made  bright  with  Imowledge !    That 's  the  waji 
The  only  way  —  I  see  it  at  a  glance  — 

<< To  legishite  for  earth!    As  poet . .  •    Stay! 
What  is  ...  I  would  that .  . .  were  it ...  I  had  been  • .  • 
0  sudden  change,  as  if  my  arid  day 

^  Burst  into  bloom ! "  .  .  •    <<  A  change  indeed,  I  ween. 
And  change  the  Ust  I "  sighed  Tsaddik  as  he  kissed 
The  closing  eyelids.     *'  Just  as  those  serene 

**  Princes  of  Night  apprised  me !    Our  acquist 
Of  life  is  spent,  since  comers  only  four 
Hath  Aisch,  and  each  in  torn  was  made  desist 


Digitized  by 


Google 


JOCHANAN  HAKKADOSH  229 

^  In  passage  roond  the  Pole  (O  Mislma's  lore  — 
litde  it  profits  here !)  bj  strenuoos  tog 
Of  friends  who  eked  out  thus  to  foil  f oorsoore 

<<  The  Babbi's  years.    I  seeeachshoolder  shrog! 
What  have  we  gained  ?    Away  the  Bier  may  roll  I 
To-morrow,  when  the  Master's  grave  is  dog, 

'^  In  with  his  bod^  I  may  jnich  the  scroll 
I  hoped  to  glorify  with,  text  and  g^oss, 
My  Science  of  Man's  Life :  one  blank's  the  wholel 

''Love,  war,  song,  statesmanship  —  no  gain,  all  loss. 
Hie  stars' bestowment  I     Weonoorretom 
To-morrow  merely  find -—not  gold  bat  dross, 

**  The  body  not  the  sooL    Come,  friends,  we  leam 
At  least  thos  moch  by  oor  experiment  — 
That — that  .  .  .  well,  find  what,  whom  it  may  concern  1 " 

Bot  next  day  throogh  the  city  romors  went 

Of  a  new  persecotion ;  so,  they  fled 

All  Israel,  each  man,  -~  this  tmie,  —  from  his  tent, 

Tsaddik  among  the  foremost    When,  the  dread 

Sobsiding,  Israel  ventored  back  again 

Some  th^  months  after,  to  the  cave  they  sped 

Where  lay  the  Sage,  —-a  reverential  train  I 
Tsaddik  first  enters.     <«  What  is  this  I  view  ? 
The  Babbi  still  alive?    No  stars  remain 

^  Of  Aisch  to  stop  within  their  eoorses.  Tme, 
I  mind  me,  certain  gamesome  boys  most  oige 
Their  offerings  on  me :  can  it  be  —  one  threw 

^Life  at  him  and  it  stock  ?    There  needs  the  scoorge 
To  teach  that  orohin  manners  I    Prithee,  grant 
Forgiveness  if  we  pretermit  thy  dirge 

^  Jnst  to  explain  no  friend  was  ministrant, 
This  time,  of  life.to  thee  I     Some  jackanapes, 
I  gather,  has  presomed  to  foist  his  scant 

*^  Scaryy  nnripe  existence  —  wilding  grapes 
Grass-green  and  sorreksoor — on  that  grand  wine. 
Mighty  as  mellow,  which,  so  fanqr  shapes 
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"May  My  image  forth  this  life  of  thine 
Fed  on  the  last  low  fotteninr  lees— eondenaed 
Elixir,  no  milk-mildness  of  uie  vine  I 


'^Bi^tly  with  Tsaddik  wert  tium  now  i 
Hi^  he  been  witting  of  the  mischief  wrought 
When,  for  elixir,  verjniee  he  dispensed! " 

And  slowly  woke, — like  Shnshan's  flower  beson^ 

'By  oyexHsurions  handling  to  unloose 

The  curtained  secrecy  wherein  she  thought 

Her  captive  bee,  'mid  store  of  sweets  to  choose^ 
Would  loll,  in  gold  pavilioned  lie  unteased. 
Sucking  on,  sated  never,  —  ^ose,  O  whose 

Might  seem  that  countenance,  uplift,  all  eased 
Of  old  distraction  and  bewilderment, 
Absurdly  happy?    <* How  ye  have  appeased 

"  The  strife  within  me,  bred  this  whole  eontenty 
This  utter  acquiescence  in  my  past, 
Ftesent  and  future  life,  — *  by  whom  was  lent 

"  The  power  to  work  this  miracle  at  last,  — * 
Exceeds  my  guess.    Though  —  ignaranee  eof^brmed 
By  knowledge  sounds  like  paradox,  I  cast 

"  Vainly  about  to  tell  you  ^-fltlier  termed  — 
Of  cum  struck  by  encountering  opposites. 
Each  nullifying  eitilier !    Hencef  orUi  wormed 

"  IVom  out  my  heart  is  every  snake  that  bites 
The  dove  that  else  would  brood  there :  doubt,  which  killf 
With  hiss  of  <  What  if  sorrows  end  delights?' 

"  Fear  which  stings  ease  with  <  Work  the  Master  willst' 
Experience  which  coils  round  and  strangles  quick 
Each  hope  with  <  Ask  the  Past  if  hoping  skills 

^  *  To  work  accomplishment,  or  proves  a  trick 
Wiling  thee  to  endeavor !     Strive,  fool,  stop 
Nowise,  so  live,  so  die  —  that's  lawl  why  kick 

^'Against  the  pricks?'    All  out-wormed  I    Slumber^  drop 
Thy  films  once  more  and  veil  the  bliss  within ! 
Experience  strangle  hope  ?    Hope  waves  a4op 
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^  Her  wings  triumphant !     Come  what  will,  I  win, 
Whoever  loees !     Eyeiy  dream 's  assured 
Of  soberest  falfihnent   Where 's  a  sin 

^  Except  in  doubting  that  the  light,  which  lured 
The  unwary  into  <hirknes8,  meant  no  wrong 
Had  I  but  marched  on  bold,  nor  paused  immured 


«  By  susts  I  should  have  pressed  through,  passed  along 
My  way  henceforth  rejoicing  ?    Not  die  boy's 
Passionate  impulse  he  conceits  so  strong, 

**  Which,  at  first  touch,  truth,  bubble-like,  destroys,  -^ 
Not  the  man's  slow  conviction  '  Vanity 
Of  vanities  —  alike  my  griefs  and  joys ! ' 

^  Ice !  —  thawed  (look  up)  each  bird,  each  insect  by  — 
(Look  round)  by  all  the  plants  that  break  in  bloom, 
(Look  down)  by  every  dead  friend's  memory 

<<  That  smiles  <  Am  I  the  dust  within  my  tomb  ? ' 
Not  either,  but  both  these  —  amalgam  rare  — 
Mix  in  a  product,  not  from  Nature's  womb, 

**  But  stuff  which  He  the  Operant — who  shall  dare 
Describe  GGs  operation  ?  —  strikes  alive 
And  thaumatnrgic.     I  nor  know  nor  care 

**  How  from  this  tohu-bohu—*  hopes  which  dive, 
And  fears  which  soar  —  faith,  ruined  through  and  through 
By  doubt,  and  doubt,  faith  treads  to  dust  —  revive 

''  Li  some  surprising  sort, — as  see,  th^  do !  — 
Not  merely  foes  no  longer  but  fast  f nends. 
What  does  it  mean  unless  —  O  strange  and  new 

*'  Discovery ! — this  life  proves  a  wine-press  — *  blends 
Evil  and  good,  both  fruits  of  Paradise, 
Lito  a  novel  drink  which  •—  who  intends 

''  To  quaff,  must  bear  a  brain  for  ecstasies 
Attempered,  not  this  all«inadequate 
Organ  which,  quivering  within  me,  dies 

^ — Nay,  lives!— what,  how, -^ too  soon,  or  else  too  late — 
I  was— lam''  .  .  .   C<  He  babbleth !  "  Tsaddik  mused.) 
^  0  Tfaoo  Almighty,  who  canst  reinstate 


Digitized  by 


Google 


282  JOCOSERIA 


<^  Truths  in  their  primal  clarity,  oonfoaed 
By  man's  perception,  which  is  man's  and  made 
To  suit  his  service)— how,  once  disabnsed 


^'  Of  reason  which  sees  light  half  shine  half  shade, 
Becaose  of  flesh,  the  medium  that  adjnslB 
Parity  to  his  vimials,  both  an  aid 

*<  And  hindrance, — how  to  eyes  earth's  air  enemsts, 
When  purged  and  perfect  to  receiye  truth's  beam 
Pouring  itMlf  on  the  new  sense  it  trusts 

*<  With  all  its  plenitude  of  power,  —  how  seem 
The  intricacies  now,  of  shade  and  shine, 
Oppugnant  natures  —  Bight  and  Wrong,  we  deem 

^  Irreconcilable  ?    O  eyes  of  mine. 
Freed  now  of  imperfection,  ye  avail 
To  see  the  whole  sight,  nor  may  uncombine 

*^  Henceforth  what,  erst  divided,  caused  you  quail — 
So  huge  the  chasm  between  the  false  and  true, 
The  dream  and  the  reality  I    All  hail, 

<<  Day  of  my  soul's  deliverance — day  the  new, 
The  never-endine !    What  though  every  shape 
Whereon  I  wreaSced  my  yearning  to  pursue 

^^  Even  to  success  each  semblance  of  escape 
From  my  own  bounded  self  to  some  all-fair 
All-wise  external  fiincy,  proved  a  rape 

^like  that  old  giant's,  feigned  of  fools  — on  air, 
Not  solid  flesh  ?  How  otherwise  ?  To  love — 
That  lesson  was  to  learn  not  here  —  but  there  — - 

<<  On  earth,  not  here !     'Tis  there  we  learn,  — there  prove 
Our  parts  upon  the  stuff  we  needs  must  BpoU, 
Striving  at  mastery,  there  bend  above 

^  The  spoiled  clay  potsherds,  many  a  year  of  toil 
Attests  the  potter  tried  his  hand  upon, 
TiU  sudden  he  arose,  wiped  free  from  soil 

<<His  hand,  cried  '  So  much  for  attempt  —  anon 
Performance  I     Taught  to  mould  the  living  vase. 
What  matter  the  cracked  pitchers  dead  and  gone  ? ' 
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«  Could  I  impftrt  and  could  thy  mind  onbraee 
The  secret,  Tsaddik ! "    ''Secret  none  to  ma ! " 
Quoth  Tsaddik,  aa  the  glory  on  the  fiuse 

Of  Jochanan  was  quenched.     ''  The  tmth  I  see 
Of  what  that  excellence  of  Jadah  wrote, 
Doughty  Halaphta.     This  a  case  must  be 

^Wherein,  though  the  last  breath  have  passed  the  throaty 
So  that '  The  man  is  dead '  we  may  pronounce, 
Yet  is  the  Ruach —  (thus  do  we  denote 

*'The  imparted  Spirit)  —  in  no  haste  to  bounce 
From  its  entrusted  Body,  —  some  three  days 
Lingers  ere  it  relinquish  to  the  pounce 

*'  Of  hawk-clawed  Death  his  victim.     Further  says 
Halaphta, '  Instances  have  been,  and  yet 
Again  may  be,  when  saints,  whose  earthly  ways 

' '  Tend  to  perfection,  very  nearly  get 
To  heaven  while  still  on  earth :  and,  as  a  fine 
Interval  shows  where  waters  pure  have  met 

^ '  Waves  brackish,  in  a  mixture,  sweet  with  brine, 
That 's  neither  sea  nor  river  but  a  taste 
Of  both  —  so  meet  the  earthly  aud  divine 


'  And  each  is  either. '  Thus  I  hold  him  graced  — 
Dving  on  earth,  half  inside  and  half  out, 
WhoUy  in  heaven,  who  knows  ?    My  mind  embraced 


^  Thy  secret,  Jochanan,  how  dare  I  doubt  ? 
FoUow  thy  Buach,  let  earthy  all  it  can, 
Keep  of  the  leavings ! ''     Thus  was  brought  about 

The  sepulture  of  Rabbi  Jochanan : 

Thou  hast  him,  —  sinner-saint,  live-dead,  boy-man,  -^ 

Schiphaz,  on  Bendimir,  in  Farzistan  I 


NoTB.  —  Hiis  story  can  have  no  better  authority  than  that  of  the 
treatise,  existing  dispersedly  in  fragments  of  Rabbinical  writing, 
iy"0  0^2")  b07  Tttte,  from  which  I  might  have  helped  myself  more 
liberally.     Thus,  instead  of  the  simple  reference  to  **  Moses'  stick,'' 
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—  bat  what  if  I  malca  amflndfl  byattaniptiqg  thzee  iUvrtratiooi,  wiwii 
some  thirty  might  beeompoood  on  the  same  sabjeirty  ecpaUy  fuiiipng 
that  pithy  prorerb  nVDS  Dp  Hb  nttTQ  *T9  nVQD. 


Moses  the  Mieek  was  thirtf  mibitshighy 

The  staff  he  strode  with  —  thirty  cabits  long ; 

And  when  he  leapt,  so  moscnlar  and  strong 
Was  Moses  that  his  leaping  neared  the  sky 
By  thirty  oabits  more  :  we  learn  thereby 

He  rMohed  full  ninety  cabits  —  am  i  wrong  ?— 

When,  in  a  fight  slarred  o'er  by  sacred  song, 
With  staff  oatstretched  he  took  a  leap  to  try 
The  jost  dimensioas  of  the  giant  Og. 

And  yet  he  barely  toached  —  this  marrel  lacked 
Fosteri^  to  crown  earth's  catalogue 

Of  marrels  —  barely  tooehed  —  to  be  exsct  — 
The  giant's  ankle-bone,  remained  a  frog 

Tlubt  fain  would  match  an  ox  in  stature :  fact  I 


And  this  same  fact  has  met  with  unbelief  I 

How  saith  a  certain  traveller  ?    ^  Youngs  I  ( 

To  come  upon  an  object  —  if  thou  canst, 
Gaess  me  its  name  and  nature  I    'T  was,  in  brie^ 
White,  hard,  round,  hollow,  of  soch  length,  in  ehialf 

—  And  this  is  what  espedallv  enhancd 

My  wonder  —  that  it  seemed,  as  I  advanoed, 
NcYcr  to  end.     Bind  up  within  thy  sheaf 
Of  manrek,  this  —  Posterity  I    I  walked 

From  end  to  end,  — four  hours  walked  I,  who  go 
A  goodly  pace,  —  and  found  —  I  haye  not  balked 

Thine  expectation.  Stranger  ?    Ay  or  No  ?  — 
T  was  but  Og's  thighbone,  all  the  while,  I  stalked 

Alongside  of  :  respect  to  Moses,  though  I 

m. 

O^s  thighbone  —  if  ye  deem  its  measure  strange, 
Mysefi  can  witness  to  much  length  of  shank 
Eyen  in  birds.     Upon  a  water's  bank 

Once  halting,  I  was  minded  to  exchange 

Koon  heat  for  cool.     Qucth  I,  ^  On  many  a  granee 
I  have  seen  storks  perch  —  legs  both  lon^  and  lank  : 
Ton  stork's  must  touch  the  bottom  of  this  tank. 

Since  on  its  top  doth  wet  no  plume  derange 

Of  the  smooth  breast.     1 11  bathe  there  I ^'    ''Donotso!' 
Warned  me  a  yoice  from  heayen.     ^  A  man  let  drop 
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His  azB  into  tint  shallow  xiTsIet  ^ 

Ab  thoQ  Moonntert  —  seyenty  yean  ago : 
It  fell  and  fell  and  still  without  a  stop 

Keeps  falling,  nor  has  xeached  the  bottom  yet" 


NEVER  TEDB  TDCB  AND  THE  PLACE. 

Neyxb  the  time  and  the  place 
And  the  loved  one  all  together ! 

This  path  —  how  soft  to  pace! 
This  May-*  what  magic  weatliier  I 

Where  is  the  loved  one's  face  ? 

In  a  dream  that  loved  one's  face  meets  mine. 
But  the  house  is  narrow,  the  place  is  bleak 

Where,  oatside,  rain  and  wind  combine 
With  a  furtive  ear,  if  I  strive  to  speak, 
With  a  hostile  eye  at  my  flashing  cheek, 

With  a  malice  that  marks  each  word,  each  sign  I 

O  enem^  sly  and  serpentine, 
Uncoil  thise  from  the  waking  man ! 
Do  I  hold  the  Past 
Thns  firm  and  fast 
Yet  doubt  if  the  Futore  bold  I  can? 
This  path  so  soft  to  pace  shall  lead 
Through  the  ma^c  of  May  to  herself  indeed  I 
Or  narrow  if  needs  the  house  must  be, 
Outside  are  the  storms  and  strangers :  we  — 
Oh,  dose,  safe,  warm  sleep  I  and  she, 
— - 1  and  she ! 


PAMBO. 

SupposB  that  we  part  (work  done,  comes  play) 
With  a  grave  tale  told  in  crambo 

—  As  our  hearty  sires  were  wont  to  say  — * 
Whereof  the  hero  is  Pambo  ? 

Do  you  happen  to  know  who  Pambo  was  ? 

Nor  I  —  but  this  much  have  heard  of  him : 
He  entered  one  day  a  college-class, 

And  asked  —  was  it  so  absurd  of  him?  — 
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^  "Maj  Pambo  learn  wisdom  ere  praelue  h? 
Li  wiBdom  I  fain  would  groond  me : 
Since  wisdom  is  centred  in  Holy  Writ, 
Some  psalm  to  the  purpose  expound  me !  ** 

<<  That  psalm,"  the  Fhifessor  smiled,  <<  shall  be 
TJntroabled  by  doubt  which  dirtieth 
Pellncid  streams  when  an  ass  like  thee 
Woold  drink  there  —  the  Nine^md-thirtaeth. 

**  Verse  First :  I  said  I  will  look  to  my  ways 
That  I  with  my  tongue  offend  not.  ^ 
How  now?     W^  stare  ?    Art  struck  in  amaze  ? 
Stop,  stay  I    lAiB  smooth  line  hath  an  end  knot  I 

^  He 's  gone  I — disgusted  my  text  should  prove 
Too  easy  to  need  explaining  ? 
Had  he  waited,  the  blockhead  might  find  I  move 
To  matter  that  pays  remaining !  " 

Long  years  went  by,  when  —  ^<  Ha,  who 's  this? 

Do  I  come  on  the  restive  scholar 
I  had  driven  to  Wisdom's  goal,  I  wis, 

But  that  he  slipped  the  collar  ? 

^  What  ?    Arms  crossed,  brow  bent,  thought-immersed  ? 
A  student  indeed !     Why  scruple 
To  own  that  the  lesson  proposed  him  first 
Scarce  suited  so  apt  a  pupl  ? 

^  Come  back  I     From  the  beggarly  elements 
To  a  more  recondite  issue 
We  pass  till  we  reach,  at  all  events, 
Some  point  that  may  puzzle  .  .  •  Why 'pish' you?" 

FMm  the  ground  looked  piteous  up  the  head : 

''  Daily  and  nightly,  Master, 
Your  pupil  plods  through  that  text  you  read, 

Yet  gets  on  never  the  faster. 

*' At  the  selbame  stand,  — now  old,  then  young  I 
I  will  look  to  my  ways  —  were  doing 
As  easy  as  saying!  —  that  I  with  my  tongue 
Offend  not  ^  and  'scape  pooh-po(diing 
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^  From  Bftge  and  siinple,  doctor  and  dnnoe  ? 
Ah,  nowise !     Stall  doubts  so  muddy 
The  stream  I  would  drink  at  once,  —  hut  onoe  I 
That — thus  I  resome  my  study !  ** 

Brother,  brother,  I  share  the  Uame, 

AreadeB  mimuA  a/mbo  ! 
Darkling,  I  keep  my  sanrise«im, 

Lack  not  the  eritie's  flambeaa, 
And  hok  to  my  VHiySy  yet,  much  the  same, 

Offend  foUh  my  Umgue  •—  like  Pambo  1 
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ffis  gnAtm  was  joenlar.  Imt,  when  dispoeed,  he  oonld  be  ▼eryierioiii.  — * 
Axtide  "Shakeq;»ear,"  Jexemy  GoUier't  HUtorical  etc  Dtctionary,  2d  edi- 
tioo,  1701. 

Ton,  Sir,  I  entertain  yon  for  one  of  my  Hundred ;  only,  I  do  not  like 
dw  fa^uon  of  yoor  garments :  you  will  say  they  mn  Pessian:  but  let  diem 
beohaaged.— JGCtn^IiMr,  AetllL  Se.  e. 


PROLOGUE. 


P&AY,  Reader,  have  you  eaten  ortolans 

Ever  in  Italy  ? 
Reeall  how  oooks  there  cook  them  :  for  my  plan's 

To  —  Lyre  with  Spit  ally. 
They  plack  the  birds,  —  some  dozen  Inscioiis  InmpSy 

C&  more  or  fewer,  -— 
Thm  roast  them,  heads  by  heads  and  romps  by  romps, 

Stock  on  a  skewer. 
Bat  first,  —  and  here 's  the  point  I  fain  woold  press,  -— 

Don't  think  I  'm  tattling  I  — 
They  interpose,  to  corb  its  loscioosness, 

—  What,  'twixt  each  fatling? 
First  comes  plain  bread,  crisp,  brown,  a  toasted  sqoare : 

Then,  a  strong  sage-leaf : 
(So  we  find  books  with  flowers  dried  here  and  there 

Lest  leaf  engage  leaf.) 
First,  food  —  then,  piqoam^  —  and  last  of  all 

Follows  the  thirdling : 
Through  wbolesome  hard,  sharp  soft,  yoor  tooth  most  bite 

£^  reach  the  birdling. 
Now,  were  there  only  crost  to  cronch,  yoo  'd  wince : 

Unpalatable  I 
Sage-lesi  is  bitter-pongent  —  so  *s  a  qoinoe : 

Eat  each  who 's  lUble ! 
But  diroogh  all  three  bite  boldly —lo,  the  gost  I 

Fbvor — nofixtore-^ 
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Flies  penneatmg  flesh  and  leaf  and  crust 

In  fine  admixture. 
So  with  your  meal,  my  poem :  masticate 

Sense,  sight,  and  song  there  I 
Digest  these,  and  I  praise  jour  peptics'  statoy 

Nothing  f onnd  wrong  there* 
Whence  sprmgs  my  illustration  who  can  tell? 

—  The  more  surprising 
That  here  eggs,  milk,  cheese,  fruit  suffice  so  wdl 

For  gormandizing. 
A  &ncy-freak  by  contrast  bom  of  thee, 

Delightful  Gressoney  I 
Who  lau^est  ^'  Take  what  is,  trust  what  may  be!' 

That 's  Life's  true  lesson,  —  eh  ? 

Madov  Dblapikbbb, 

OnaMnej  St  Jean,  Yal  d'Aoste, 
iftjplemfter  12,  '8S. 


I.    THE  EAOLK 

Dkkvihh —  (though  yet  un^errished,  call  him  so 
No  less  beforehand :  while  he  drudged  our  way, 
Other  his  worldly  name  was :  when  he  wrote 
Those  versides  we  Persians  praise  him  for, 
-»  True  fairy-work  —  Ferishtah  grew  his  style)  — 
Dervish  Ferishtah  walked  the  woods  one  eve. 
And  noted  on  a  bough  a  raven's  nest 
Whereof  each  youngling  gaped  with  callow  beak 
Widened  by  want ;  for  why  ?  beneath  the  tree 
Dead  lay  the  mother-bird.     ''  A  piteous  chance ! 
How  shall  they  'scape  destruction  ?  "  sighed  the  sage 
—  Or  sage  about  to  be,  though  simple  still. 
Responsive  to  which  doubt,  sudden  there  swooped 
An  eagle  downward,  and  behold  he  bore 
(Great-hearted)  in  his  talons  flesh  wherewith 
He  stayed  their  craving,  then  resought  the  sky. 
^<  Ah,  foolish,  faithless  me  ! "  the  observer  smiledy 
"  Who  toil  and  moil  to  eke  out  life,  when,  lo. 
Providence  cares  for  every  hungry  mouth !  " 
To  profit  by  which  lesson,  home  went  he, 
And  certain  days  sat  musing, «-  neither  meat 
Nor  drink  would  purchase  by  his  handiwork. 
Then  — •  for  his  head  swam  and  his  limbs  grew  faint- 
Sleep  overtook  the  unwise  one,  whom  in  dream 
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God  thus  admoniflhed :  "Hast  thoa  marked  my  deed? 
Which  part  assigiied  by  providence  dost  jadge 
Waa  meant  for  man's  example  ?    Should  he  play 
The  helpless  weakling,  ar  the  helpful  strength 
That  captures  prey  ajod  saves  the  perishing  ? 
Shiggardy  arise :  work,  eat,  then  feed  who  lack  I " 

Waking,  <'  I  have  arisen,  work  I  will. 

Eat,  a^  so  following.    Which  lacks  food  the  more. 

Body  or  sool  in  me?    I  starve  in  sool  : 

So  may  mankind :  and  since  men  congregate 

In  towns,  not  woods,  —to  Ispahan  forthwith  I  " 


Boond  us  the  wild  oreatnres,  overhead  the  trees, 
Underfoot  the  moss-traoks, — life  and  love  with  these ! 
I  to  wear  a  fawn-skin,  thou  to  dress  in  flowers  : 
All  the  long  lone  sommeiKlay,  that  greenwood  life  of  ours  I 

Bich-pavilioned,  rather, — still  the  world  without,  — 
Inside  — gold-roofed  sUk-walled  silence  round  about  I 
Queen  it  Siou  on  purple,  —  I,  at  watch  and  ward 
Coached  beneath  the  columns,  gaze,  thy  slave,  love's  guard  I 

So,  for  us  no  world  ?    Let  throngs  press  thee  to  me  I 

Up  and  down  amid  men,  heart  by  heart  fare  we  ! 

Welcome  squalid  vesture,  harsh  voice,  hateful  face  I 

God  is  soul,  souls  I  and  thoa  :  with  souls  should  souls  have  placa 


n.    THE  MELON-SELLER 

601NO  his  roonds  one  day  in  Ispahan,  — 
Halfway  on  Dervishhood,  not  wholly  there,  — 
Ferisfatah,  as  he  crossed  a  certain  bridge, 
Game  startled  on  a  well-remembered  face. 
^  Can  it  be  ?    What,  tamed  melon-seller  —  thoa  ? 
Clad  in  such  sordid  garb,  thy  seat  yon  step 
Where  dogs  brash  by  thee  and  express  contempt  ? 
Methinks,  thy  head-gear  is  some  scooped-ont  goord ! 
Nay,  sank  to  slicing  ap,  for  readier  sale. 
One  fruit  whereof  the  whole  scarce  feeds  a  swine  ? 
Wast  thoa  the  Shah's  Prime  liGnister,  men  saw 
Bide  on  his  right-hand  while  a  trompet  Uew 
And  Persia  hiuled  the  Favorite  ?    Yea,  twelve  years 
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Are  pftBl,  I  judge,  once  that  taranscendeneyy 

And  thoa  dkUt  peculate  and  art  abased ; 

No  less,  twdive  years  since,  then  didst  hold  in  hand 

Persia,  coold'st  halve  and  quarter,  mince  its  pulp 

As  pleased  thee,  and  distribute  — melon-like  — - 

Portions  to  whoso  played  the  parasite, 

Or  suck  —  thyself  —  each  juicy  morseL     How 

Enormous  thy  abjection,  —  hell  from  heayen. 

Made  tenfold  hell  by  contrast !     Whisper  me  ! 

Dost  thou  curse  God  for  granting  twelve  years'  Uks 

Only  to  prove  this  day  's  the  dixer  lot  ?  " 

Whereon  the  beggar  raised  a  brow,  onoe  more 
Luminous  and  imperial,  from  the  rags. 
^  Fool,  does  thy  f oUv  think  my  foolishness 
DweUs  rather  on  me  fact  that  God  appoints 
A  day  of  woe  to  the  unworthy  one, 
Than  that  the  unworthy  one,  by  God's  award. 
Tasted  joy  twelve  years  long  ?    Or  buy  a  slice, 
Or  go  to  school !  " 

To  school  Ferishtah  went ; 
And,  schooling  ended,  passed  from  Ispahan 
To  Nishapur,  that  Elburz  looks  above 
—  Where  they  dig  turquoise :  there  kept  school  bmiff^lf^ 
The  melon-seller's  speech,  his  stock  in  trade. 
Some  sav  a  certain  Jew  adduced  the  word 
Out  of  their  book,  it  sounds  so  much  the  same. 

Xb'S^pi  «b  ^nrrnWI     In  Persian  phrase, 
''  Shall  we  receive  good  at  the  hand  of  God 
And  evil  not  receive  ?  "     But  great  wits  jump. 


Wish  no  word  unspoken,  want  no  look  away  I 

What  if  words  were  but  mistake,  and  looks — too  sodden,  Say  I 

Be  unjust  for  onoe,  Love  t    Bear  it  — well  I  may  I 

Do  me  justice  always  ?    Bid  my  heart — their  shrine  — 
Bender  back  its  store  of  gifts,  old  looks  and  words  of  thine 
^  Oh,  so  all  unjust  —  the  less  deserved,  the  more  divine  ? 


m.    SHAH  ABBAS. 

Ahthow,  once  full  Dervish,  youngsters  came 
To  gather  up  his  own  words,  'neaUi  a  rock 
Or  else  a  pslm,  by  pleasant  Nishapur. 
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Said  someone,  m  Ferishtah  paused  abnipty 
Beading  a  certain  passage  from  the  roll 
Wherein  is  treated  of  Lord  Ali's  life : 
**  Master,  explain  this  inoongroity ! 
When  I  dwred  question  '  It  is  beantifnl, 
But  is  it  trae  ? ' — thy  answer  was  '  In  tmtfa 
lives  bewity .'    I  persisting  —  *  Beaoty  —  yes, 
In  thy  mind  and  in  my  mind,  every  mind 
That  apprehends  t  bat  outside  —  so  to  speak  -^ 
Did  beonty  live  in  deed  as  well  as  word. 
Was  this  life  lived,  was  this  death  died  —  not  dreamed  ?* 

<  Many  attested  it  for  f aet,'  saidst  thou. 

'Many ! '  but  mark,  Sir!     Half  as  long  ago 
As  such  things  were,— -  supposing  that  tl^y  were,— 
Beumed  great  Shah  Abbas :  he  too  lived  and  died 
—  How  say  they  ?    Why,  so  strong  of  arm,  of  fool 
So  swift,  he  stayed  a  lion  in  his  leap 
OtL  a  stag's  haunch,  —  with  one  hand  grasped  the  stagy 
With  one  struck  down  the  lion :  yet,  no  less, 
Himself,  that  same  day,  feasting  after  sport, 
Perceived  a  spider  drop  into  his  wine. 
Let  fall  the  flagon,  died  of  simple  fear. 
So  aU  say,  — so  dost  thou  say?" 

"Wherefore  not?" 
Ferishtah  smiled :  ^though  strange,  the  story  stands 
Gear-chronicled :  none  tells  it  otherwise : 
The  fact* s  eye-witness  bore  the  eup,  beside." 

<<  And  dost  thou  credit  one  cup-bearer^s  tale, 
False,  very  like,  and  futile  certainly. 
Yet  hesitate  to  trust  what  many  tongues 
Combine  to  testify  was  beautiful 
In  deed  as  well  as  word  ?    No  fool's  report 
Of  lion,  stag  and  spider,  but  inunense 
With  meaning  for  mankind,  —  thy  race,  thyself?  '^ 

Whereto  the  Dervish :  "  First  amend,  my  som, 

Thv  faulty  nomendajture,  call  belief 

Beuef  indeed,  nor  grace  with  such  a  name 

The  easy  acquiescence  of  mankind 

In  matters  nowise  worth  dispute,  sinoe  life 

Lasts  merely  the  allotted  moment    Lo  — 

That  lion-etag-and^ider  tale  leaves  fixed 

The  fact  for  us  that  somewhen  Abbas  reigned, 

Died,  somehow  slain,  —  a  useful  registry,  -^ 

Which  therefore  we  —  < believe'?    Stand  forward,  thov^ 

My  Yakub,  son  of  Yusu^  son  of  Zal! 
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I  adveitifle  thee  that  ear  liege,  lihe  Shah 
Happily  regnaQt,  hath  become  aaeuiedy 
By  epportune  disooyeiyy  that  thy  siresy 
Son  by  the  father  apwards,  track  their  line 
To  —  whom  but  thi^  same  bearer  of  the  cap 
Whoee  inadvertency  was  chargeable 
With  what  therefrom  ensoed,  disgost  and  death 
To  Abbas  Shah,  the  over-nice  of  soul? 
Whence  he  appoints  thee,  —  sneh  his  demency,^ 
Not  death,  thy  dae,  bat  jast  a  doable  tax 
To  nay,  on  thy  particalfur  bed  of  reeds 
Which  flower  into  the  brash  that  makes  a  broom 
Fit  to  sweep  ceilings  dear  of  yermin.    Sare, 
Thou  dost  believe  Uie  stor^  nor  dispate 
That  panishment  shoald  signalise  its  troth  ? 
Down  therefore  with  some  twelve  dinars !    Why  starts 
•—The  stag's  way  with  the  Hon  hard  on  hannch ? 
*  Believe  the  story  ?  *  —  how  thy  words  throng  fast  I  — 
'  Who  saw  this,  heard  this,  said  this,  wrote  down  this 
That  and  the  other  circomstance  to  prove 
So  great  a  prodigy  sorprised  the  world  ? 
Needs  most  thoa  prove  me  fable  can  be  &ct 
Or  ere  thoa  coax  one  piece  from  oat  my  poachi '  ** 

<' There  we  agree,  Sir :  neither  of  as  knows, 
Neither  accepts  that  tale  on  evidence 
Worthy  to  warrant  the  large  word  —  belief. 
Now  I  get  near  thee !    Why  didst  paose  abrapt» 
Disabled  by  emotion  at  a  tale 
Might  match — be  frank !  —  for  credibility 
The  figment  of  the  spider  and  the  cap  ? 
—  To  wit,  thy  roll's  concerning  All's  life, 
TJnevidenced  — thine  own  word !     little  boots 
Oar  sympathy  with  fiction !    When  I  read 
The  annals  and  consider  of  Tahmasp 
And  that  sweet  san-surpassing  star  his  love, 
I  weep  like  a  cut  vin^twig,  thongh  aware 
Zarah's  sad  fate  is  fiction,  since  Uie  snake 
He  saw  devoar  her, —how  coald  sach  exist. 
Having  nine  heads  ?    No  snake  boasts  more  than  three! 
I  weep,  then  laagh — both  actions  right  alike. 
Bat  thoa,  Ferishtah,  sapiency  confessed. 
When  at  the  Day  of  Jadgment  God  shsJl  adt 

'Didst  thoa  believe  ?'— what  wilt  thoa  plead?    lliytesis' 
^ay,  thev  fell  fast  and  stain  the  parchment  stilL) 
What  if  thy  tears  meant  love  ?    Love  lacking  groond 
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— Belief  y  —  avaab  thee  as  it  would  avail 

My  own  pretence  to  favor  Bmce,  f orsoothy 

I  loved  the  lady  —  I,  who  needs  most  laugh 

To  hear  a  snake  boasts  nine  heads:  they  have  threel " 

^Thanks  for  the  well-timed  help  that 's  bom,  behold. 
Oat  of  thy  words,  my  son,  —  beUef  and  love ! 
Hast  heard  of  Ishak  son  of  Absal?    Ay, 
The  very  same  we  heard  of,  ten  years  since, 
Shun  in  the  wars :  he  comes  back  safe  and  sound,  — 
Thongh  twenty  soldiers  saw  him  die  at  Yezdt,  — 
Just  as  a  single  mole-and-baggage  boy 
Declared  'twas  like  he  some  day  would,  — for  why? 
The  twenty  soldiers  lied,  he  saw  him  stout, 
Cored  of  all  wounds  at  once  by  smear  of  sidve, 
A  Mnbid's  manufacture :  such  the  tale. 
Now,  when  his  pair  of  sons  were  thus  apprised 
Effect  was  twofold  on  them.     '  Hul ! '  crowed  This : 

' Dearer  the  news  than  dayspring  after  night! 
The  cure-reporting  youngster  warrants  me 
Our  father  shall  make  gbid  our  eyes  once  more. 
For  whom,  had  outpoured  life  of  mine  sufficed 
To  bring  him  back,  free  broached  were  every  vein ! ' 

'Avannt,  delusive  tale^oncocter,  news 
Cruel  as  meteor  simulating  dawn  I ' 
Whimpered  the  other :  *•  Who  believes  thb  boy. 
Must  disbelieve  his  twenty  seniors :  no, 
Betum  our  father  shall  not !     Might  my  death 
Purchase  his  Ufe,  how  promptly  would  the  dole 
Be  paid  as  due !  *     Well,  ten  years  pass,  —  aha, 
Ishak  is  marching  homeward,  —  doubts,  not  he. 
Are  dead  and  done  with !     So,  our  townsfolk  straight 
Must  take  on  them  to  counsel.     '  Go  thou  gay. 
Welcome  thy  father,  thou  of  ready  faith ! 
Hide  thee,  contrariwise,  thou  faithless  one, 
Expect  paternal  frowning,  blame  and  blows ! ' 
So  do  our  townsfolk  counsel :  dost  demur  ?  " 

^  Ferishtah  like  those  simpletons  —  at  loss 
In  what  is  plain  as  pikestaff?     Fish  I     Suppose 
The  trustful  son  had  sighed  *•  So  much  the  worse  I 
Betuming  means  —  retaking  heritage 
Enjoyed  these  ten  years,  who  should  say  me  nay  ? ' 
How  would  such  trust  reward  him  ?    Trustlessness 
—  O'  the  other  hand — were  what  procured  most  praise 
To  him  who  judged  return  impossible, 
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Yefc  hated  heritege  proenred  thereby. 

A  fool  were  Iihak  if  he  ftuled  to  priie 

Mere  head's  work  less  than  heart's  woi^:  no  fool  hel** 

«<  Is  Godless  wise?    Besmne  the  roll ! "    They  did. 


Yon  groped  your  way  across  my  room  i*  the  drear  dark  dead  ol 
night; 


At  each  nesh  step  a  stomble  was :  but,  oiioe  Toor  hunp  aligfaty 
Easy  and  phdn  yon  walked  again :  so  soon  all  wrong  grew  ri^  I 

What  lav  on  floor  to  trip  your  foot  ?    Eaoh  object,  late  awty. 
Looked  fitly  placed,  nor  proved  offence  to  footing  free  —  for  iHiy  ? 


What  lav  on  floor  to  trip  yoor  foot  ?  Each  object,  late  awty. 
Looked  fitly  placed,  nor  proved  offence  to  footing  free  —  f ori 
The  lamp  showed  all,  discordant  late,  grown  simple  symmetry. 


Be  love  yonr  light  and  trust  your  guide,  with  these  ezploie  my 

heart  I 
No  obstacle  to  trip  you  then,  strike  hands  and  souls  i^Mrt  I 
Since  rooms  and  hearts  are  famished  so,  —  li^t  shows  yon,— needs 

love  start? 


IV.    THE  FAMILT. 

A  OBBTAnr  nrighbor  lying  sick  to  death, 
Ferishtah  grieved  beneath  a  palm-tree,  whenoe 
He  rose  at  peace :  whereat  objected  one 
**  Grndars  oar  friend  gasps  in  extremity. 
Sore,  thou  art  ignorant  how  close  at  hand 
Death  presses,  or  the  dond,  which  foaled  so  late 
Thy  &oe,  had  deepened  down  not  lightened  ofL" 

"  I  jadge  there  will  be  lesjnte,  for  I  prayed." 

**  Sir,  let  me  anderstand,  of  charity  ! 
Yestereve,  what  was  thine  admonishment  ? 

<  All-wise,  all-good,  all-mighty —  Ood  is  sach! ' 
How  then  shoald  man,  the  all-nnworthy,  dare 
Propose  to  set  aside  a  thing  ordained  ? 
To  pray  means — sabstitate  man's  will  for  God'a : 
Two  best  wills  cannot  be :  by  oonseqnence. 
What  is  man  boand  to  bat — assent,  say  I  ? 
Rather  to  raptore  of  tiianksgiving ;  since 
That  which  seems  worst  to  man  to  God  is  best, 
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So,  becaiue  God  ordains  it,  best  to  man. 

Tet  man  —  the  foolish,  wMk,  and  wicked  -—prays  I 

Urges  '  My  best  were  better,  didst  Thoa  know ' ! " 

'*  list  to  a  tale.     A  worthy  householder 
Of  Shiras  had  three  sons,  beside  a  sponse 
Whom,  catting  gourds,  a  serpent  bit,  whereon 
The  offended  umb  swelled  black  from  foot  to  fork* 
The  husband  called  in  aid  a  leech  renowned 
World-wide,  confessed  the  lord  of  surgery, 
And  bade  him  dictate  —  who  forthwith  declared 

<  Sole  remedy  is  amputation.'    Straight 

The  husband  sighed  '  Thou  knowest :  be  it  so ! ' 
His  three  sons  heard  their  mother  sentenced  :  '  Pause ! ' 
Outbroke  the  elder :  ^  Be  precipitate 
Nowise,  I  pray  thee !     Take  some  gentler  way. 
Thou  sage  of  much  resource  I     I  unll  not  doubt 
But  science  still  may  save  foot,  leg,  and  thigh ! ' 
The  next  in  age  snapped  petulant :  '  Too  rash ! 
No  reason  for  this  maiming !     What,  Sir  Leech, 
Our  parent  limps  henceforward  while  we  leap  ? 
Shame  on  thee  I     Save  the  limb  thou  must  and  shalt !  * 
'  Shame  on  yourselves,  ye  bold  ones ! '  followed  up 
The  brisk  third  brother,  youngest,  pertest  too : 

<  The  leech  knows  all  things,  we  are  ienorant ; 
What  he  proposes,  grate^Uy  accept! 

For  me,  had  I  some  unguent  bound  to  heal 
Hurts  in  a  twinkling,  hardly  would  I  dare 
Essay  its  virtue  and  so  cross  the  sage 
By  cure  his  skill  pronounces  folly.     Quick  ! 
No  waiting  longer  I     There  the  patient  lies : 
Out  then  with  implements  and  operate ! ' " 

^  Ah,  the  young  devill  " 

'^  Why,  his  reason  chimed 
Bight  with  the  Hakim  V 

"  Hakim's,  ay  —  but  chit's  ? 
How?  what  the  skilled  eye  saw  and  judged  of  weight 
To  overbear  a  heavy  consequence, 
That  —  shall  a  sciolist  affect  to  see  ? 
All  he  saw — that  is,  all  such  oaf  should  see, 
Was  just  the  mother's  suffering." 

<<  In  my  tale, 
Be  God  the  Haldm :  in  the  husband's  case. 
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Call  ready  acquiescence  —  aptitade 
Angelic,  onderstanding  swift  and  sore: 
Call  the  first  son  —  a  wise  homanitjri 
Slow  to  conceive  but  duteons  to  adopt : 
See  in  the  second  son  —  hnmanityy 
Wrong4ieaded  yet  right-hearted,  rash  bat  kind. 
Last  comes  the  cackler  of  the  brood,  oar  chit 
Who,  aping  wisdom  all  beyond  his  years, 
Thinks  to  discard  homanity  itself : 
Fares  like  the  beast  which  should  affect  to  fly 
Becaose  a  bird  with  wings  may  spozn  the  ground, 
So,  missing  heaven  and  losing  earth  —  drops  how 
But  hell-wiird  ?    No,  be  num  and  nothing  more  — 
Man  who,  as  man  conceiving,  hopes  and  fears. 
And  craves  and  deprecates,  and  loves,  and  loathes, 
And  bids  God  help  him,  till  death  touch  his  eyes 
And  show  God  granted  most,  denying  alL" 


Man  I  am  and  man  would  be,  Love — merest  man  and  nothing  man. 
Bid  me  seem  no  other  I    Eagles  boast  of  pinions  —  let  them  aoar  I 
I  may  pat  forth  angel's  plumage,  once  unmanned,  but  not  before. 

Now  on  earth,  to  stand  suffices,  — nav,  if  kneeling  serves,  to  kneel : 
Here  you  front  me,  here  I  find  the  all  of  heaven  that  earth  can  feel : 
Sttise  looks  straight, — not  over,  under,  —  perfect  sees  beyond  appeal 

Good  you  are  and  wise,  full  circle  :  what  to  me  were  more  outside  ? 
Wiser  wisdom,  better  goodness  ?    Ah,  such  want  the  angel's  wide 
Bense  to  take  and  hold  and  keep  them  I     Mine  at  least  has  never 
tried. 


V.    TEUE  SUN. 

^Ajsn>  what  might  that  bold  man's  annooncement  be  "  - 
Ferishtah  questioned  —  '^  which  so  moved  thine  ire 
That  thou  didst  curse,  nay,  cuff  and  kick  —  in  short, 
Confute  the  announcer  ?    Wipe  those  drops  away 
Which  start  afresh  upon  thy  face  at  mere 
Mention  of  such  enormity :  now,  speak !  " 

''He  scrupled  not  to  say —  (thou  warrantesti 
0  patient  Sir,  that  I  anblamed  repeat 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  SUN  249 

Abominable  words  which  blister  tongae  ?) 
God  onoe  assumed  on  earth  a  human  shape : 
(Loy  I  have  spitten !)    Dared  I  ask  the  grace, 
Fain  would  I  hear,  of  thy  snbtility, 
From  out  what  hole  in  man's  corrupted  heart 
Creeps  such  a  maggot :  fancies  verminous 
Breed  in  the  clots  tiiere,  but  a  monster  born 
Of  pride  and  folly  like  this  pest  — thyself 
Only  canst  trace  to  egg-shell  it  hath  chipped.'* 

The  sun  rode  high.     ^'  During  our  ignorance  "  — 

Bc^gan  Ferishtah  —  **  folk  esteemed  as  God 

Yon  orb :  for  argument,  suppose  him  so,  — 

Be  it  the  symbol,  not  the  symbolized, 

I  and  thou  saf  elier  take  upon  our  lips. 

Accordingly,  yon  orb  that  we  adore 

—What  is  he?    Author  of  all  light  and  life: 

Such  one  must  needs  be  somewhere  :  this  is  he. 

Like  what  ?    If  I  may  trust  my  human  eyes, 

A  ball  composed  of  spirit-fire,  whence  springs 

—  What,  from  this  ball,  my  arms  could  circle  round  ? 

All  I  enjoy  on  earth.     By  consequence. 

Inspiring  me  with  —  what  ?    Why,  love  and  praise. 

I  eat  a  palatable  fig  —  there  's  love 

In  little  :  who  first  planted  what  I  pluck. 

Obtains  my  little  praise,  too  :  more  of  both 

Keeps  due  proportion  with  more  cause  for  each : 

So,  more  and  ever  more,  till  most  of  all 

Completes  experience,  and  the  orb,  descried 

Ultimate  giver  of  all  good,  perforce 

Gathers  unto  himself  all  love,  all  praise. 

Is  worshipped — which  means  loved  and  praised  at  heij^ 

Back  to  ike  first  good :  't  was  the  gardener  gave 

Occasion  to  my  palate's  pleasure  :  grace. 

Plain  on  his  part,  demanded  thanks  on  mine. 

Go  up  above  this  giver,  —  step  by  step, 

Gain  a  conception  of  what  —  (how  and  why, 

Matters  not  now)  —  occasioned  him  to  give, 

Appointed  him  the  gardener  of  the  ground,  — 

I  motmt  by  just  progression  slow  and  sure 

To  some  prime  giver  —  here  assumed  yon  orb  — 

Who  takes  my  worship.     Whom  have  I  in  mind, 

Thus  worshipping,  unless  a  man,  my  like 

Howe*er  above  me  ?    Man,  I  say — how  else, 

I  being  man  who  worship  ?     Here 's  my  hand 

lifts  first  a  mustard-seed,  then  weight  on  weight 
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Greater  and  ever  greater,  till  at  last 
It  lifts  a  melon,  I  sappose,  then  stops  — 
Hand-strength  expended  wholly :  so,  my  love 
First  lands  the  gardener  lor  the  fig  his  gift, 
Then,  looking  hi^ier,  loves  and  lands  still  more, 
Who  hires  t^  gronnd,  who  owns  the  ground.  Sheikh,  Shal^ 
On  and  away,  away  and  ever  on. 
Till,  at  the  last,  it  loves  and  lands  the  orb 
Ultimate  canse  of  all  to  laud  and  love. 
Where  is  the  break,  the  change  of  qnality 
In  hand's  power,  sonl's  impulsion  ?    Gift  was  graoe^ 
The  greatest  as  the  smallest    Had  I  stopped 
Anywhere  in  the  scale,  stayed  love  and  praise 
As  so  far  only  fit  to  follow  gift. 
Saying,  *  I  thanked  the  gardener  lor  his  fig, 
But  now  that,  lo,  the  Sluih  has  filled  my  parse 
With  tomans  which  avail  to  purchase  me 
A  figtree  forest,  shall  I  pay  tiie  same 
With  love  and  praise,  the  gardener's  proper  fee  ? ' 
Justiy  would  whoso  bears  a  brain  object, 
^  Giving  is  giving,  gift  claims  gift* s  return, 
Do  thou  thine  own  part,  therafore :  let  the  Shah 
Ask  more  from  who  has  more  to  pay/   Perchance 
He  gave  thee  from  his  treasure  less  by  much 
Than  the  soil's  servant :  let  that  be !      My  part 
Ib  plain  —  to  meet  and  match  the  gift  and  gift 
With  love  and  love,  with  praise  and  praise,  till  botii 
Cry  'All  of  us  UB  thine,  we  can  no  more !  * 
So  shall  I  do  man's  utmost  —  man  to  man  : 
For  as  our  liege  the  Shah's  sublime  estate 
Merely  enhaloes,  leaves  him  man  the  same. 
So  must  I  count  that  orb  I  call  a  fire 
(Keep  to  the  language  of  our  ignorance) 
Something  that 's  fire  and  more  beside :  mere  tkn 
—  Is  it  a  force  which,  giving,  knows  it  gives, 
And  wherefore,  so  may  look  for  love  and  praise 
From  me,  fire's  like  so  far,  however  less 
In  all  beside  ?     Prime  cause  this  fire  shall  be. 
Uncaused,  all-causing :  hence  begin  the  gifts. 
Thither  must  go  my  love  and  praise — to  what? 
Fire  ?    Symbol  fitiy  serves  the  symbolixed 
Herein, — that  this  same  object  of  my  thanks, 
While  to  my  mind  nowise  conceivable 
Except  as  mind  no  less  than  fire,  refutes 
Next  moment  mind's  conception :  fire  is  fire  -— > 
While  what  I  needs  mnst  thanki  must  needs  indttdB 
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Purpose  with  power,  —  hnouuiily  like  mine, 
Imagined,  for  the  deer  neoeenty. 
One  moment  in  an  olrieot  whii^  the  next 
Conf  esses  unimaginable.    Power ! 

—  What  need  o£  will,  then  ?  naught  ofqposee  power: 
Why,  purpose  ?  any  change  miwt  be  lor  worse : 
And  what  oooasion  fsst  benefieenoe 

When  all  that  is,  so  is  and  so  most  be  ? 

Best  being  best  now,  change  were  for  the  worse. 

Accordingly  discard  these  qualities 

Proper  to  impezf ection,  take  for  type 

Mere  %t^  eject  the  man,  retain  the  oris  — 

The  perfect  and,  so,  inoonoeivable,  — 

And  what  remains  to  love  and  praise  ?    A  stone 

FairHX>lored  proves  a  sdlace  to  my  eye, 

Boiled  by  my  tongue  brings  moisture  curing  drou^^ 

And  stroek  by  steel  emits  a  useful  spark : 

Shall  I  return  it  thanks,  the  insentient  thing  ? 

No,  —  man  once,  man  forever — man  in  soul 

As  man  in  body :  just  as  this  can  use 

Ita  proper  senses  only,  see  and  hear, 

Taste,  like  or  loathe  according  to  its  law 

And  not  another  creature's,  — :  even  so 

Man's  soul  is  moved  by  what,  if  it  in  turn 

Must  move,  is  kindred  soul :  receiving  good 

—  Man's  way  —  mitet  make  man's  due  acknowledgment, 
No  other,  even  while  he  reasons  out 

Plainly  enough  that,  were  the  man  unmanned. 

Made  angel  of,  angelic  evexy  way, 

The  love  and  praise  that  righdy  seek  and  find 

Their  manlike  object  now,  —instructed  more. 

Would  go  forth  idly,  air  to  emptiness. 

Our  human  flower,  sun-ripened,  proffers  scent 

Thougfa'reason  prove  the  sun  ladu  nose  to  feed 

On  what  himself  made  grateful :  flower  and  man, 

Let  each  assume  that  scent  and  love  alike 

Being  onee  bom,  must  needs  have  use  I     Man's  part 

Is  plain — to  send  love  forth,  —  astray,  perhaps: 

No  matter,  he  has  done  his  part." 

<'Wherefrom 
What  is  to  follow — if  I  take  thy  sense  — 
But  that  tiie  sun  -^the  inconceivable 
Confessed  by  man — comprises,  all  the  same, 
Man's  every-day  conception  of  himself  — 
No  less  remaining  unconceived  I  ** 

'<  Agreed!" 
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<<  Tet  thooy  inwrting  on  the  right  of  man 
To  feel  as  man,  not  otherwise,  — man,  bound 
By  man's  conditions  neither  less  nor  more, 
Obliged  to  estimate  as  fiur  or  fool, 
Bight,  wrong,  good,  evil,  what  man's  f  aeol^ 
Adjudges  such,  — •  how  canst  thou,  — •  plainly  bound 
To  take  man's  truth  for  truth  and  only  trutib,  — 
Dare  to  accept,  in  just  one  case,  as  truth 
Falsehood  confessed  ?     Flesh  simnlating  fire  -— 
Our  fellow-man  whom  we  his  fellows  know 
For  dust  —  instmct  with  fire  unknowable ! 
Where 's  thy  man-needed  truth — its  proof,  nay  print 
Of  faintest  passage  on  the  tablets  traoed 
'Rj  man,  termed  knowledge  ?     'T  is  conceded  thee, 
We  lack  such  fancied  union  —  fire  with  flesh : 
But  even  so,  to  lack  is  not  to  gain 
Our  lack's  suppliance :  where 's  the  trace  of  such 
Becorded?" 


<<  What  if  such  a  tracing  were? 
If  some  strange  story  stood,  —  whate'er  its  worth,  — >* 
That  the  immensely  yeamed-for,  once  befell, 
—  The  sun  was  flesh  once?  —  (keep  the  figure  !)  ** 


An  union  inconceivable  was  fact  ? ' 


"Howf 


-'  Son,  if  the  stranger  have  convinced  himself 
Fancy  is  fact  —  the  sun,  besides  a  fire. 
Holds  earthly  substance  somehow  fire  pervades 
And  yet  consumes  not,  —  earth,  he  understands, 
With  essence  he  remains  a  stntnger  to,  — 
Fitlier  thou  saidst '  I  stand  appaUed  before 
Conception  unattainable  by  me 

Who  need  it  most ' — than  this  —  <What?  boast  he  hdlds 
Conviction  where  I  see  conviction's  need, 
Alas,  — and  nothing  else  ?  then  what  remains 
But  that  I  straightway  curse,  cuff,  kick  the  fooll  * " 


Fire  is  in  the  flint :  true,  onoe  a  spark  escapes, 
Fire  forgets  the  Idnship,  soars  till  fancy  shapes 
Some  befitting  cradle  where  the  babe  had  birth  — 
Wholly  heaven's  the  product,  nnallied  to  earth. 
Splenaors  lecof^nized  as  perfect  in  the  star  I  — 
In  oar  flint  their  home  was,  housed  as  now  they  aie. 
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YL    MTHRAB  SHAH. 

Quoth  an  inquirer,  **  Praise  the  Merciful ! 

M7  thumb  which  yesterday  a  scorpion  nipped  — 

(It  swelled  and  blackened)  —  lo,  is  sound  again  1 

Bv  application  of  a  virtuous  root 

The  burning  has  abated :  that  is  welL 

But  now  methinks  I  have  a  mind  to  ask,  -— 

Since  this  discomfort  came  of  culling  herbs 

Nor  meaning  harm,  —  why  needs  a  scorpion  be  ? 

Yea,  there  began,  from  when  my  thumb  last  throbbedi 

Advance  in  question-framing,  tiU  I  asked. 

Wherefore  should  any  evil  hap  to  man  — 

From  ache  of  flesh  to  agony  of  soul  — 

Since  God's  All-mercy  mates  All-potency  ? 

Nay,  why  permits  He  evil  to  Himself — 

Mam's  sin,  accounted  such  ?    Suppose  a  world 

Purged  of  all  pain,  with  fit  inhabitant  — 

Man  pure  of  evil  in  thought,  word,  and  deed  — 

Were  it  not  weU  ?    Then,  wherefore  otherwise  ? 

Too  good  result  ?    But  He  is  wholly  good ! 

Hard  to  effect?    Ay,  were  He  impotent  I 

Teach  me,  Ferishtah  I  " 

Said  the  Dervish :  <<  Friend, 
My  chance,  escaped  to^y,  was  worse  than  thine : 
I,  as  I  woke  this  morning,  raised  my  head. 
Which  never  tumbled  but  stuck  hat  on  neck. 
Was  not  I  gbui  and  thankful  I  " 

^'  How  could  head 
Tumble  from  neck,  unchopped  —  inform  me  first  I 
Unless  we  take  Firdausi's  tale  for  truth. 
Who  ever  heard  the  like?  " 

<<  The  like  might  hap 
By  natural  law :  I  let  my  staff  fall  thus  — 
It  goes  to  ground,  I  know  not  why.     Suppose, 
Whene'er  my  hold  was  loosed,  it  skyward  sprang 
As  certainly,  and  all  experience  proved 
That,  just  as  staves  when  unsupported  sink, 
So,  unoonfined,  they  soar  ?  " 

'<  Let  such  be  law-* 
Whjy  a  new  chapter  of  sad  aoeidents 
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Were  added  to  hmmm^B  iniwchftnce, 
No  doabt  at  all^  and  as  a  mail's  false  step 
Now  lays  him  prone  on  earth,  oontrariwise, 
Bemoval  from  his  shooMer  of  a  weig^ 
Might  start  him  upwards  to  perdition.    Ay  I 
Bat,  sinoe  such  law  exists  in  just  tl^  brain, 
I  shall  not  hesitate  to  doff  my  eap 
For  fear  my  head  take  flight*^' 

<«  Nor  feel  relief 
Finding  it  firm  on  shoulder.    Tell  me,  now! 
What  were  the  bond  'twixt  man  and  man,  dost  jodge, 
Pain  once  abolished?    Come,  be  tme  1    Onr  Shah- 
How  stands  he  in  thy  &Tor  ?    Why  that  shmg? 
Is  not  he  lord  and  rolerf  " 

a  Easily! 
His  mother  bore  him,  first  of  those  four  wives 
Proyided  by  his  father,  saoh  his  hiok : 
Since  when  his  bnsiness  simply  was  to  brealho 
And  take  each  day's  new  boont^.    There  he  stands*^ 
Where  else  had  I  stood,  were  his  birtlhStar  mine  ? 
No,  to  respect  men's  power,  I  needs  most  see 
Men's  bare  hands  seek,  find,  grasp  and  wield  the  sword 
Nobody  else  can  brandish  I     Bless  his  heart, 
*T  is  said,  he  scarcely  ooonts  his  fingers  right  1 " 

^  Well,  then— his  princely  doles  I  from  every  feast 
Off  go  the  feasted  with  the  dish  they  ate 
And  cup  they  drank  from,— ^ nay,  a  change  besidss 
Of  garments"  •  .  . 

*^  Sir,  pat  case,  for  service  done^— 
Or  best,  for  love's  sake»  —  sack  and  such  »  slave 
Sold  his  allowance  of  soar  lentil-soap 
To  therewith  parchase  me  a  pipe^ck,  —  nay, 
If  he,  by  bat  one  hoar,  cat  short  his  deep 
To  cloot  my  shoe,  —that  were  a  saerifiee  I '' 

<<  An  praise  his  gracioas  bearing." 

<<  All  praise  mine^^ 
Or  woqld  praise  did  they  never  make  approach 
Except  on  all-f  oars,  crawling  till  I  bade« 
*  Now  that  with  eyelids  thoa  hast  toached  the  earth, 
Come  dose  and  have  ilo  iete^  poor  notWagnsssl ' 
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What  wonder  that  the  kdj-rose  I  woo 
And  palisade  abont  from  eveiTwmd, 
Holds  herself  handsomely  ?    The  wilcHng,  now, 
Baffled  outside  at  pleasore  of  the  blast, 
That  still  lifts  np  with  something  of  a  sndle 
Its  poor  attempt  at  bloom  "  •  •  • 

''Abkmelesslife, 
Where  wrong  might  revel  with  imponity  — 
Bememberthat!" 

<<  The  faleon  on  his  fist  — 
Reclaimed  and  trained  and  belled  and  beautified 
TiU  she  believes  herself  the  Simorgh's  match  -^ 
She  only  deigns  destroy  the  antelope, 
Stoops  at  no  carrion-crow :  thou  marvellest?  " 

^'  So  be  it,  then !    He  wakes  no  love  in  thee 
For  any  one  of  divers  attributes 
Commonly  deemed  love-worthy.    All  the  same, 
I  would  he  were  not  wasting,  slow  but  sure^ 
With  that  internal  ulcer  "... 

"Say'stthouso? 
How  should  I  guess ?    Alack,  poor  soul!    But  stay — 
Sure  in  the  reach  of  art  some  remedy 
Must  lie  to  hand :  or  if  it  lurk,  —  that  leech 
Of  fame  in  Tebriz,  why  not  seek  his  aid  ? 
Could'st  not  thou,  Dervish,  counsel  in  the  case  ?  " 

^My  counsel  might  be  —  what  imports  a  pang 
The  more  or  less,  which  puts  an  end  to  one 
Odious  in  spite  of  every  attribute 
Commonly  deemed  love^'worthy  ?  " 

<' Attributes  ? 
Faugh!-* nay,  Ferishtah,  — 'tis  an  ulcer,  think! 
Attributes,  quotha  ?     Here 's  poor  flesh  and  blood, 
like  thine  and  mine  and  every  man's,  a  pro/ 
To  hell-fire !     Hast  thou  lost  thy  wits  for  once?  " 

^  Friend,  here  they  are  to  find  and  profit  by ! 
Put  pain  from  out  the  world,  what  room  were  left 
For  thanks  to  God,  for  love  to  Man  ?    Why  thanks,  — 
Except  for  some  escape,  whote'er  the  style, 
Rfom  pain  that  might  be,  name  it  as  thou  may'st  ? 
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Whj  love,  —  when  all  thy  kindy  save  me,  sappoie^ 
Thy  father,  and  thy  son,  and  .  .  .  well,  thy  deg^ 
To  eke  the  decent  number  out  —  we  few 
Who  happen  — ^Uke  a  handful  of  chance  staia 
From  the  onnombered  host  —  to  shine  o'erhead 
And  lend  thee  light,  —  our  twinkle  all  thy  store,  -«• 
We  only  take  thy  love !     Mankind,  forsooth  ? 
Who  sympathizes  with  their  general  joy 
Foolish  as  undeserved  ?    But  pain  —  see  God's 
Wisdom  at  work !  —  man's  heart  is  made  to  judge 
Pain  deserved  nowhere  by  the  common  flesh 
Our  birthright,  —  bad  and  good  deserve  alike 
No  pain,  to  human  apprehension  !     Lust, 
Greed,  cruelty,  injustice  crave  (we  hold) 
Due  punishment  &om  somebody,  no  doubt : 
But  ulcer  in  the  midriff !  that  brings  flesh 
Triumphant  from  the  bar  whereto  arraigned 
Soul  quakes  with  reason.    In  the  eye  of  God 
Pain  may  have  purpose  and  be  justified : 
Man's  sense  avails  to  only  see,  in  pain, 
A  hateful  chance  no  man  but  would  avert. 
Or,  failing,  needs  must  pity.     Thanks  to  God 
And  love  to  man,  — from  man  take  these  away. 
And  what  is  man  worth  ?    Therefore,  Mihrab  Shahf 
Tax  me  my  bread  and  salt  twice  over,  daim 
Laila  my  daughter  for  thy  sport,  -—  go  on  I 
Slay  my  son's  self,  muntain  thy  poetiy 
Beats  mine,  — thou  meritest  a  dozen  deaths  I 
But — ulcer  in  the  stomach,  —  ah,  poor  soul, 
Try  a  fi^-plaster :  may  it  ease  thy  pangs  I  " 


So,  the  head  aches  and  the  limbs  are  faiflf.  I 
Flesh  is  a  harden  —  even  to  you  ! 

Can  I  force  a  smile  with  a  fancy  quaint  ? 
Why  are  my  ailments  none  or  few  ? 

In  the  soul  of  me  sits  sluggiahness  : 
Body  so  strong  and  wiU  so  weak : 

The  slave  stands  fit  for  the  labor — yes. 
Bat  the  master's  mandate  is  still  to  seek. 

Yon,  now  —  what  if  the  outside  <day 
Helped,  not  hindered  the  inside  flame? 

Mv  dim  to-morrow  —  your  plain  to-day, 
Xouis  the  achievement,  mine  the  aim? 
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80  were  it  rightlj,  so  shall  it  be  ! 

Only,  while  earth  we  paoe  together 
For  the  purpose  apportioned  yoa  uid  me^ 

Closer  we  tread  for  a  common  tether. 

You  shall  sigh,  '*  Wait  for  his  sluegish  sool  I 
Shame  he  should  lag,  not  lamed  as  I ! " 

May  not  I  smile,  «  Ungained  her  ffoal : 
Body  may  reach  her  —  by  and  By  "  ? 


Vn.    A  CAMEL-DRIVEE. 

^  How  of  his  fate,  the  Pilgrims'  soldier^de 
Condemned"  (Ferishtah  questioned),  ''for  he  slew 
The  merchant  whom  he  convoyed  with  his  bales 
—  A  special  treachery  ?  " 

''  Sir,  the  proofs  were  plain : 
Justice  was  satisfied :  between  two  boards 
The  rogue  was  sawn  asunder,  rightly  served." 

^  With  all  wise  men's  approval  —  mine  at  least" 

"  ffimself ,  indeed,  confessed  as  much.     '  I  die 
Justly '  (groaned  he)  '  through  over-greediness 
Which  tempted  me  to  rob :  but  grieve  the  most 
That  he  who  quickened  sin  at  slumber,  —  ay. 
Prompted  and  pestered  me  till  thought  grew  deed,  — 
The  same  is  fled  to  Syria  and  is  safe, 
Laoghing  at  me  thus  left  to  pay  for  both. 
My  comfort  is  that  God  reserves  for  him 
Hell's  hottest'"  .  .  . 

"Idle  words." 

"Enlighten  me  I 
Wherefore  so  idle  ?     Punishment  by  man 
Has  thy  assent,  —  the  word  is  on  thy  lips. 
By  parity  of  reason,  punishment 
By  God  should  likelier  win  thy  thanks  and  pnuse." 

"  Man  acts  as  man  must :  God,  as  God  beseems. 
A  camel-driver,  when  his  beast  will  bite, 
Thumps  her  athwart  the  muzzle :  why  ?  " 

"  How  else 
Instruct  the  creature — mouths  should  munch  not  bite?" 
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**  Traei  he  is  many  knows  but  iiiaii*i  triek  lo  teaah 
Suppose  some  plain  word,  told  her  fint  of  all, 
Had  hindered  any  biting  ?  '* 

**  Find  him  snchy 
And  fit  the  beast  with  nndentanding  first  I 
No  onderstanding  animals  like  Bakhsh 
Nowadays,  Master  1    Till  they  breed  on  earth, 
For  teadiing— blows  most  serve." 

*<  Who  deals  the  hbw- 
What  if  by  some  rare  method,  —  mag^c,  say, — 
He  saw  into  the  biter's  very  sool, 
And  knew  the  fault  was  so  repented  of 
It  could  not  happen  twiee  ?  " 

<< That's  something:  stiD, 
I  hear,  methinks,  the  driver  sav,  *  No  lees 
Take  thy  fault's  due !    Those  long^necked  sistefs,  see, 
Lean  all  arstretch  to  know  if  biting  meets 
Punishment  or  enjoys  impunity. 
For  their  sakes  —  thwack !' " 

'^  The  journey  home  at  eodi 
The  solitary  beast  safe-stabled  now, 
In  comes  the  driver  to  avenge  a  wrong 
Suffered  from  six  months  since,  —  apparently 
Wbih  patience,  nay,  approval :  when  tiie  jaws 
Met  i'  the  small  o'  the  arm.    '  Ha,  Ladykin, 
Still  at  thy  frolics,  girl  of  gold  ? '  laughed  he : 
'Eat  flesh?    Rye-grass  content  thee  rather  with, 
Whereof  accept  a  bundle! '    Now,  — what  chao^I 
Laughter  by  no  means !     Now  't  is,  *  Fiend,  thy  frisk 
Was  fit  to  find  thee  provender,  didst  judge  ? 
Behold  this  red-hot  twy-prong,  thus  I  stick 
To  hiss  i' the  soft  of  thee!'" 

''Behold?  behold 
A  crazy  noddle,  rather !     Sure  the  brute 
Might  wellnigh  have  plain  speech  coaxed  out  of  tongue^ 
And  grow  as  voluble  as  Rakhsh  himself 
At  such  mad  outrage.     '  Could  I  take  thy  mind. 
Guess  thy  desire  ?    If  biting  was  offence, 
Wherefore  the  rye-grass  bundle,  why  each  day's 
Patting  and  petting,  but  to  intimate 
'Mj  playsomeness  had  pleased  thee  ?    Thou  endowed 
With  reason,  truly  I '  " 

"  Reason  aims  to  raise 
Some  makeshift  scaffold-vantage  midway,  whence 
Man  dares,  for  life's  brief  moment,  peer  below : 
But  ape  omniscience  ?    Nay !    The  ladder  lent 
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To  climb  by,  step  and  stefs  nntil  we  reach 

The  Utile  f oothold-fiae  allowed  mankind 

To  mount  on  and  thence  gaess  the  ran's  aoiregr-^ 

Shall  thiB  avail  to  show  ns  world-wide  trath 

Stretched  for  the  sun's  deeciving?    Reason  bids, 

'Teach,  Man,  thy  beast  his  duty  first  of  all 

Or  last  of  all,  with  blows  if  blows  must  be,  — 

How  else  accomplish  teaching  ? '     Reason  adds, 

'  Before  man's  First,  and  after  man's  poor  Last, 

God  operated  and  will  operate.' 

—  Process  of  which  man  merely  knows  this  much,  -« 

That  nowise  it  resembles  man's  at  all. 

Teaching  or  punishing." 

^It  follows,  then, 
That  any  malefactor  I  would  smite 
With  God's  allowance,  God  himaelE  will  spare 
Fresuxnably.    No  scapegrace  ?     Then,  rejoice 
Thou  snatdt-grace  safe  in  Syria  1 " 

<'  Friend,  such  yiew 
Is  but  man's  wonderful  and  wide  mistake. 
Man  lumps  his  kind  i'  the  mass :  God  singles  thence 
Unit  by  unit    Hiou  and  God  exist  — 
So  think  I  —  for  certain :  think  the  mass  — mankind  •— 
Disparts,  disperses,  leaves  thyself  alone  I 
Ask  thy  lone  soul  what  laws  are  plain  to  thee,  -^ 
Thee  and  no  other,  —  stand  or  fivU  by  them  I 
That  is  the  part  for  thee :  regard  all  else 
For  what  it  may  be  —  Time's  illusion.    This 
Be  sure  of  —  ignorance  that  sins,  is  safe. 
No  punishment  like  knowledge  I     Instance,  now  I 
My  father's  ohoieest  treasure  was  a  book 
THierein  he,  day  by  day  and  year  by  year. 
Recorded  gains  of  wisdom  for  my  sake 
When  I  diould  grow  to  manhood.     While  a  child, 
Coming  upon  the  casket  where  it  lay 
Unguarded,  —  what  did  I  but  toss  the  thing 
Into  a  fire  to  make  more  flame  therewith. 
Meaning  no  harm  ?    So  acts  man  three-years  oldl 
I  grieve  now  at  my  loss  by  witlessness, 
But  guilt  was  none  to  punish.     Man  mature  — 
Each  word  of  his  I  lightly  held,  each  look 
I  turned  from  —wish  thi^  wished  in  vain  —  nay,  will 
That  willed  and  yet  went  all  to  waste  —  't  is  tkiese 
Rankle  like  fire.    Forgiveness  ?  rather  grant 
Forgetfalness !     The  past  is  past  and  lost 
However  near  I  stand  in  his  regard, 
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So  much  the  nearer  had  I  stood  hj  steps 
Offered  the  feet  which  rashly  yarned  their  he^ 
That  I  call  Hell;  why  further  pnnishiiieEit?" 


When  I  vexed  Tcm  and  tou  ohid  me, 
And  I  owned  my  fault  and  tamed 

My  oheek  the  way  yon  bid  me. 
And  oonfesaed  the  blow  well  earned,— 

My  comfort  all  the  while  was 
—  Fault  was  fanlty — near,  not  ouite  I 

Bo  you  wonder  why  the  smile  was  r 
O'exponished  wrong  grew  ri^t. 

Bnt  faolts  yon  ne'er  suspected. 
Nay,  praised,  no  faults  at  all,  — • 

Those  would  yon  had  detected  — 
Crushed  eggs  whence  snakes  ooold  oraid  1 


VUL    TWO  CAMELS. 

QcroTH  one :  ''  Sir,  solye  a  scrapie  I    No  tme  sage 

I  hear  of,  but  instmcts  his  scholar  thus : 

<  Woold'st  thou  be  wise  ?    Then  mortify  thyself! 

Balk  of  its  craving  every  bestial  sense ! 

Say,  ^^  If  I  relish  melons  —  so  do  swine ! 

Horse,  ass,  and  mule  consume  their  provender 

Nor  leave  a  pearpod :  fasting  feeds  uie  sooL" ' 

Thus  they  admonish :  while  thyself,  I  note, 

Eatest  thy  ration  with  an  appetite, 

Nor  fallest  foul  of  whoso  licks  his  lips 

And  sighs  — '  Well-saffroned  was  that  barley-soup  I' 

Can  wisdom  coexist  with  —  gorge-and-swill, 

I  say  not,  —  simply  sensual  preference 

For  this  or  that  fantastic  meat  and  drink  ? 

Moreover,  wind  blows  sharper  than  its  wont 

Tliis  morning,  and  thou  hast  already  donned 

Thy  sheepskin  over-garment :  sore  the  sage 

Is  busied  with  conceits  that  soar  above 

A  petty  change  of  season  and  its  chance 

Of  caosing  ordinary  flesh  to  sneeze  ? 

I  always  tiiooght,  Sir"  •  •  . 

<'Son,''Ferishtah8aidt 
^  Tmth  ought  to  seem  as  never  thou^  before. 
How  if  I  give  it  birth  in  parable  ? 
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A  neighbor  owns  two  camels,  beasts  of  price 
And  promise,  destined  each  to  go,  next  week, 
Swiftly  and  sorely  with  his  merchandise 
From  Nishapnr  to  Sebzeyar,  no  trace 
To  tramps  but  trayel,  spite  of  sands  and  drongfat. 
In  days  so  many,  lest  they  miss  the  Fair. 
Each  falls  to  meditation  o'er  his  crib 
Piled  high  with  proyender  before  the  start 
Qaoth  t&  :  '  My  soul  is  set  on  winning  praise 
From  goodman  lord  and  master,  —  hnmp  to  hoo^ 
I  dedicate  me  to  his  serrice.     How  ? 
Grass,  purslane,  lupines,  and  I  know  not  what, 
Crammed  in  my  manger  ?    Ha,  I  see  —  I  see  I 
No,  master,  spare  thy  money  I    I  shall  tradge 
The  distance  and  yet  cost  thee  not  a  doit 
Beyond  my  sapper  on  this  mooldy  bran.' 
« Be  magnified,  O  master,  for  the  meal 
So  opportonely  liberal  I '  qaoth  that 
'  What  ose  of  strength  in  me  bat  to  sarmoant 
Sands  and  simooms,  and  bend  beneath  thy  balee 
No  knee  antil  I  reach  the  glad  bazaar  ? 
Thos  \  do  jastiee  to  thy  fare :  no  sprig 
Of  toothsome  cherril  most  I  leaye  anchewed  I 
Too  bitterly  shoold  I  reproach  myself 
Did  I  sink  down  in  sight  of  Sebzeyar, 
Bemembering  how  the  merest  moathfol  more 
Had  heartened  me  to  manage  yet  a  mile ! ' 
And  so  it  proyed :  the  too-abstemioos  brate 
Midway  broke  down,  his  pack  rejoiced  the  thieyesy 
His  carcass  fed  the  yoltares :  not  so  he 
The  wisely  thankful,  who,  good  market<bradge. 
Let  down  his  lading  in  the  market-place. 
No  damage  to  a  single  pack.     Which  beast, 
Think  ye,  had  praise  and  patting  and  a  brand 
Of  good-«nd-faithf ul-seryant  fiz^  on  flank  ? 
So,  with  thy  squeamish  scrapie.     What  imports 
Fasting  or  feasting  ?     Do  thy  day's  work,  dare 
Befuse  no  help  thereto,  since  help  refused 
Is  hindrance  sought  and  found.     Win  but  the  race  -• 
Who  shall  object '  He  tossed  three  wine-cups  off, 
And,  jost  at  starting,  lilith  kissed  lus  lips '  ? 

^  More  soberly,  —  consider  this,  my  Son  I 
Pat  case  I  neyer  haye  myself  enjoyed, 
Known  by  experience  what  enjoyment  means. 
How  shall  I— share  enjoyment?  —  no,  indeed  I  «— 
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Sopplj  it  to  my  fellows,  *—  ignorant, 
As  80  I  should  be  of  the  thing  Uiey  erayey 
How  it  affects  them,  works  for  good  or  ilL 
Style  my  enjoyment  self-indnlgence — sin  -* 
"Wliy  should  I  labor  to  infect  my  kind 
WiUi  sin's  occasion,  bid  them  too  enjoy, 
Who  else  might  neither  catch  nor  give  again 
Joy's  plagae,  but  liye  in  righteous  misery? 
Just  as  I  cannot,  till  myself  convinced, 
Impart  conviction,  so,  to  deal  forth  joy 
Adroitly,  needs  must  I  know  joy  myself. 
Renounce  joy  for  my  fellows'  sake  ?    That 's  joy 
Beyond  joy ;  but  renounced  for  mine,  not  theirs  ? 
Why,  the  physician  called  to  help  the  sick, 
Cries  ^  Let  me,  first  of  all,  discani  my  healA ! ' 
No,  Son :  the  richness  hearted  in  such  joy 
Is  in  the  knowing  what  are  gifts  we  give. 
Not  in  a  vain  endeavor  not  to  know ! 
Therefore,  desire  joy  and  thank  God  for  it! 
The  Adversary  said,  —a  Jew  reports,  — 
^     :  D'^nbM  ni>M  k^  nann 

In  Persian  phrase, '  Does  Job  fear  6od*for  naught  ?  * 

Job's  creatureship  is  not  abjured,  thou  fool ! 

He  nowise  isolates  himself  and  plays 

The  independent  equal,  owns  no  more 

Than  lumself  gave  hixnself ,  so  why  thank  God  ? 

A  proper  speedi  were  this  tTM^MD 

'Equals  we  are.  Job,  labor  for  thyself. 
Nor  bid  me  help  thee :  bear,  as  best  flesh  may, 
Pains  I  inflict  not  nor  avail  to  cure : 
Beg  of  me  nothing  thou  thyself  may'st  win 
By  work,  or  waive  with  magnanimity, 
Since  we  are  peers  acknowledged,  —  scarcely  peeiBi 
Had  I  implanted  any  want  of  thine 
Only  my  power  could  meet  and  gratify.' 
No :  rather  hear,  at  man's  indifference  — 

^  Wherefore  did  I  contrive  for  thee  that  ear 
Hungry  for  music,  and  direct  thine  eye 
To  where  I  hold  a  seven-stringed  instrument. 
Unless  I  meant  thee  to  beseech  me  play  ? ' " 


Once  I  saw  a«ohenii8t  take  a  pinch  of  powder 

— Simple  dost  it  seemed — and  half-onatop  a  phial : 

—  Out  dropped  harmless  dew.  **  Mij»d  nothings  make  ^  (qnoth  b^ 

"  Something  I "    So  they  did :  a  thimdepck^/bttt  loader  — 

Lightning-flash,  but  fiercer  —  put  spectators'  nerv^  to  trial : 

Sure  enoagh,  we  learned  what  was,  imagined  what  wSl^  be. 
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Had  I  no  enwrienoe  how  alip't  more  tmnble. 
Look's  half  hesiUiiioii,  eheek's  jiut  ehaage  of  color. 
These  effect  a  heartquakCy — how  should  I  conceive 
What  a  heaven  there  may  be  ?    Let  it  but  resemble 
Earth  mvself  have  known !    Ko  bliss  that 's  finer,  fnller. 
Only  —  Uiss  that  lasts,  they  say,  and  fain  would  I  belieye. 


EL    CHERRIES. 

^  What,  I  disturb  thee  at  thy  moming^neal : 
Cherries  so  ripe  already  ?    Eat  apace ! 
I  recollect  thy  lesson  yesterday. 
Yet — thanks,  Sir,  for  thy  leave  to  intermpt "  •  •  • 

''Friend,  I  have  finished  my  repast,  thaok  God !  " 

''  Tliere  now,  Uiy  thanks  for  breaking  Ibst  on  froit  I  «• 
Thanks  bebg  praise,  or  tantamount  thereto. 
Prithee  consider,  have  not  things  degree. 
Lofty  and  low  ?    Are  things  not  great  and  small. 
Thence  claiming  praise  and  wonder  more  or  less  ? 
Shall  we  confuse  them,  with  thy  warrant  too. 
Whose  doctrine  otherwise  begins  and  ends 
With  just  this  precept,  '  Never  faith  enoogh 
In  man  as  weakness,  God  as  poteney '  ? 
When  I  would  pay  sool's  tribute  to  that  same, 
Why  not  look  up  in  wonder,  bid  the  stars 
Attest  my  praise  of  the  AU-mighty  One  ? 
What  are  man's  puny  members  and  as  mean 
Requirements  weighed  with  Star-King  Mnshtari  ? 
There  is  the  marvel !  " 

''  Not  to  man  —  that 's  meb 
list  to  what  happened  late,  in  fact  or  dreaoL 
A  certain  stranger,  bound  from  far  away. 
Still  the  Shah's  subject,  found  himself  before 
Ispahan  palace-gate.    As  duty  bade. 
He  enters  in  the  courts,  will,  if  he  may, 
See  so  much  glory  as  befits  a  slave 
Who  only  comes,  of  mind  to  testify 
How  great  and  good  is  shown  our  lord  the  Shah. 
In  he  walks,  round  he  casts  his  eye  about, 
Looks  up  and  down,  admires  to  heart's  content^ 
Ascends  the  gallery,  tries  door  and  door. 
None  says  his  reverence  nay :  peeps  in  at  eadv 
Wonders  at  all  the  onimagined  use. 
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Gold  here  and  jewels  there,  —  so  yast,  that  hall  — 
So  perfect  yon  pavilion !  —  lamps  ahove 
Bidding  look  np  from  luxuries  below,  — 
Erermore  wonder  topping  wonder,— last— 
Sudden  he  comes  upon  a  cosy  nook, 
A  nest-like  litde  chamber,  with  his  name, 
His  own,  yea,  his  and  no  mistake  at  all, 
Plain  o'er  the  entry,  —  what,  and  he  descries 
Just  those  arrangements  inside,  —  oh,  the  care !  — 
Suited  to  soul  and  body  both,  — so  snu^ 
The  cushion  —  nay,  the  pipe-stand  fnrmshed  so ! 
Whereat  he  cries  aloud,  —  what  think'st  thou.  Friend  ? 
*  That  these  my  sHppers  should  be  just  my  choice, 
Eyen  to  the  color  that  I  most  affect, 
Is  nothing :  ah,  that  lamp,  the  central  sun, 
What  must  it  lig^t  within  its  minaret 
I  scarce  dare  guess  the  good  of  I     Who  lives  there  ?  ' 
That  let  me  wonder  at,  —  no  slipper  toys 
Meant  for  the  foot,  forsooth,  which  kicks  them — thns  I  * 
Never  enough  fidth  in  omnipotence,  — 
Never  too  much,  by  parity,  of  fidth 
In  impuissance,  man's  —  which  turns  to  strength 
When  once  acknowledged  weakness  every  way. 
How  ?    Hear  the  teaching  of  another  tale. 

''  Two  men  once  owed  the  Shah  a  mighty  sum, 
Beggars  they  both  were  :  this  one  crossed  his  arms 
And  bowed  his  head,  —  <  whereof,'  sighed  he,  *  each  hair 
Proved  it  a  jewel,  how  the  host's  amount 
Were  idly  strewn  for  payment  at  thy  feet! ' 

^  Lord,  here  they  lie,  my  havings  poor  and  scant  I 
All  of  the  berries  on  my  currant-bush. 
What  roots  of  garlic  have  esci^)ed  the  mice. 
And  some  five  pippins  from  the  seedling  tree,  — 
Would  they  were  half-ardozen  I    Anyhow, 
Accept  my  all,  poor  beggar  that  I  am ! ' 

'  Received  in  full  of  all  demands ! '  smiled  back 
The  apportioner  of  every  lot  of  ground 
From  inch  to  acre.     Littleness  of  love 
Befits  the  littleness  of  loving  thing. 
What  if  he  boasted  *  Seeing  I  am  great, 
Great  must  my  correspon<Ung  tribute  be '  ? 
Mushtari,  —  well,  suppose  him  seven  times  seven 
The  sun's  superior,  proved  so  by  some  sage : 
Am  I  that  sage  ?    To  me  his  twinkle  blue 
Is  all  I  know  of  him  and  thank  him  for^ 
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And  therefore  I  hare  pat  the  aune  in  yerse  — - 

*  Like  yon  bine  twinkle,  twinka  thine  eye,  my  Love  I ' 

Neither  shalt  thoa  be  troubled  oyermuch 

Becftuae  Uiy  offering  —  littleness  itself  — 

Is  lessened  by  admixtare  sad  and  strange 

Of  mere  man'e-mottves,  —  praise  with  f ear,  and  love 

With  looking  after  that  same  love's  reward. 

Alas,  Friend,  what  was  free  from  this  alloy,  — 

Some  smalch  thereof,  —  in  best  and  purest  love 

Ph>ff ered  thy  earthly  father  ?    Dost  then  art. 

Dost  shalt  be  to  the  end.    Thy  father  took 

The  dost,  and  kindly  called  the  handful  —gold, 

Nor  cared  to  count  what  sparkled  here  and  then^ 

Sagely  unanaljrtic.     Thank,  praise,  love 

(Sum  up  thus)  for  the  lowest  favors  first, 

The  commonest  of  comf ortaj  aught  beside 

Very  omnipotence  had  overlookMl 

Such  needs,  arranging  for  thy  little  life. 

Nor  waste  thy  power  of  love  in  wonderment 

At  what  thou  wiselier  lettest  shine  unsoiled 

By  breath  of  word.    That  this  last  cherry  soothes 

A  roughness  of  my  palate,  that  I  know : 

His  l£iker  knows  why  Mushtari  was  made." 


Verse-making  was  least  of  my  virtues  :  I  viewed  with  despair 
Wealth  that  never  yet  was  but  might  be  —  aU  that  verse-making 


If  the  life  wonld  bat  lengthen  to  wish,  let  the  mind  be  laid  bare. 
So  I  said  "To  do  little  is  bad,  to  do  nothing  is  worse  "  — 
And  made  verse. 

Love-making,  —  how  simple  a  matter  I    No  depths  to  explore, 
No  heights  m  a  life  to  ascend  f    Ko  disheartemng  Before, 
No  affrighting  Hereafter, — love  now  will  be  love  evermore. 
Bo  I  felt  ^'To  keep  rilenoe  were  folly  : "  —  all  langaage  above, 
I  made  love. 


X.    PLOT-CULTURE. 

''At,  but,  Ferishtah,"  —  a  disciple  smirked,  — 
*^  That  verse  of  thine  *■  How  twinks  thine  eye,  my  Love, 
Blue  as  yon  star-beam ! '  much  arrides  myself 
Who  haply  may  obtain  a  kiss  therewith 
This  eve  from  Laila  where  the  palms  abound  — 
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My  jonlh,  vuy  wamnt— 00  the  palniB  be  oleiet 

Sappose  when  thoa  ut  eeniert  in  diBeoone 

Concerning  hig^  and  holy  UunffB,—  afaropt 

I  out  with — '  Laila's  lip,  how  honey-eweet ! '  — 

What  sa/st  thou,  were  it  •eandalooa  orno  ? 

I  fed  til&y  shoe  sent  flying  at  my  monlii 

For  darmff  —  prodigy  of  impodence  — 

Pablish  what,  secret,  ware  penniseible. 

Well,  — one  slide  further  in  the  imagined  sloagh,«— 

Knee-deep  therein,  (respect  thy  reverence !)  -— 

Suppose  me  well  aware  thy  yeiy  self 

Stooped  piying  throogh  the  palm-screen,  while  I  dared 

Solace  me  with  caressingB  all  the  same  ? 

Unutterable,  nay  —  nnthinkable, 

Undreamable  a  deed  of  shame !     Alaok, 

How  will  it  fare  shonld'st  thoa  impress  on  me 

That  certainly  an  Eye  is  oyer  all 

And  each,  to  mark  the  minate's  deed,  word,  Aong^ 

As  worthy  of  reward  or  punishment  ? 

Shall  I  permit  my  sense  an  Eye-yiewed  shame, 

Broad  daylight  perpetration,  — >so  to  speaik,  — 

I  had  not  dared  to  breadie  within  the  Ear, 

With  black  night's  help  about  me  ?    Yet  I  skaiid 

A  man,  no  monster,  made  of  flesh  not  doud : 

Why  made  so,  if  my  making  prove  offence 

To  Maker's  eye  and  ear  ?  " 

"  Thou  would'st  not  stand 
Distinctly  Man,"  —  Ferishtah  made  reply, 
^  Not  the  mere  creature,  —  did  no  limii-line 
Round  thee  about,  aj^rtion  thee  thy  plaee 
Clean-cut  from  out  and  off  the  ilUmitable,  -— 
Minuteness  severed  from  immensity. 
All  of  tbee  for  the  Maker,  —  for  thyself. 
Workings  inside  the  circle  that  evolve 
Thine  aU,  —  the  product  of  thy  cultured  plot. 
So  much  of  grain  the  ground's  lord  bids  thee  yield : 
Bring  sacks  to  granary  in  Autumn !  spare 
Daily  intelligence  of  this  manure, 
That  compost,  how  they  tend  to  feed  the  soil : 
There  thou  art  master  sole  and  absolute 
—  Only,  remember  doomsday !     Twit'st  thou  me 
Because  I  turn  away  my  outraged  nose 
Shonld'st  thou  obtrude  Uiereon  a  shovelful 
Of  fertilizing  kisses  ?     Since  thy  sire 
Wills  and  obtains  thy  marriage  with  the  maid» 
Enough  I    Be  reticent,  I  cou;iuel  thee, 
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Nor  yentore  to  aeqnaint  him*  point  by  point, 
What  he  procnies  theo.    It  he  00  ohtnse  ? 
Keep  thj  instraetion  to  thyself!     My  a«  -^ 
Only  book  him  expeet  admowledgmenty 
The  while  he  champs  my  gift^  a  thistl^hnncli, 
How  much  he  loyes  the  hugess :  of  his  lote 
I  only  tolerate  so  much  as  teUs 
By  wrinkling  nose  and  inartioolate  grant, 
The  meal,  that  heartens  him  to  do  my  work, 
Tickles  hia  palate  as  I  meant  it  should." 


Not  with  my  Soul,  Lots  I  —  hid  no  Sonl  like  mine 
Lap  thee  aroond  nor  leave  the  poov  Sense  room  1 

Soul,  —  travel-wom,  toil-weary,  —  would  confine 
Along  with  Soul,  Soul's  gains  from  glow  and  gloQn^ 

Captores  from  soarings  hi«i  and  divings  deep. 

Spoil-laden  Sonl,  how  shoud  such  memories  sleep  ? 
Take  Sense,  too — let  me  love  entire  and  whole  — 
Not  with  my  Sonl  1 

Eyes  shall  meet  eyes  and  find  no  eyas  between, 
Lips  feed  on  lips,  no  other  lips  to  fear  ! 

Nojpast,  no  f atore  —  so  thine  arms  but  screen 
TiM  present  from  surprise  I  not  there,  't  is  here  — 

Not  then,  't  is  now  :  —  back,  memories  tiiat  intrude  1 

Make,  Love,  the  nniverse  our  solitude. 
And,  over  all  the  rest,  oblivion  roll  — 
Sense  qaenchmg  Sonl  I 


XI.    A  PILLAB  AT  SEBZEVAR. 

*<  Knowlsdgb  deposed,  then  I  *'  —groaned  whom  that  most 
grieyed 
As  f  ooluhest  of  all  the  company. 

<<  What,  knowledge,  man's  diBtinetrve  attribote, 
He  dofEs  that  crown  to  emulate  an  ass 
Becanse  the  unknowing  long-ears  loyes  at  least 
Husked  lupines,  and  belike  the  feeder's  self 
—  Whose  purpose  in  the  dole  what  ass  divines  ?'* 

"*  Friend,"  quoth  Ferishtah,  <^  aU  I  seem  to  know 
Is  —  I  know  nothing  saye  that  love  I  can 
Boundlessly,  endlessly.     My  curls  were  crowned 
In  youth  with  knowledge,  -^  off,  alas,  crown  slipped 
Next  moment,  pushed  by  better  knowledge  still 
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Which  nowise  proved  more  constant :  gain,  to-day. 

Was  toppling  loss  to-monoW}  Ikj  at  last 

—  Knowledge,  the  golden  ?  —  lacquered  ignorance ! 

As  gain  —  mistrost  it !     Not  as  means  to  gain : 

Lacquer  we  learn  by :  cast  in  fining-pot, 

We  learn,  when  what  seemed  ore  assayed  proves  drossy-* 

SureUer  tirue  gold's  worth,  guess  how  purity 

I'  the  lode  were  precious  could  one  light  on  ore 

Clarified  up  to  test  of  crucible. 

The  prize  is  in  the  process :  knowledge  means 

Ever-renewed  assurance  by  defeat 

That  victory  is  somehow  still  to  reach. 

But  Ipve  is  victory,  the  prize  itself : 

Love  —  trust  to !     Be  rewarded  for  the  trust 

la  trust's  mere  act     In  love  success  is  sure, 

Attainment  —  no  delusion,  whatsoe'er 

The  prize  be :  apprehended  as  a  prize, 

A  prize  it  is.     Thy  child  as  surely  grasps 

An  orange  as  he  fiuls  to  grasp  the  sun 

Assumed  his  capture.    What  if  soon  he  finds 

The  foolish  fruit  unworthy  grasping  ?    Joy 

In  shape  and  color,  —  that  was  joy  as  true  — 

Worthy  in  its  degree  of  love  — as  gran> 

Of  sun  were,  which  had  singed  his  hand  beside. 

What  if  he  said  the  orange  held  no  juice 

Since  it  was  not  that  sun  he  hoped  to  suck  ? 

This  constitutes  the  curse  that  spoils  our  life 

And  sets  man  maundering  of  his  misery, 

That  there 's  no  meanest  atom  he  obtains 

Of  what  he  counts  for  knowledge  but  he  cries 

*  Hold  here,  —  I  have  the  whole  thing, «— know,  this  time^ 
Nor  need  search  farther ! '     Whereas,  strew  his  path 
With  pleasures,  and  he  scorns  them  while  he  stoops : 

*'  This  fiUy  call'st  thou  pleasure,  pick  up  this 
And  praise  it,  truly  ?    I  reserve  my  thanks 
For  something  more  substantial.'     Fool  not  thus 
In  practising  with  life  and  its  delights ! 
Enjoy  the  present  gift,  nor  wait  to  know 
The  unknowable.     Enough  to  say  ^  I  feel 
Love's  sure  effect,  and,  being  loved,  must  love 
The  love  its  cause  behind,  —  I  can  and  do !  * 
Nor  turn  to  try  thy  brain-power  on  the  fact, 
(Apart  from  as  it  strikes  tiiee,  here  and  now  — 
Its  how  and  why,  i'  the  future  and  elsewhere) 
Except  to  —  yet  once  more,  and  ever  again, 
Confirm  thee  in  thy  utter  ignorance : 
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Aflsured  that^  whatsoe'er  the  quality 

Of  loTe'fl  eaiuey  saye  that  loye  was  caoflod  thereby, 

This  —  nigh  upon  reyeahnent  as  it  seemed 

A  minate  sinee  —  defies  thy  longing  looks, 

Withdrawn  into  the  unknowable  once  more. 

Wholly  distrust  thy  knowledge,  then,  and  trust 

As  wholly  loye  allied  to  ignorance ! 

There  lies  thy  truth  and  safety.     Loye  is  praise, 

And  praise  is  loye  I     Befine  the  same,  eontriye 

An  intellectual  tribute — ignorance 

Appreciating  ere  approbatiye 

Of  knowledge  that  is  infinite  ?    With  us. 

The  small,  who  thank  the  knowledge  of  our  kind 

Greater  than  we,  the  wiser  ignorance 

Restricts  its  apprehension,  sees  and  knows 

No  more  than  brain  accepts  in  faith  of  sight, 

Takes  first  what  comes  first,  only  sure  so  hat. 

By  Sebzeyar  a  certain  pillar  stands 

So  aptly  that  its  gnomon  tells  the  hour ; 

What  if  the  townsmen  said  '  Before  we  thank 

Who  placed  it,  for  his  seryiceable  craft. 

And  go  to  dinner  since  its  shade  tells  noon. 

Needs  must  we  haye  the  craftsman's  purpose  dear 

On  half  a  hundred  more  recondite  points 

Than  a  mere  summons  to  a  yulgar  meal ! ' 

Better  they  say  ^  How  opportune  the  help ! 

Be  loyed  and  praised,  thou  kindly-hearted  sage 

Whom  Hudhud  taught,  —  the  gracious  spirit^ird,  — - 

How  to  construct  the  pillar,  teach  the  time! ' 

So  let  us  say — not '  Since  we  know,  we  loye,' 

But  rather  *■  Since  we  loye,  we  know  enough.' 

Perhaps  the  pillar  by  a  spell  controlled 

Mushteri  in  his  courses  ?    Added  grace 

Surely  I  count  it  that  the  sage  demised, 

Beside  celestial  seryice,  ministry 

To  all  the  land,  by  one  sharp  shade  at  noon 

Falling  as  folk  foresee.    Once  more,  then.  Friend— 

(What  eyer  in  those  careless  ears  of  thine 

Withal.I  needs  must  round  thee)  —  knowledge  doubt' 

Eyen  wherein  it  seems  demonstrable ! 

Loye,  —  in  the  claim  for  loye,  that 's  gratitude 

For  apprehended  pleasure,  nowise  doubt ! 

Pay  its  due  tribute,  —  sure  that  pleasure  is. 

While  knowledge  may  be,  at  the  most    See,  now ! 

Eating  my  bre^ast,  I  thanked  God.  — '  For  loye 

Shown  in  the  cherries'  flayer  ?    Consecrate 
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So  petty  an  example?'    There 's  die  fnoltl 

We  cixeniiiseribe  omnipotence.    Seefeh  aand 

To  oneaiih  water :  if  first  handful  aco<qped 

YieldB  thee  a  dranriit,  what  need  of  di^^ing  down 

Full  fifty  fathoms  deep  to  find  a  Bpnng 

Whereof  the  poke  might  deluge  half  w»  land  ? 

Drain  the  sufficient  drap,  and  praise  what  checks 

The  drought  that  jdues  thy  tongue,  —  what  more  would  he^ 

A  brimful  cistern  r    Ask  the  dstem's  boon 

When  thou  would'st  solaee  cameb :  in  thy  casOi 

Relish  the  drop  and  lore  the  lovable ! " 

^And  what  may  be  unlovable?'' 

"Why,  hate! 
If  out  of  sand  comes  sand  and  nan^  but  sandy 
Affect  not  to  be  quaffing  at  mirage, 
Nor  nickname  pam  as  pleasuze.    That^  belike^ 
Constitutes  just  the  trial  of  thy  wit 
And  worthiness  to  gain  fnromotion,  —hence, 
ProTCs  the  true  purpose  of  thine  aetual  life. 
Th^  soul's  enyironment  of  thii^  peroeiYedf 
Thmgs  visible  and  things  invisible^ 
Fact,  &ncy  —  aU  was  purposed  to  evolve 
This  and  this  only  —  was  thy  wit  of  worth 
To  recognize  the  drop's  use,  love  the  same, 
And  loyally  declare  against  mirage 
Though  all  the  world  asseverated  dost 
Was  good  to  drink  ?    Say, '  what  made  moist  my  lip^ 
That  I  acknowledged  moisture : '  thou  art  saved  1 
For  why  ?    The  creature  and  creator  stand 
Bightlv  related  so.    Ccmsider  well ! 
Were  knowledge  all  thy  faculty,  then  God 
Must  be  ignored :  love  gains  him  by  first  leap. 
Frankly  accept  the  creatureship :  ask  good 
To  love  for :  press  bold  to  the  teth^'s  end 
Allotted  to  this  life's  intelligence  I 
<  So  we  offend  ? '    Will  it  offend  thyself 
If — impuissanee  praying  potency  — 
Thy  child  beseech  that  £ou  command  the  sun 
Rise  bright  to-morrow— thou,  he  thinks  supreme 
In  power  and  goodness,  why  shoold'st  thou  refuse  ? 
Afterward,  wImu  the  child  matures,  perehanoe 
The  fault  were  greater  if,  with  wit  full-grown, 
The  stripling  drnd  to  ask 'for  a  dinar, 
Than  that  the  boy  cried  '  Fluek  Sitara  down 
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Andgireberinetoplftjrwtth!'    'Tkforlum 
To  haye  no  bonndB  to  hu  belisf  in  thee : 
For  thee  it  also  is  to  let  hear  ahine 
Lnstroiu  and  lonely,  so  best  serving  him  1" 


Ask  not  one  least  word  of  pxaise  1 
Woxds  dedaie  your  eyes  are  bright  ? 

What  then  meant  that  summer  daps 

Silence  spent  in  one  long  gaze  ? 
Was  my  silence  wrong  or  right  ? 

Words  of  praise  were  all  to  seek  I 

Faee  of  yon  and  form  of  yon. 
Did  they  msd  the  praise  so  weak 
When  my  lips  jnst  tonefaed  your  cheek  — 

Tondh  which  let  my  soul  oome  throngh  ? 


XIL    A  BEAN-^STKIPE:   ADSO  APPLE-EATmO. 

''Look,  I  strew  beans"  .  .  • 

(Ferishtah,  we  premise. 
Strove  this  way  with  a  seholar's  eavilment 
Who  pat  the  peevish  qneetion:  ''  Sir,  be  frank! 
A  good  thing  or  a  bad  thing— -life  is  whieh? 
Shme  and  shade,  happiness  and  misery 
Batde  it  out  there:  which  loree  beate,  I  ask? 
If  I  pick  beans  from  out  a  bosheUEol-*- 
This  one,  this  other,  -^  then  demand  of  thee 
What  oolor  names  each  justly  in  the  main,  — « 

'  Black '  I  expect,  and  « White '  ensues  reply : 
No  hesitation  for  what  speck,  spot,  splash 
Of  either  color's  opposite,  introdes 
To  modify  thy  judgment    Well,  for  beans 
Snbetitate  days,  -^ show, ranged  in  order,  life- 
Then,  tell  me  its  true  color !    Time  is  short, 
Life's  days  compose  a  span,  — -  as  brief  be  speeoh  I 
Black  I  pronoonce  for,  like  the  Lidian  Sage,  — 
Black  —  present,  past,  and  totnre,  interspersed 
With  bhu^  no  doubt,  which  simple  folk  Btjle  Qood 
Because  not  Evil :  no,  indeed  ?    Forsooth, 
BhM^'s  shade  on  White  is  White  too!    What's  the  worst 
Of  Evil  but  that,  past,  it  overshades 
The  else-ezempted  present  ?-— memory, 
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We  call  the  plague  I  • '  Nay,  but  our  memoiy  iadee 

And  leayes  die  past  miBiillied ! '     Does  it  8o  ? 

Why,  straight  the  purpose  of  such  breathinM^ace, 

Such  respite  from  past  ill,  grows  plain  enoo^  f 

What  foUows  on  remembrance  of  the  past  ? 

Fear  of  the  fatnre !     life,  from  birth  to  death. 

Means— either  looking  back  on  harm  escaped, 

Or  looking  forward  to  that  harm's  return 

With  tenfold  power  of  harming.    Black,  not  White, 

Neyer  the  whole  consummate  quietude 

life  should  be,  troubled  by  no  fear  I  —  nor  hope— 

I  '11  say,  since  lamplight  dies  in  noontide,  hope 

Loses  Itself  in  certainty.    Such  lot 

Man's  might  haye  been :  I  leaye  the  consequence 

To  bolder  critics  of  the  Primal  Cause ; 

Such  am  not  I :  but,  man  •—  as  man  I  speak : 

Black  is  the  bean-ihrow :  eyil  is  the  life ! ") 

(<Look,  I  strew  beans,"  —  resumed  Ferishtah,—  '' beans 
Blackish  and  whitish ;  what  they  figure  forth 
Shall  be  man's  sum  of  moments,  bi^  and  good, 
That  make  up  life,  —  each  moment  when  he  feels 
Pleasure  or  pain,  his  poorest  fact  of  sense. 
Consciousness  anyhow :  there 's  stand  the  first ; 
Whence  next  adyance  shall  be  from  points  to  line. 
Singulars  to  a  series,  parts  to  whole, 
And  moments  to  the  life.     How  look  they  now, 
Viewed  in  the  large,  those  little  joys  and  griefs 
Ranged  duly  all  anrow  at  last,  like  beans 
— lliese  which  I  strew  ?    This  bean  was  white,  this -—blad^ 
Set  by  itself,  —  but  see  if,  good  and  bad 
Each  following  either  in  companionship. 
Black  haye  not  grown  less  black  and  white  less  white, 
nil  blackish  seems  but  dun,  and  whitish  —  fS^J^ 
And  the  whole  line  turns — well,  or  black  to  thee 
Or  white  belike  to  me  —  no  matter  which : 
The  main  result  is  —  both  are  modified 
According  to  our  eye's  scope,  power  of  range 
Before  and  after.     Black  dost  caU  this  bean  ? 
What,  with  a  whiteness  in  its  wake,  which  — see-* 
Suffuses  half  its  neighbor  ?  — and,  in  turn. 
Lowers  its  pearliness  late  absolute, 
Frowned  upon  by  the  jet  which  follows  hard  — 
Else  wholly  white  my  bean  were.     Choose  a  joy  I 
Bettered  it  was  by  sorrow  gone  before. 
And  sobered  somewhat  by  the  shadowy  sense 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A  BEAN-STRIPE:  ALSO  APPLE-EATINO       278 

Of  Borrow  which  came  after  or  might  oome. 
Joy,  sorrow, — by  precedence,  sabseqnence  — 
E^iher  on  each,  make  fusion,  mix  in  life 
That 's  both  and  neither  wholly :  gray  or  don  ? 
Don  thou  decidest  ?  gray  prerails,  say  I : 
Wherefore  ?     Because  my  view  is  wide  enough, 
Beaches  from  first  to  last  nor  winks  at  all : 
Motion  achieves  it :  stop  short — fast  we  stick,  — 
Probably  at  the  bean  that 's  bkckest 

Since — 
Son,  trast  me,  —  this  I  know  and  only  this  — 
I  am  in  motion,  and  all  things  beside 
That  circle  roond  my  passage  throogh  their  midst,  — 
Motionless,  these  are,  as  regarding  me : 
—  Which  means,  myself  I  solely  recognize. 
They  too  may  recognize  themselTes,  not  me, 
For  aoght  I  know  or  care :  bat  plain  they  serve 
This,  if  no  other  purpose  —  staff  to  try 
And  test  my  power  apon  of  raying  light 
And  lending  hne  to  all  things  as  I  go 
Moonlike  tl&oagh  yapor.    Mark  the  flying  orb ! 
Think'st  thoa  the  halo,  painted  still  afresh 
At  each  new  dond-fleece  pierced  and  passaged  throogh, 
This  was  and  is  and  will  be  evermore 
Colored  in  permanence  ?    Tlie  glory  swims 
Girdling  the  glory-girer,  swallowed  straight 
By  night's  abysmal  gloom,  anglorified 
Behind  as  erst  before  the  advancer :  gloom  ? 
Faced  by  the  onward-faring,  see,  sacceeds 
From  the  abandoned  heaven  a  next  sarprise, 
And  where 's  the  gloom  now  ?  —  silver-smitten  straight. 
One  glow  and  variegation !     So  with  me, 
Who  move  and  make — myself  —  the  black,  the  white. 
The  good,  the  bad,  of  life's  environment. 
Stand  still !  bku^  stavs  black :  start  again !  there 's  white 
Asserts  supremacy :  ue  motion 's  all 
That  colors  me  my  moment :  seen  as  joy  ?  — 
I  have  escaped  from  sorrow,  or  that  was 
Or  might  have  been :  as  sorrow  ?  —  thence  shall  be 
Escape  as  certain  :  white  preceded  black, 
Black  shall  give  way  to  white  as  duly,  —  so, 
Deepest  in  Uack  means  white  most  imminent. 
Stand  still,  —  have  no  before,  no  after !  —  life 
Proves  death,  existence  grows  impossible 
To  man  like  me.     *  What  else  is  blessed  sleep 
But  death,  then  7      Why,  a  rapture  of  release 
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From  toil,  -—that  'b  sleep's  approaeh :  as  eertain^. 
The  end  of  sleep  means,  toil  is  triumphed  o'er : 
These  round  the  blank  inoonseioiisness  between 
Brightness  and  brightness,  either  poshed  to  blaze 
Jost  through  that  blank's  interpontion.    Henee 
The  use  of  things  external :  man  —  that'sl  — 
Practise  thereon  mj  power  of  casting  light, 
And  calling  substance,  —  when  the  tight  I  east 
Breaks  into  oolor,  —  by  its  proper  name 
— A  truth  and  yet  a  folsity :  black,  white. 
Names  each  bean  taken  from  what  lay  so  dose 
'  And  threw  such  tint :  pain  might  mean  pain  indeed 
Seen  in  the  passage  past  it,  — pleasure  prove 
No  mere  delusion  while  I  paused  to  look,  — 
Though  what  an  idle  fancy  was  that  fear 
Whi(£  orerhung  and  hindered  pleasure's  hue ! 
While  how,  again,  pain's  shade  enhanced  the  shine 
Of  pleasure,  dse  no  pleasure !     Such  effects 
Came  of  such  causes.     Passi^  at  an  end,  •— 
Past,  present,  future  pains  and  pleasures  fused 
So  thi^  one  glance  may  gather  blacks  and  whites 
Into  a  lifetime,  — tike  my  bean-streak  there. 
Why,  white  they  whirl  into,  not  black  —  for  me ! " 

**  Aj,  but  for  me  ?    The  indubitable  blacks, 
Immeasurable  miseries,  here,  there 
And  eyerjrwhere  i'  the  world  —  world  outside  llune 
Paled  off  so  opportunely,  —  body's  plague, 
Torment  of  soul,  —  where 's  found  ihj  fellowship 
With  wide  humanity  all  round  about 
Beeling  beneath  its  burden  ?    What 's  despair  ? 
Behold  that  man,  that  woman,  child  —  nay,  brute ! 
Will  any  speck  oi  white  unblacken  life 
Splashed,  splotched,  dyed  hell-deep  now  from  end  to  end 
For  him  or  her  or  it— who  knows?    Not  1 1 " 

»NorI,  Sonl^  < It' shall  stand  for  bird,  beast,  fish, 
Beptile,  and  insect  even :  take  the  last ! 
There 's  the  palm-aphis,  minute  miracle 
As  wondrous  everr  whit  as  thou  or  I : 
Well,  and  his  world 's  the  palm-frond,  tfiere  he 's  boRit 
Lives,  breeds,  and  dies  in  &at  circumference, 
An  inch  of  green  for  cradle,  pasture-ground, 
Pnrtieu  and  grave :  the  palm's  use,  sisk  of  him  I 
'  To  furnish  these,'  repties  his  wit :  ask  thine  — 
Who  see  the  heaven  above,  the  earth  below, 
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Creation  efmjwhiBt^  — -  tfaeee,  eaeh  and  all 
Claim  certain  reeognition  from  the  tree 
For  special  aerfiee  rendered  branch  and  bole, 
Top^ah  and  tap-root :  -—lor  thyself,  thus  seen, 
Palms  famish  dates  to  eat^  and  leaves  to  shade, 
—  Maybe,  thatch  hats  witii,  —  have  another  ose 
Than  strikes  the  aphis.     So  with  me,  my  Son ! 
I  know  my  own  appointed  patch  i'  the  world, 
What  pleasores  me  or  pains  there :  all  oatside  — 
How  he,  she,  it,  and  even  thoa,  Son,  live. 
Are  pleased  or  pained,  is  past  con jeetare,  once 
I  piy  beneath  the  semblance,  —  all  that 's  fit. 
To  practise  with,  —  reach  where  the  fact  may  lie 
Fatliom-deep  lower.    There 's  the  first  and  last 
Of  my  philosophy.     Blacks  blar  thy  white  ? 
Not  mine  I     The  aphis  feeds,  nor  finds  his  leal 
Untenable,  because  a  lanoe-^rost,  nay, 
lightning  strikes  sere  a  moss-patdi  close  beside, 
Where  certain  other  apUds  lire  and  love. 
Restriction  to  his  single  inch  ef  white, 
That 's  law  lor  him,  the  aphis :  bat  for  me, 
The  man,  the  larger^ooled,  beside  my  stretch 
Of  blacks  and  whites,  I  see  a  world  of  woe 
All  ronad  aboot  me :  one  such  burst  of  black 
Intolerable  o'er  the  life  I  coant 
White  in  the  main,  and,  yea— white's  faintest  trace 
Were  clean  abolished  once  and  evermore. 
Thas  fare  my  fellows,  swallowed  ap  in  gloom 
So  far  as  I  discern :  how  far  is  that? 
God's  care  be  God's !     'T  is  mine  —  to  boast  no  joy 
Unsobered  by  sach  sorrows  of  my  kind 
As  sally  with  their  shade  my  life  that  shines." 

^  Reflected  possibilittes  of  pain, 
Forsooth,  joat  chasten  pleasare  I    Pain  itseli^  «- 
Fact  and  not  fancy,  does  not  this  affect 
The  general  color?" 

^Here  and  there  a  toaofa 
Tanght  me,  betimes,  the  artifice  of  things  — 
That  all  abont,  external  to  myself. 
Was  meant  to  be  suspected,  — -  not  revealed 
Demonstrably  a  cheat,  —but  half  seen  through, 
Lest  white  should  rule  unchecked  along  the  Ime 
Therefore  white  may  not  triumph.    ML  the  same^ 
Of  absolute  and  irretrievable 


Digitized  by 


Google 


276  FERISETAE'S  FANCIES 

And  aQ-flabdning  Uaek,  —  black's  soul  of  black 
Beyond  white's  power  to  dirintenHify,  — 
Of  that  I  saw  no  sample :  sach  may  wreck 
My  life  and  rain  my  philosophy 
To-morrow,  doabtless :  hence  the  constant  shade 
Cast  on  life's  shine,  -*  the  tremor  that  intrades 
When  firmest  seems  my  faith  in  white.    Dost  ask 
<  Who  is  Ferishtah,  hitherto  exempt 
From  black  experience  ?    Why,  iE  God  be  just, 
Were  sundry  fellow-mortals  singled  oat 
To  undergo  experience  for  his  sake, 
Jost  that  the  gift  of  pain,  bestowed  (m  them. 
In  him  might  temper  to  the  dae  degree 
Joy's  else-excessive  largess  ? '     Why,  indeed ! 
Back  are  we  bronght  thas  to  the  starting-point—* 
Man's  impotency,  God's  onmipotence. 
These  stop  my  answer.    Aphis  that  I  am. 
How  leave  my  inch-allotment,  pass  at  will 
Into  my  fellow's  liberty  of  range. 
Enter  into  his  sense  of  black  and  white. 
As  either,  seen  by  me  from  oatside,  seems 
Predominatingly  the  color  ?    Life, 
lived  by  my  fdlow,  shall  I  pass  into 
And  myself  live  there  ?    No — no  more  than  pass 
From  Persia,  where  in  son  since  birth  I  bask 
Daily,  to  some  ongraeioas  land  afar, 
Told  of  by  travellers,  where  the  might  of  snow 
Smothers  ap  day,  and  flnids  lose  themselves 
Frozen  to  marble.     How  I  bear  the  son, 
Beat  though  he  may  unduly,  that  I  know : 
How  blood  once  curdled  ever  creeps  again, 
Baffles  conjecture :  yet  since  people  live 
Somehow,  resist  a  cUme  would  conquer  me. 
Somehow  provided  for  their  sake  must  dawn 
Compensative  resource.     *  No  sun,  no  grapes,  — 
Then,  no  subsistence ! '  —  were  it  wisely  said  ? 
Or  this  weU-reasoned  —  ^  Do  I  dare  feel  warmth 
And  please  my  palate  here  with  Persia's  vine, 
Though,  over-mounts,  -—to  trust  the  traveller,  -^ 
Snow,  feather-thick,  is  falling  while  I  least? 
What  if  the  cruel  winter  force  his  way 
Here  also  ?  '     Son,  the  wise  replv  were  this : 
When  cold  from  over-mounts  spikes  through  and  through 
Blood,  bone  and  marrow  of  Ferishtah,  —  then, 
Time  to  look  out  for  shelter —time,  at  least. 
To  wring  the  hands  and  cry '  No  shelter  serves  I ' 
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Shelter,  of  some  sorty  no  experienoed  ehill 
Wanants  that  I  despair  to  find.'' 

<«NoleeB» 
Boeton  have  differed  here;  then  say^st  thy  say | 
Another  man's  experience  masters  thine, 
flat  controverted  by  the  soarly-Sage, 
The  Indian  witness  who,  with  faculty 
Fine  as  Ferishtah's,  found  no  white  at  all 
Cheqner  the  world's  predominating  black, 
No  good  oust  evil  from  sapremacy, 
So  that  Life's  best  was  that  it  led  to  death. 
How  of  his  testimony  ?  " 

'^  Son,  suppose 
My  camel  told  me :  '  Threescore  days  and  ten 
I  traversed  hill  and  dale  yet  never  f  onnd 
Food  to  stop  hanger,  drimc  to  stay  my  droog^ ; 
Yet,  here  I  stand  alive,  which  take  in  proof 
That  to  survive  was  found  impossible  I  * 
'  Nay,  rather  take  thou,  non-surviving  beast,' 
(Reply  were  prompt,)  'on  flank  this  thwack  of  staff 
Nowise  affecting  flesh  that 's  dead  and  dry! 
Thou  winoest?    Take  correction  twice,  amend 
Next  time  thy  nomenclature !    Call  white  ^- white  1 ' 
The  sonrly-^age,  for  whom  life's  best  was  death, 
lived  out  his  seventy  years,  looked  hale,  laughed  loud^ 
liked — above  all  —  his  dinner,  —  lied,  in  short" 

^  lied  b  a  rough  phrase :  say  he  fell  £rom  truth 
In  climbing  towards  it  I «-  sure  less  faulty  so 
Than  had  he  sat  him  down  and  stayed  content 
With  thy  safe  orthodoxy,  <  White,  all  white. 
White  everywhere  for  certain  I  should  see 
Did  I  but  understand  how  white  is  black, 
As  clearer  sense  than  mine  would.'    Clearer  sense, -« 
Whose  may  that  be?    Mere  human  eyes  I  boast. 
And  such  dbtinguish  colors  in  the  qiain, 
However  any  tongue,  that 's  human  too, 
Please  to  report  the  matter.    Dost  thou  blame 
A  soul  that  strives  but  to  see  plain,  speak  true. 
Truth  at  all  hazards  ?    Oh,  this  fklse  for  real, 
This  emptiness  which  feigns  solidity,  »- 
Ever  some  gray  that's  white  and  dun  that 's  black,  «- 
When  shall  we  rest  upon  the  thing  itself 
Not  on  its  semblance  ?  —  Soul  —  too  weak,  forsooth, 
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To  cope  with  !»»>■— wmte  fietiMi  evittywlier»! 
Mine  tires  of  falsehood:  tvmlii  «t  any  cost  1  *' 

'' Take  one  and  tfj  coneLamonB^this,  sappoeel 
God  iff  att^food,  att-wiie,  all<^poweifoi :  tmth? 
Take  it  and  zest  there.    What  is  man?    Not  God: 
None  of  these  ahsolntes  tfieraloMt  —  J^  himad^ 
A  creature  with  a  cieatme's  qualities. 
Make  them  agree,  these  two  eone^idoDs !    Each 
Abolishes  the  other.    Is  num  weak. 
Foolish  and  had  ?    He  most  be  Ahriman, 
Co-eqoal  with  an  Onmnd,  Bad  with  Good, 
Or  else  a  thing  made  at  the  Prime  Sole  WSl, 
Doing  a  maker's  pleasore  •—  with  results 
Whidi  —  call)  the  wide  world  over, '  what  most  be'— 
But,  from  man's  point  of  mw,  and  only  point 
Possible  to  his  powers,  eall -— evidence 
Of  goodness,  wisdom,  stnnglli  ?   we  matk  ( 
In  ^that's  best  of  OS, -^man^  blind  but  sore 
Craving  for  these  in  veiy  deed  not  word, 
Reality  and  not  illnsion.    WeO,— 
Since  these  nowhere  erist— ^-ner  there  where  < 
Most  have  effect,  nor  here  where  craving  means 
Craving  nnfoUowed  by  fit  consequence 
And  fSl  supply,  aye  sought  for,  never  found  *• 
These  — *  what  are  they  bat  man 's  own  rule  of  zi|^? 
A  scheme  of  goodness  recognised  by  man. 
Although  by  man  nnrealisable,  •— 
Not  God's  with  whom  to  will  were  to  perform : 
Nowise  performed  here,  therefore  never  wHled. 
What  follows  but  that  God,  who  could  the  best. 
Has  willed  the  worst,  —  while  man,  with  power  to  maftdi 
Will  with  performance,  were  deservedly 
Hailed  the  supreme  —  provided  .  .  .  here 's  the  touch 
That  breaks  the  bubble  .  .  .  tins  concept  of  man's 
Were  man's  own  work,  his  birth  of  heart  and  brain. 
His  native  grace,  no  atien  gift  at  all. 
The  bubble  breaks  here.     Will  of  man  create  ? 
No  more  than  this  my  hand  which  strewed  the  beans 
Produced  them  also  from  its  finger-tips. 
Back  goes  creation  to  itn  source^  source  prime 
And  cdtimate,  the  single  and  the  sole." 

'*  How  reconcile  discordancy,  -«  unite 
Notion  and  notion  —  God  that  only  can 
Yet  does  not,  — man  that  would  indeed 
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Bat  just  as  surely  eaanoty  •—  botii  in  one? 
What  hdp  oacars  to  Ay  iatoUigenee  ?  " 

^  Ah,  the  beans,  —  or,  ^  csample  bettor  jot, —• 
A  earpet^web  I  saw  onee  leave  the  loom 
And  lie  at  gor|(eoas  length  in  Ispahan  I 
Ths  ivaaver  plied  his  work  with  lengths  of  silk 
Dyed  each  to  matoh  some  jewel  as  it  might, 
And  wore  tharn^  this  hr  thait     'How  eomes  it»  friend,  ^ 
(Qaoth  I)  —  ^  that  whue,  apart,  this  fiery  hue, 
That  watery  dimness,  eidier  shocks  the  eye, 
So  blinding  bright,  or  else  offends  again. 
By  dnlness,  — yet  the  two,  set  each  by  eaeh, 
Someliow  prodnee  a  oolor  bom  of  bodi, 
A  medin  piofitaUe  to  the  sight  ? ' 

*  Soch  medinm  is  the  end  whereat  I  aim,'  -* 
Answered  my  eraftsman :  *  there 's  no  single  tinet 
Would  saddv  the  eye's  desire  to  taste 
The  secret  of  the  diamond :  join  extremes 
Besnlts  a  serviceable  medium-ghost. 
The  diamond's  emulation.    Even  so 
I  needs  mnat  blend  the  quality  of  man 
Widi  quaUty  of  God,  and  so  assist 
Mere  human  sight  to  understand  my  life. 
What  is,  what  should  be,  •— understond  thereby 
Wherefore  I  bate  the  first  and  love  the  last,  — 
Understand  why  things  so  present  themselves 
To  me,  placed  here  to  prove  I  understand. 
Thus,  from  beginning  runs  the  chain  to  end, 
And  binds  me  plain  enough.    By  consequence, 
I  bade  thee  tolerate,  —  not  kick  and  cuff 
The  man  who  held  that  natures  did  in  fact 
Blend  so,  sbce  so  tl^self  must  have  them  Uend 
In  fancy,  if  it  take  a  flig^  so  &r." 

*^  A  power,  confessed  past  knowledge,  nay,  past  thought, 

—  Thus  thought  thus  known  I " 

<<To  know  o^  think  about  — 
Is  all  man's  sum  of  faculty  effects 
When  exerciwd  on  eartii's  least  atom.  Son ! 
What  was,  what  is,  what  may  such  atom  be  ? 
No  answer !     Still,  what  seems  it  to  man's  sense  ? 
An  atom  with  some  certain  properties 
Known  about,  thought  of  as  occasion  needs, 

—  Man's  -—but  oeoasions  of  the  upiff^rse  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


280  FERISBTAH'S  FANCIES 

Unthinkable,  nnknowaUe  to  man. 

Yet,  since  to  think  and  know  fixe  thioogh  and  tfaiongh 

Exceeds  man,  is  the  warmth  of  fire  nnlmowny 

Its  uses— are  they  so  onthinkable  ? 

Pass  from  such  obvious  power  to  powers  miseen. 

Undreamed  of  save  in  their  sure  oonseqpienee : 

Take  that,  we  spoke  of  late,  which  draws  to  groond 

The  staff  my  hand  lets  fall :  it  draws,  at  least  — 

Thus  mach  man  thinks  and  knows,  if  nothing  more." 

^  Ay,  but  man  pats  no  mind  into  such  power  1 
He  neither  thanks  it,  when  an  apple  drops, 
Nor  prays  it  spare  his  pato  while  underneath. 
Does  he  thank  Summer  though  it  plumped  the  zind? 
Wh^  thank  the  other  force  —  whatever  its  name— 
Which  gave  him  teeth  to  bite  and  tongue  to  taste 
And  throat  to  let  the  pulp  pass?    Force  and  force, 
No  end  of  forces !    Have  they  mind  like  man  ?  '* 

^Suppose  thou  visit  our  lord  Shalim-Shah, 
Bringing  thy  tribute  as  appointed.    ^  Here 
Come  I  to  pay  my  due  ! '    Whereat  one  slave 
Obsequious  spreads  a  carpet  for  thy  foot, 
His  fellow  offers  sweetmeats,  while  a  thhrd 
Prepares  a  pipe :  what  thanks  or  praise  have  they? 
Such  as  befit  prompt  service.    Gratitade 
Goes  past  them  to  the  Shah  whose  gracious  nod 
Set  all  the  sweet  dvilily  at  work ; 
But  for  his  ordinance,  1  much  suspect, 
My  scholar  had  been  left  to  cool  his  heels 
Uncarpeted,  or  warm  them — likelier  still  — 
With  bastinado  for  intrusion.     Slaves 
Needs  must  obey  their  master:  *  force  and  forces 
No  end  of  forces,'  act  as  bids  some  force 
Suprome  o'er  all  and  each :  whero  find  that  one  ? 
How  rocognize  him  ?     Simply  as  thou  didst 
The  Shah  —  by  reasoning  <  Since  I  feel  a  debt, 
Behoves  me  pay  the  same  to  one  aware 
I  have  my  daty,  he  his  privilege.' 
Didst  thou  expect  the  slave  who  charged  thy  pipe 
Would  serve  as  well  to  take  thv  tribute-bag 
And  save  thee  further  trouble  r  " 

<' Be  it  sol 
The  sense  within  me  that  I  owe  a  debt 
Assures  me  —  somewhere  must  be  somebody 
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Beady  to  take  his  dae.    All  comes  to  this  — 
Where  dae  is,  there  acceptance  follows :  find 
Him  who  accepts  the  due !  and  why  look  far  ? 
Behold  thy  kindred  compass  thee  about  I 
Ere  thou  wast  bom  and  after  thou  shalt  die, 
Heroic  man  stands  forth  as  Shahan^hah. 
Bnstem  and  Gew,  Gndarz  and  all  the  rest, 
How  come  they  short  of  lordship  that 's  to  seek  ? 
Dead  worthies  I  but  men  live  undoubtedly 
Gifted  as  Sindokht,  sage  Sulayman's  match. 
Valiant  like  Eawah :  ay,  and  while  earth  lasts 
Such  heroes  shall  abound  there — all  for  thee 
Who  profitest  by  all  the  present,  past. 
And  future  operation  of  tiiy  race. 
Why,  then,  overburdened  with  a  debt  of  thanks, 
Look  wistful  for  some  hand  from  out  the  clouds 
To  take  it,  when,  all  round,  a  multitude 
Would  ease  thee  in  a  trice  ?  " 

'<  Such  tendered  tfaaoka 
Would  tumble  back  to  who  craved  riddance,  Son ! 
— -  Who  but  my  sorry  self  ?    See  I  stars  are  out-»- 
.  Stars  which,  unconscious  of  thy  gaze  beneath. 
Go  riorifying,  and  glorify  thee  too 
—  "niose  Seven  Thrones,  Zurah's  beauty,  weird  Parwin ! 
Whether  shall  love  and  praise  to  stars  be  paid 
Or  —  say  —  some  Mubid  who,  for  good  to  thee 
Blind  at  thy  birth,  by  magic  all  his  own 
Opened  thine  eyes,  and  gave  the  sightless  sight, 
Let  the  stars'  glory  enter  ?    Say  Ins  charm 
Worked  while  thyself  lay  sleeping :  as  he  went 
Thou  wakedst :  '  What  a  novel  sense  have  I ! 
Whom  shall  I  love  and  praise  ? '     ^  The  stars,  each  oib 
Thou  standest  rapt  beneath,'  proposes  one : 
*  Do  not  they  live  their  life,  and  please  themselves, 
And  so  please  thee  ?     What  more  is  requisite  ? ' 
Make  thou  this  answer :  '  If  indeed  no  mage 
Opened  my  eyes  and  worked  a  miracle, 
Then  let  the  stars  thank  me  who  apprehend 
That  such  an  one  is  white,  such  other  blue  I 
But  for  my  apprehension  both  were  blank. 
Cannot  I  close  my  eyes  and  bid  my  brain 
Make  whites  and  blues,  conceive  without  stars'  help^ 
New  qualities  of  color  ?  were  my  sight 
Lost  or  misleading,  would  yon  red  —  I  judge 
A  ruby's  benefaction  — -  stand  for  aught 
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Bat  green  £romviilgwg]a88?    Myielf  ^ipniae 

Lustre  and  loBtre ;  ahodd  I  overlook 

Fomalhant  and  deelare  some  fen-fire  king. 

Who  shall  correct  me,  lend  me  ^es  he  trusts 

No  more  than  I  trust  mine  ?    My  mage  for  mel 

I  never  saw  him :  if  he  never  was, 

I  am  the  arbitvator ! '    No^mySonl 

Let  as  sink  down  to  thy  similitode : 

I  eat  my  apple,  relish  what  is  ripe*- 

The  sanny  side,  admire  its  rarity 

Since  half  the  tribe  is  wrinkled,  and  Oe  rest 

Hide  commonly  a  maggot  in  the  core,— • 

And  down  Zeidosht  goes  with  dne  smack  of  lips : 

Bat  -*  thank  an  apple  ?    Eb  who  made  my  moath 

To  masticate,  my  palate  to  apptrofBy 

My  maw  to  farlher  the  conooctioii — Qm 

I  thank,  — bat  for  whose  work,  the  orehard's  wealth 

Might  prove  so  many  gall-nota— stocks  or  stones 

For  aaght  that  I  shoald  think,  or  know,  or  care.'' 


*<  Why  from  the  world,"  Ferkktsh  smiled  ^^shoold 
Go  to  this  work  of  mine  ?    If  worthy  praise, 

Praised  let  it  be  and  weloome  :  as  vene  ranks. 
So  rate  my  verse  :  if  ^ood  therein  oatweishs 
Aught  faulty  judged,  judge  justly  1    Justice  says : 

Be  just  to  fac^  or  blaming  or  approving : 

But  —  generous?    No,norlovmgl 


^Loving  t  what  daun  to  love  has  work  of  mme  ? 
^  Concede  my  life  wrae  emp(aed  of  its  gains 


To  famish  forth  and  fill  work's  strict  ooDflae, 
Who  works  so  for  the  world's  sake— he  complains 
With  cause  when  hate,  not  love,  rewards  his  v^mt 

I  looked  beyond  the  world  for  truth  and  beanty : 

Sought,  found,  and  did  my  duty." 
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EPILOGITE. 

Oh,  LoTe— no,  Love!    AU  the  noiae  below,  Lore, 
GrToanings  all  and  moaningB— none  of  life  I  losel 

All  of  life  'b  a  cry  just  of  weariness  and  woe,  Love  — 

*'  Hear  at  least,  thoa  happy  one  1  '*  How  can  I,  Love,  but 
choose? 

Onlj,  when  I  do  hear,  sadden  drde  roond  me 

—  Much  as  when  the  moon's  might  frees  a  space  from  ckmd  — 
Iridescent  splendors:  gloom — would  else  confound  me — 

Barriered  off  and  banished  &r — bri^^t-edged  the  bkckest 
shroodl 

Tluonging  through  the  dond-rift,  whose  are  they,  the  faces 
Faint  revealed  yet  sure  divined,  the  famous  ones  of  old  ? 

'''What"  — they  smile «-^ our  names,  our  deeds  so  soon  erases 
Time  upon  his  tablet  where  Life's  glory  lies  enrolled  ? 

**  Was  it  for  mere  f ool's-play,  make-believe  and  mumming, 
So  we  batded  it  like  men,  not  boylike  sulked  or  whined  ? 

Each  of  us  heard  dang  God's  '  Gome ! '  and  each  was  coming : 
Soldiers  all,  to  formrd-face,  not  sneaks  to  lag  behind ! 

^How  of  the  field's  fortune  ?    That  concerned  our  Leader ! 

Led,  we  struck  our  stroke  nor  cared  for  doings  left  and  right » 
Each  as  on  his  sole  head,  failer  or  succeeder. 

Lay  the  blame  or  lit  the  praise:  no  care  for  cowards :  fight!" 

Ilien  the  doud-riffc  broadens,  spanning  earth  that 's  under, 
Wide  our  world  displays  its  worth,  man's  strife  and  strife's 
success: 

AU  the  good  and  beauty,  wonder  crowning  wonder, 
nil  my  heart  and  soul  applaud  perfection,  nothing  less. 

Only,  at  heart's  utmost  joy  and  triumph,  terror 

Sudden  turns  the  blood  to  ice :  a  chill  wind  disenchaims 

AU  the  late  enchantment !    What  if  aU  be  error — 
If  the  halo  irised  round  my  head  were.  Love,  thine  arms? 

MsM  GimtiniaD-ReeanatL  Venies: 
DteMi6«r  1, 188& 
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PAKLEYINGS  WITH  CERTAIN  PEOPLE 

APOLLO  AND  THE  FATES 

▲  PROLOGUE 

IHjnuL  in  ICeromhim,  t.  669.   EmneindM,  tt.  0084, 007-S.    Aleeitii,  yy 

12,88.) 

APOLLa    (From  above,) 

Flame  at  my  footfall,  Parnassiia  I    ApoUo, 

Breaking  aUaze  on  thy  topmost  peak. 
Burns  thei^  down  to  ibe  depths  —  dread  hdlow  — 

Hannt  of  the  Dire  Ones.    Haste!    They  wreak 
Wrath  on  Admetns  whose  respite  I  seek. 

THB  VATBB.    (Bdow.   DarknoBS.) 
Dragonwise  eooched  in  the  womb  of  oar  Mother, 

Coiled  at  thy  noozishing  heart's  eore.  Night ! 
Dominant  Dreads,  we,  one  by  the  other, 

Deal  to  each  mortal  his  dole  of  light 
On  earth— the  npper,  the  glad,  the  bright 

GLOTHO. 

Even  so :  thns  from  my  loaded  spindle 
Plucking  a  pineh  of  the  fleece,  los  ''Birth'' 

Brays  from  n^  bronze  lip :  life  I  kindle : 
Look,  'tis  a  man !  go,  measure  on  earth 

The  minute  thy  portion,  whatever  its  worth ! 

LA0HB8IB. 

Woe-porfled,  weal-prankt,  —  if  it  speed,  if  it  linger, — 
life's  sabstanee  and  show  are  determined  bv  me. 

Who,  meting  out,  mixing  with  sore  lliamb  and  fiiu^er, 
Lead  life  the  dae  lex^^th:  is  all  smoothness  and  glec^ 

All  tangle  and  grief  ?    Take  the  lot,  my  decree ! 

▲TBOF08. 

^  Which  I  make  an  end  of :  the  smooth  as  the  tangled 
My  shears  cat  asander :  each  snan  shrieks  ''  One  mor» 

Mortal  makes  sport  for  as  Moirai  inio  dangled 
The  pappet  grotesqaely  till  earth's  solid  floor 

Proved  film  he  fell  throagh,  lost  in  Nooght  as  before." 
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OLOTHa 

I  Bpin  thee  a  thread.    lire,  Admetns  I    Prodaee  him! 

LA0RB8IB. 

Go,  —  brave,  wise,  good*  happj  I  Now  chequer  the  thread  ] 
He  is  slaved  for,  yet  loved  hj  a  god.    I  nnlooee  him 

A  goddese-soDt  plagoe.    He  has  conquered,  is  wed, 
Men  crown  him,  he  stands  at  the  height,  ^- 

AXB0F08. 

Heis  •  .  • 


APOLLO.    {Entering:  Light.) 


"Dettl?' 


Nay,  swart  spinsters  I    So  I  sorprise  yon 
Making  and  marring  the  f artnnas  of  Man  ? 

Huddling —  no  marvel,  your  enemy  eyes  you  — • 
Head  by  head  hat4ike,  blots  nnder  liie  ban 

Of  daylight  earth's  blessing  since  time  began  1 

THB  VATBS. 

Back  to  thy  blest  earth,  pijing  ApoUoI 
Shaft  upon  shaft  transpierce  with  thy  beams 

Earth  to  we  centre,  —  spare  but  this  hollow 

Hewn  out  of  Night's  heart,  whan  our  mysteiy  seems 

Mewed  from  day's  malice :  wake  earth  firawi  her  dieaosl 

APOLLa 

Crones,  't  is  your  dnsk  selves  I  startle  from  shunber : 
Day's  god  deposes  jrou—  queens  Night-crowned ! 

—Flying  ^our  trade  m  a  wond  ye  encumber, 
Fashiomng  Man's  web  oilife—-  apun,  wound. 

Left  the  length  ye  allot  till  a  dip  straws  the  ground  I 

Behold  I  bid  truce  to  your  dolefial  aaasemeat  — 
Annulled  by  a  sunbeam ! 

KHB  VAXES. 

Boy,  are  not  we  peers? 

APOLLO. 

Tou  with  the  sjnndle  grant  birth:  whose  inducement 

But  yours—  with  ue  niggardly  digits  — endears 
To  mankiad  chance  and  change,  good  and  evil?  Tonrshoam 
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ATSOP06. 

hji  mme  end  tlie  conflict :  so  much  is  no  fable. 

We  spin,  draw  to  length,  eat  asimder:  wbat  then? 
So  it  was,  and  so  is,  and  so  shall  be :  art  aUe 

To  alter  life's  law  for  ephemeral  men  ? 

APOLLO. 

Nor  able  nor  willing.    To  threescore  and  ten 

KTtend  bat  the  years  of  Admetmt  I    Disaster 
O'ertook  me»  and,  banished  by  Zeas,  I  became 

A  servant  to  one  who  forbore  me  though  master; 
Trae  loveia  wans  we.    Disconfcinne  yoor  game, 

Let  him  live  whom  I  loved,  then  hate  on,  all  the  same  I 

THE  FATES. 

And  what  if  we  granted — law^outer,  ose^xampler  — - 
His  life  at  the  soit  of  an  spstart  ?    Judge,  thoa  — 

Of  joy  were  it  foUer,  of  span  because  am|3er? 
YoT  love's  sake^  not  hate'%  end  Admetos  —  ay,  now-* 

Not  a  gray  hair  on  head,  nor  a  wrinkle  on  brow  1 

For,  boy,  'tis  illusbn :  from  thee  comes  a  glimmer 
Transforming  to  beaoiy  life  Uank  at  the  best 

Withdraw  —  and  how  looks  life  at  wont,  when  to  shimmwr 
Succeeds  the  sure  shade,  and  Man's  lot  frowns  —  confessed 

Mere  blaekness  ehanoe^brightened  ?    Whereof  shall  attest 

The  truth  this  same  mortal,  the  darling  thou  stylest. 
Whom  love  would  advas^kage,  —  eke  out,  day  by  day, 

A  life  which  't  is  edely  thyseS  reconcflest 

Thv  friend  to  endure,  —  life  with  hope :  take  away 

Hope  s  gleam  from  Admetus,  he  spurns  it.    For,  say  -* 

What's  infancy?    Ignorance,  idleness,  mischief: 
Youth  ripens  to  azrogance^  foolishness,  greed: 

Age  —  impotence,  churlishness,  rancor :  call  thi»  chief 
Of  boons  for  thy  loved  one  ?    Much  rather  bid  speed 

Our  function,  let  nve  whom  thoo  hatest  indeed ! 

Persuade  thee,  bright  boy-thing  I     Our  eld  be  instructive  I 

APOLLO. 

And  certee  youth  owns  the  experience  of  age. 
Te  hold  thttu,  grave  seniors,  my  beams  are  productive 
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—  They 

Ifan'B  eye 


—  They  aolelv  —  of  ^ood  that's  mere  semblance,  engage 
—  gilding  evil,  Man's  trae  heritage  ? 


THK  FATES. 

So,  even  so !    From  withont,  —  at  dae  distance 
If  viewed,  —  set  arnparUe,  reflecting  thy  rays,  — 

Life  mimics  the  son :  bat,  withdraw  sach  assistance, 
The  coonterf eit  goes,  the  reality  staya  — 

An  ice-ball  disguised  as  a,fire-orb. 

AFOLLa 

Whatcraae 

Possesses  the  fool  tfien  whose  fani^  conceits  him 
As  happy? 

THS  FATES* 

Man  happy? 

APOLLO. 

If  otherwise — sdlye 
This  donbt  which  besets  me!    What  friend  ever  greets  Urn 

Except  with  **  Live  long  as  the  seasons  revolve," 
Not  "  Death  to  thee  straightway"  ?    Toor  doctrines  absdlfs 

Snch  hailing  from  hatred :  yet  Man  shoold  know  best 

He  talks  it,  and  glibly,  as  life  were  a  load 
Man  fain  would  be  rid  of :  when  pat  to  the  test. 

He  whines  '<  Let  it  lie,  leave  me  trudging  the  road 
That  is  ragged  so  &r,  but  methinks  "... 

THE  FATBB. 

Ay,  't  is  owed 

To  that  glamour  of  thine,  he  bethinks  him  <'  Once  past 
The  stony,  some  patch,  nay,  a  smoothness  of  swud 

Awaits  my  tired  foot :  life  turns  easy  at  last "  — 
Thy  largess  so  lures  him,  he  looks  for  reward 

Of  the  labor  and  sorrow. 

APOLLO. 

It  seems,  then  »-  debarred 

Of  illusion  —  (I  needs  must  acknowledge  the  plea) 

Man  desponds  and  despairs.     Yet,  —  still  further  to  dnw 

t)ae  profit  from  counsel,  —  suppose  there  should  be 
S<nne  power  in  himself,  some  compensative  law 

by  virtae  of  which,  independentiy  •  •  • 
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THB  VATBB. 

Strength  hid  in  the  weakling ! 

What  howUhape  hart  there, 

Thus  laoghinglj  proffered  ?    A  gift  to  oar  shrine  ? 
Thanks  —  worsted  in  argoment  I    Not  so  ?    Dedare 

Its  purpose  I 

APOLLO. 

I  proffer  earth's  prodoct,  not  mine. 
TaatOy  try,  and  approve  Man's  invention  of — ^Wdie  ! 

THB  FATES. 

We  feeding  sack  honeyoomhs. 

APOLLO. 

Sastonanee  meagre  I 
Sach  fare  hreeds  the  fames  that  show  all  things  amiss. 

Quaff  wine,  — how  the  spirits  rise  nimble  and  eager, 
Unscale  the  dim  eyes  1    To  Man's  cup  grant  one  kiss 

Of  yoar  lip,  then  allow  —  no  enchantment  like  ttiis  I 

OLOTHO. 

Unhook  wings,  onhood  brows !    Dort  hearken  ? 

LACHBBIB. 

I  listen: 
I  see  ^-  smell  the  food  these  fond  mortals  prefer 
To  oar  feast,  the  bee's  bounty ! 

ATR0P06. 

The  thing  leaps  I    Bat  — glisten 
Its  best,  I  withstand  it— -unless  all  concur 
In  adventure  so  noveL 

APOLLO. 

Ye  drink? 

THE  FATBB. 

We  demur. 

APOLLO. 

Sweet  Trine,  be  indulgent  nor  scout  the  contriyance 
Of  Man  —  Bacohns-prompted !    The  juice,  I  uphold, 

ninminates  gloom  without  sunny  connivance. 

Turns  fear  into  hope  and  mslces  cowardice  bold,  — - 

Touching  all  that  is  leadlike  in  life  turns  it  gold  ! 
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Faith  fooHdiM&lM! 

APOLLa 

Bntesaajit,  soft  siBten! 
Then  moek  m  ye  may.    Lift  the  ehalioe  to  lip ! 
Good :  thoa  next  —  andthoa!    Seems  the  web»  to  you  ImtaB 
Of  life's  yam,  so  worthless  ? 


CLOTHa 


Who  guessed  that  one  s^ 
Would  impart  sach  a  lig^itness  of  limh  ? 


I  could  skip 

In  a  trice  from  the  pied  to  the  phun  in  my  woof  I 
What  parts  each  from  either?    A  hair's  hmadtfa,  no  ineh. 

Once  learn  the  right  method  of  stepping  aloof, 
Thoagh  on  Uaek  next  foot  falls,  ftrm  I  fix  it,  nor  flinch, 

—  Such  my  tmst  wldte  soeoeeds  1 

ATBOPOe. 

One  could  live  —  at  apineh! 

APOIiLO. 

What,  beldames  ?    Earth's  yield,  by  Man's  skill,  can  effect 
Such  a  cure  of  sick  sense  that  ye  spy  the  relation 

Of  evil  to  good  ?    Bat  drink  deeper,  correct 

Blear  sight  more  convincingly  still !    Take  your  stalion 

Beside  me,  drain  dregs !     Now  for  edification ! 

Whose  gift  have  ye  gnlped?    Thank  not  me  but  my  brother, 
Blithe  Bacchus,  onr  yoongest  of  godships.     T  was  he 

Foond  aU  boons  to  all  men,  by  one  god  or  other 
Already  conceded,  so  judged  there  must  be 

New  guerdon  to  grace  the  new  advent,  you  see  1 

Else  how  would  a  claim  to  Man's  homage  arise  ? 

The  plan  lay  arranged  of  his  mixed  woe  and  weal. 
So  disposed  —  such  Zeus'  will  —  with  design  to  make  wise 

The  witless-— that  false  things  were  mii^;]ed  with  real. 
Good  with  bad :  sodi  the  lot  whereto  law  set  the  seaL 

Now,  human  of  instinct  — *  since  Semele's  son, 
Yet  minded  divinely  —  since  fathered  by  Zeus, 
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WHfa  nought  BacchoB  tampered,  undid  not  things  done, 

Owned  wisdom  anterior,  woold  spare  wont  and  use, 
Yet  change  —  without  shock  to  old  rule  —  introduce. 

B^^ard  how  your  cavern  from  crag4ip  to  hase 

Frowns  sheer,  height  and  depth  adamantine,  one  death  I 

I  rouse  with  a  beam  the  whole  rampart,  displace 
No  splinter  -—  jet  see  how  my  flambeau,  beneath 

And  above,  bids  this  gem  wink,  that  erystal  unsheathe ! 


WithdniEW  bemi-^  disolosQie  oaoe  more  Night  forbids  you 
Of  span^e  and  sparkle  —  Day's  chanc&-gift,  sunnised 

Bock's  permanent  birthright :  my  potency  rids  you 
No  longer  of  darkness,  yet  light  —  reeognized  — 

Ptores  djffknees  a  mask  :  day  Hves  on  though  disguised. 

If  Bacchus  by  wine's  aid  avail  so  to  fluster 

Tour  sense,  that  life's  fact  grows  from  adverse  and  thwart 
To  helpful  and  kindly  by  means  of  a  cluster  — 

Mere  hand-squeeze,  earth's  nature  sublimed  by  Man's  art  — 
Shall  Bacchus  claim  thanks  wherein  Zeus  has  no  part  ? 

Zeus  —  wisdom  anterior?    No,  maids,  be  admonished ! 

If  mom's  touch  at  base  worked  such  wonders,  much  more 
Had  noontide  in  absolute  glory  astonished 

Your  den,  filled  artop  to  o'erflowing.     I  pour 
No  such  mad  confusion.    'Tis  Man's  to  explore 

Up  and  down,  inch  by  inch,  with  the  taper  his  reason : 
No  torch,  it  suffices  —  held  deftly  and  strsi^t. 

Eyes,  purblind  at  first,  feel  thor  way  in  due  season. 
Accept  good  with  bad,  liQ  unseemly  debate 

Turns  concord  —  despair,  acquiescence  in  fate. 

Who  works  this  but  Zeus  ?    Are  not  instinct  and  impulse. 
Not  concept  and  incept  his  work  through  Man's  soul 

On  Man's  sense  ?    Just  as  wine  ere  it  reach  brain  must  brim 
pulse, 
Zeus'  flash  stings  the  mind  that  speeds  body  to  goal, 

Bids  pause  at  no  part  but  press  on,  reach  the  whole. 

For  petty  and  poor  is  the  part  ye  envisage 

WTien  —  (quaff  away,  cummers !)  —  ye  view,  last  and  first, 
As  evil  Man's  earthly  existence.    Gome !     Is  age. 

Is  in&ncy  —  manhood  —  so  uninterspersed 
^th  good  —  some  faint  sprinkle  ? 
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CLOTHO. 

I  'd  speak  if  I  dnnt 

APOLLO. 

Draughts  dxegwaid  loose  tongne^ie. 


I  'd  see,  did  no  web 
Set  eyes  somehow  winkiiig. 

APOLLO. 

DrainsKleep  lies  their  pcuge 
—  True  oollyriiim  1 

AXB0F06. 

Words,  surging  at  high-tide^  soon  ebb 
From  starred  ears. 

APOLLO. 

Drink  but  down  to  the  soarcoy  thej  re8iDg& 
Join  hands  I    Tours  and  yours  too  !    A  dance  or  a  duge  ? 

OHOBUS. 

Qoashed  be  oar  qoarrel  I     Sourly  and  snulingly. 
Bare  and  gowned,  bleached  limbs  and  browned, 

Driye  we  a  £uice,  three  and  one,  reconcilingly. 
Thanks  to  the  cup  where  dissension  is  drowned. 

Defeat  proves  triumphant  and  skvery  crovmed. 

Infancy  ?    What  if  the  rose-streak  of  morning 

Pale  and  depart  in  a  passion  of  tears  ? 
Once  to  have  hoped  is  no  matter  for  scorning ! 

Love  once  —  e'en  love's  disappointment  endears  1 
A  minute's  success  pays  the  failure  of  years. 

Manhood — the  actual  ?    Nay,  praise  the  potential ! 

(Bound  upon  bound,  foot  it  around  !) 
What  is  ?    No,  what  may  be  —  sing !  that 's  Man's  essential  1 

(Ramp,  tramp,  stamp  and  compound 
Fancy  with  fact  —  the  lost  secret  is  found !) 

Age  ?     Why,  fear  ends  there :  the  contest  concluded, 
Man  did  live  his  life,  did  escape  from  the  fray : 

Not  scratchless  but  unscathed,  he  somehow  eluded 
Each  blow  fortune  dealt  him,  and  conquers  to-day : 

To-morrow  —  new  chance  and  fresh  strength,  —  might  we  sty  ? 

Laud  then  Man's  life  —  no  defeat  but  a  triumph ! 

[^Explosion  from  the  e<xrth*M  cmtrt 
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CLOTHO. 

Ha,  loose  hands ! 

LACHJCBJ8. 

I  reel  in  a  swonnd. 

ATBOPOS. 

Honor  yawns  under  me,  while  from  on  high  —  humph ! 

lightnings  astound,  thunders  resound, 
Vanl^roof  reverberates,  groans  the  ground  I  [SUenoe. 

APOLLO. 

I  acknowledge. 

THB  FATBB. 

Hence,  trickster  I    Strai^t  sobered  are  we  I 
The  portent  assures 't  was  our  tongue  spoke  the  truth, 

Not  thine.     While  the  yapor  encompassed  us  three 

We  conceived  and  bore  knowledge  —  a  bantling  uncouth. 

Old  brains  shudder  back  from :  so  —  take  it,  rash  jouth ! 

lick  the  lump  into  shape  till  a  cry  comes ! 

APOLLa 

I  hear. 

THB  FATBB. 

Dumb  music,  dead  eloquence !     Say  it,  or  sing  I 
What  was  quickened  in  us  and  thee  also  ? 

APOLLO. 

I  fear. 

THB  FATBB. 

Half  female,  half  male —  go,  ambiguous  thing! 
While  we  speak  —  perchance  sputter  —  pickup  whatweflingi 

Known  y«t  ignored,  nor  divined  nor  ungnessed, 
Such  is  Man's  law  of  life.     Do  we  strive  to  declare 

What  is  in,  what  is  good  in  our  spinning  ?    Worst,  best, 
Change  hues  of  a  sudden :  now  here  and  now  there 

Flits  the  sign  which  decides :  all  about  yet  nowhere. 

Tis  willed  so,  —that  Man's  life  be  Hved,  first  to  last. 
Up  and  down,  through  and  through  —  not  in  portions,  fo» 
sooth. 

To  pick  and  to  choose  from.    Our  shuttles  fly  fast. 
Weave  living,  not  life  sole  and  whole :  as  age  —youth, 

So  dealh  completes  living,  shows  life  in  its  truth. 
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Man  leaming^j  liyes :  till  death  helm  him  —  no  lore ! 
It  ifl  doom  and  must  be.     Dost  aimmit  ? 

APOLLO. 

I  assent  — 
Concede  bat  Admetns !    So  mnch  if  no  more 

0£  my  prayer  grant  as  peace-pledge  !     Be  gracioos,  thoogl^ 
blent, 
Good  and  ill.  We  and  hate  streak  yonr  life-gift ! 

THX  VAXSB. 

Contentt 

Sach  boon  we  aoeord  in  doe  measure.    life's  term 
We  lengthen  should  any  be  moved  lor  love's  sake 

To  forego  life's  folfilment,  renounce  in  the  germ 

Fmit  mature  —  bliss  or  woe  -^  either  infinite.    Take 

Or  leave  thy  friend's  lot :  on  his  head  be  the  stake ! 

APOLLO. 

On  mine,  griesly  gammers !     Admetos,  I  know  thee ! 

Thou  prizest  the  right  these  unwittingly  give 
Tl^  subjects  to  rush,  pay  obedience  they  owe  thee ! 

Importunate  one  with  another  they  strive 
For  the  glory  to  die  that  their  king  may  survive. 

Friends  rush :  and  who  first  in  all  Fhera  appears 
But  thy  father  to  serve  as  thy  snbstitute  ? 

OLOTHO. 

Bah! 

APOLLO. 

Te  wince  ?    Then  his  mother,  well  stricken  in  years, 
Advances  her  daim  — •  or  his  wife  -»* 

LAOHBEDDB. 

Trarkrhi? 

APOLLO. 

But  he  spurns  the  exchange,  rather  dies ! 

ATBOPOS. 

Ha,  ha,  ha! 
lApotto  ateemii.    Darknm 
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At,  tbb  same  midniglit,  by  this  chair  of  mine, 

Come  and  review  thy  comuels :  art  thou  still 

Staoneh  to  their  teaching  ?  —  not  as  fools  opine 

Its  purport  might  be,  but  as  subtler  skill 

Could,  through  turbidity,  the  loaded  line 

Of  logic  easting,  sound  deep,  deeper,  till 

It  touched  a  quietude  and  reach^  a  shrine 

And  recognized  harmoniously  combine 

Evil  with  good,  and  hailed  truth's  triumph  —  thine. 

Sage  dead  long  since,  Bernard  de  Mandeyille ! 

n* 
Only,  't  is  no  fresh  knowledge  that  I  caye. 
Fuller  truth  yet,  new  gainings  from  the  grave  ; 
Here  we  alive  must  needs  deal  fairly,  turn 
To  what  account  Man  may  Man's  portion,  learn 
Man's  proper  nlay  with  truth  in  part,  before 
Entrusted  with  the  whole.     I  ask  no  more 
Than  smiling  witness  that  I  do  my  best 
With  doubtful  doctrine  ;  afterwards  the  rest ! 
So,  silent  &ce  me  while  I  think  and  speak ! 
A  full  disclosure  ?    Such  would  outrage  l&w. 
Law  deals  the  same  with  soul  and  body :  seek 
Full  truth  my  soul  may,  when  some  babe,  I  saw 
A  new-bom  weakling,  starts  up  strong — not  weak  -^ 
Man  eveiy  whit,  absolved  from  earning  awe. 
Pride,  rapture,  if  the  soul  attains  to  wreak 
Its  will  on  flesh,  at  hut  can  thrust,  lift,  draw, 
As  mind  bids  muscle  —  mind  which  long  has  striven. 
Painfully  urging  body's  impotence 
To  effort  whereby  —  once  law's  barrier  riven, 
Life's  rule  abolished  —  body  might  dispense 
With  in&ncy's  probation,  straight  be  given 
—Not  by  foiled  darinffs,  fond  attempbi  back-driven, 
Yme  fanltB  of  growth,  brave  sins  which  saint  when  shriven  • 
To  stand  fnll-statured  in  magnificence. 
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m. 
No  :  as  with  bodj  bo  deals  law  with  soul 
That's  stong  to  strength  through  weakness,  strives  for  good 
Through  e^-—  earth  its  raee-groand,  heayen  its  goal, 
Presumably :  so  &r  I  understood 
Thy  teaching  long  ago.    But  what  means  this 
—  Objeeted  by  a  mouth  which  yesterday 
Was  magisterial  in  antithesis 
To  half  Qie  truths  we  hold,  or  trust  we  may, 
Though  tremblingly  the  while?  '*  No  mgn"  —  groaned  he— 
"  No  stirring  of  God's  finger  to  denote 
He  wills  that  right  should  have  supremacy 
On  earth,  not  wrong !     How  helpml  could  we  quote 
But  one  poor  instance  when  He  interposed 
Promptly  and  surely  and  beyond  mistake 
Between  oppression  and  its  victim,  closed 
Accounts  with  sin  for  once,  and  bade  us  wake 
From  our  long  dream  that  justice  bears  no  sword, 
Or  else  forgets  whereto  its  sharpness  serves ! 
So  might  we  safely  mock  at  what  unnerves 
Faith  now,  be  spared  the  sapping  fear's  increase 
That  haply  evil's  strife  with  good  shall  cease 
Never  on  earth.    Nay,  after  earth,  comes  peace 
Bom  out  of  life-long  battle  ?    Man's  lip  curves 
With  scorn :  there,  also,  what  if  justice  swerves 
From  dealing  doom,  sets  free  by  no  swift  stroke 
Bight  fettered  here  by  wrong,  but  leaves  life's  yoke  — 
Death  should  loose  man  from  —  fresh  laid,  past  release  ?  " 

IV. 

Bernard  de  Mandeville,  confute  for  me 

This  parlous  friend  who  captured  or  set  free 

Thunderbolts  at  his  pleasure,  yet  would  draw 

Back,  panic-stricken  by  some  puny  straw 

Thy  gold-rinuned  amber-headed  cane  had  whisked 

Out  of  his  pathway  if  the  object  risked 

Encounter,  'scaped  thy  kick  from  buckled  shoe ! 

As  when  folk  heard  thee  in  old  days  pooh-pooh 

Addison's  tye-wiff  preachment,  grant  this  fnend  — 

(Whose  groan  I  hear,  with  guffaugh  at  the  end 

Disposing  of  mock-melancholy)  —  grant 

His  bilious  mood  one  potion,  ministrant 

Of  homely  wisdom,  healthy  wit  I     For,  hear  I 

"  With  power  and  will,  let  preference  appear 

By  intervention  ever  and  aye,  help  good 
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When  evil's  mastery  is  understood 
In  some  plain  oatrage,  and  triumphant  wrong 
Tramples  weak  right  to  nothingness :  nay,  long 
Ere  such  sad  consummation  brings  despair 
To  right's  adherents,  ah,  what  help  it  were 
If  wrong  lay  strangled  in  the  birth  —  each  head 
Of  the  hatched  monster  promptiy  crushed,  instead 
Of  spared  to  gather  venom  I     We  require 
No  great  experience  that  the  inch-long  worm, 
Free  of  our  heel,  would  grow  to  vomit  fire. 
And  one  day  plague  the  world  in  dragon  form. 
So  should  wrong  merely  peep  abroad  to  meet 
Wrong's  due  quietus,  leave  our  world's  way  safe 
For  honest  walking." 

V. 

Sage,  once  more  repeat 
Instruction !     'T  b  a  sore  to  soothe  not  chafe. 
Ah,  Fabulist,  what  luck,  could  I  contrive 
To  coax  from  thee  another  ^  Grumbling  Hive  "  I 
My  friend  himself  wrote  fables  short  and  sweet: 
Aik  him  ^  ^  Suppose  the  Grardener  of  Man's  ground 
Plants  for  a  purpose,  side  by  side  with  good. 
Evil  —  (and  that  He  does  so  —  look  around ! 
What  does  the  field  show  ?  )  —  were  it  understood 
That  purposely  the  noxious  plant  was  found 
Vexing  the  virtuous,  poison  dose  to  food, 
If,  at  first  stealing-f orth  of  life  in  stalk 
And  leaflet-promise,  quick  His  spud  should  balk 
Evil  from  budding  foliage,  bearing  fruit  ? 
Such  timely  treatment  of  the  offending  root 
Might  strike  the  simple  as  wise  husbandry. 
But  swift  sure  extirpation  scarce  would  suit 
Shrewder  observers.     Seed  once  sown  thrives :  why 
Frustrate  its  product,  miss  the  quality 
Which  sower  binds  himself  to  count  upon  ? 
Had  seed  fulfilled  the  destined  purpose,  gone 
Unhindered  up  to  harvest  —  wlmt  know  I 
But  proof  were  gained  that  every  growth  of  good 
Sprang  consequent  on  evil's  neighborhood  ?  " 
So  said  your  wrewdness :  true  —  so  did  not  say 
That  other  sort  of  theorists  who  held 
Mere  unintelligence  prepared  the  way 
For  either  seed's  upsprouting :  you  repelled 
Their  notion  that  botii  kinds  could  sow  themselves, 
^^e !  but  admit 't  is  understanding  delves 
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And  drops  each  genn,  what  else  bat  loQy  thwarts 
The  doer's  settled  purpose  ?    Let  the  sage 
Concede  a  use  to  evil,  though  there  starts 
Fall  manj  a  bnrgeon  thence,  to  disengage 
With  thumb  and  finger  lest  it  spoil  the  yield 
Too  much  of  good's  main  tribute !    But  oar  main 
Toogh-tendoned  mandrake-monster  — *  purge  the  fiell 
Of  Hm  for  once  and  all  ?    It  f qUowb  plain 
Who  set  him  there  to  grow  beholds  repealed 
His  primal  law :    His  ordinance  proves  vain : 
And  what  beseems  a  king  who  cannot  reign, 
But  to  drop  sceptre  valid  arm  should  wield  ? 

VI. 

-  Still  there 's  a  parable  "  —  retorts  my  friend  — 
'^  Shows  agriculture  with  a  difference ! 
What  of  the  gk^  and  weeds  which  solely  blend 
Because,  onee  planted,  none  may  pluck  Uiem  theKee  ? 
The  Gardener  qontrived  thus  ?     Y  Mn  pretence  I 
An  enemy  it  was  who  unawares 
Roived  the  wheat  by  interspersing  tares. 
Where 's  our  desiderated  forethought  ?    Where 's 
Ejiowledge,  where  power  and  will  in  evid^n^  ? 
'T  is  Man's^lay  merely !    Craft  foils  rectitode. 
Malignity  defeats  beneficence. 
And  grant,  at  very  last  of  all,  the  feud 
'Twixt  good  and  evil  ends,  strange  thoughts  intrude 
Though  good  be  garnered  safely,  and  good's  foe 
BuncUed  for  burning.     Thoughts  steal :    '  Even  so  -^ 
Why  grant  tares  leave  to  thus  o*er-top,  o'ertower 
Their  fieldnnate,  boast  the  stalk  and  flaunt  the  flowei^ 
Triumph  one  sunny  minute  ?     Knowledge,  power. 
And  will  thus  worked? '  Man's  fancy  mi^kes  the  bolt  I 
Man,  with  the  narrow  mind,  must  cnvn  inside 
His  finite  God's  infinitude,  —  earth's  vaqlt 
He  bids  comprise  the  heavenly  far  and  wide, 
Since  Man  may  claim  a  right  to  understand 
What  passes  understanding.     So,  succinet 
And  tnmly  set  in  order,  to  be  scanned 
And  scrutinized,  lo-*  the  divine  lies  linked 
Fast  to  the  human,  free  to  move  as  moves 
Its  proper  match:  awhile  they  keep  the  grooves, 
Discreetly  side  by  side  together  pace. 
Till  sudden  comes  a  stumble  incident 
Likely  enough  to  Maoi's  weak-footed  raoe, 
And  he  discovers  —  wings  in  rudiment. 
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Such  as  he  boasts,  whioh  fall-grown,  free<Lifltent 

Would  lift  him  skyward,  fail  of  flight  while  pent 

Within  humanity's  restricted  i^aoe. 

Abjure  each  fond  attempt  to  represent 

The  formless,  the  illimitable  I     Trace 

No  outline,  try  no  hint  of  hnman  face 

Or  form  or  hand  1 " 

vn. 

Friend,  here 's  a  tracing  meatit 
To  help  a  eness  at  truth  yoa  never  knew. 
Bend  but  those  eyes  now,  aung  mind's  eye  toO| 
And  note  —  sufficient  for  all  pozposes  — 
The  groond-plan  —  map  yoa  lone  have  yearned  for  "^  yes^ 
Made  out  in  markings — more  ^niat  artist  can  ?  •— 
Goethe's  Estate  in  Weimar,  —  jnst  a  plan  I 
^  is  the  Hoose,  and  B  the  Garden-gate, 
And  C  the  Grass-plot — yoo  've  the  whole  estate 
Letter  by  letter,  down  to  F  the  Pond, 
And  Z  tiie  Pig^tye.     Do  yon  look  b^nd 
The  algebraic  signs,  and  captions  say 
"  Is  il  the  House?    But  where 's  the  Roof  to  A^ 
Where 's  Door,  where 's  Window  ?    Needs  must  HouM  have 

such!" 
Ay,  that  were  folly.    Why  so  very  much 
More  foolish  than  our  mortal  purblind  way 
Of  seeking  in  the  symbol  no  mere  point 
To  guide  our  gaze  through  what  were  else  inane, 
But  things — dieir  solid  selves  ?    <'  Is,  joint  by  jointp 
Orion  man-like,  —  as  these  dots  explain 
His  constellation  ?    Flesh  composed  of  sunt  — 
How  can  such  be  ? ''  exclaim  die  simple  ones. 
Look  through  the  sign  to  the  thing  signified  — 
Shown  nowise,  point  by  point  at  ^st  descried, 
Each  an  orb's  topmost  qwrkle :  all  beside 
Its  shine  is  shadow ;  turn  the  orb  one  jot  — 
Up  files  the  new  flash  to  reveal  'twas  not 
The  whole  sphere  late  flbmboyant  in  your  keni 

vni. 
'<  What  need  of  symbolizing?    Fitliermen 
Would  take  on  tongue  mere  facts  —  few,  faint  and  far. 
Still  facts  not  fancies :  quite  enough  theyare, 
That  Power,  that  Knowledge,  and  that  Will,— add  then 
Immensity,  Eternity :  these  jar 
Nowise  with  our  permitted  thought  and  speech. 
Why  human  attributes  ?  " 
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A  myth  may  teaeh : 
Onlyy  who  better  would  expound  it  thus 
Most  be  Enripidee  not  iEflchyliu. 

EC 

Bonndingly  up  tbioogli  Night's  wall  dense  and  daik, 

Kmbatded  orags  and  doads,  oat-broke  the  Son 

Above  the  conaeiooB  earth,  and  one  by  one 

Her  httdits  and  depdia  absorbed  to  the  last  spa^ 

His  fluid  g^ry,  from  the  £ar  fine  ridge 

Of  mountain-granite  which,  transformed  to  gold. 

Laughed  first  the  Uumks  back,  to  the  vale's  dudi  fold 

On  fold  of  vapor^wathing,  like  a  bridge 

Shattered  beneath  some  giant's  stamp.     Night  wirt 

Her  work  done  and  betook  herself  in  mist 

To  marsh  and  hollow,  there  to  bide  her  time 

Blindly  in  acquiesoenoe.     Everywhere 

Did  earth  admowledge  Sun's  embrace  suUime, 

Thrilling  her  to  the  heart  of  things :  since  there 

No  ore  ran  liquid,  no  spar  branched  anew, 

No  arrowy  crystal  gleamed,  but  straightway  grew 

Glad  through  the  inrush — g^ad  nor  more  nor  less 

Than,  'neadi  his  gaze,  forest  and  wilderness, 

Hill,  dale,  land,  sea,  die  whole  vast  stretch  and  spread. 

The  universal  world  of  creatures  bred 

By  Sun's  munificence,  alike  gave  praise  — 

All  creatures  but  one  only :  gaze  for  gaze. 

Joyless  and  Uumkless,  who  —  all  scowling  can  — 

Protests  against  the  innumerons  praises  ?     Man, 

SuUen  and  silent 

Stand  thou  forth  then,  state 
Thy  wrong,  thou  sole  aggrieved  —  disconsolate  — 
While  every  beast,  bird,  reptile,  insect,  gay 
And  glad  acknowledges  the  bounteous  cUiy ! 

z. 

Man  speaks  now :  «« What  avails  Sun's  earth-felt  thrill 

To  me  ?    Sun  penetrates  the  ore,  the  plant — 

They  feel  and  grow :  perchance  with  subtler  skill 

He  interfuses  mr,  worm,  brute,  until 

Each  favored  object  pays  life's  ministrant 

By  pressing,  in  obedience  to  his  will, 

Up  to  completion  of  the  task  prescribed, 

So  stands  and  stays  a  type.     Myself  imbibed 

Such  influence  also,  stood  and  stand  complete  — 

The  perfect  Man,  —  head,  body,  hands  and  feet, 
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True  to  die  pattern :  bat  does  that  soffiee  ? 

How  of  my  Buperadded  mind  which  needs 

—  Not  to  be,  simply,  but  to  do,  and  pleads 

For  —  more  than  Imowledge  that  by  some  device 

Son  quickens  matter :  mind  is  nobly  fain 

To  realize  the  marre!,  make  —  for  sense 

As  mind — the  unseen  visible,  condense 

— Myself — Sun's  all-a)ervading  influence 

So  as  to  serve  the  needs  of  mind,  explain 

What  now  perplexes.    Let  the  oak  increase 

His  corrugated  strength  on  strength,  the  palm 

lift  joint  l>y  joint  h^  fan-fruit,  ball  and  balm,  — 

Let  die  coiled  serpent  bask  in  bloated  peace,  — 

Tlie  eagle,  like  some  skyey  derelict, 

Drift  in  the  blue,  suspended,  gloxving,  — 

The  lion  lord  it  by  the  desert-spnng,  — 

What  know  or  care  they  of  the  |>ower  which  pricked 

Nothingness  to  perfection  ?    I,  instead. 

When  all-developed  still  am  found  a  thing 

All-incomplete  :  for  what  though  flesh  had  force 

Transcending  theirs  —  hands  able  to  unring 

The  tightened  snake's  coil,  eyes  that  could  outcourse 

The  eagle's  soaring,  voice  whereat  the  king 

Of  carnage  oouch^  discrowned  ?    Mind  seeks  to  see. 

Touch,  understand,  by  mind  inside  of  me, 

Tbe  outside  mind  —  whose  quickening  I  attain 

To  recognize  —  I  only.    All  in  vain 

Would  mind  address  itself  to  render  plain 

The  nature  of  the  essence.     Drag  what  larks 

Behind  the  operation  —  that  which  works 

Latentiy  everywhere  by  outward  proof  — 

Drag  that  mind  forth  to  face  mine  ?    No !  aloof 

I  solely  crave  that  one  of  all  the  beams 

Which  do  Sun's  work  in  darkness,  at  my  will 

Should  operate  —  myself  for  once  have  skill 

To  realize  the  energy  which  streams 

Flooding  the  universe.     Above,  around. 

Beneath  —  wh^  mocks  that  mind  my  own  thus  found 

Simply  of  service,  when  the  world  grows  dark. 

To  half-surmise  —  were  Sun's  use  understood, 

I  might  demonstrate  him  supplying  food, 

WarmUi,  life,  no  less  the  while  ?    To  grant  one  spark 

MjTself  may  deal  with  —  make  it  thaw  my  blood 

And  prompt  my  steps,  were  truer  to  the  mark 

Of  mind's  requirement  than  a  half-surmise 

That  somehow  secretiy  is  operant, 
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A  power  all  nuitter  fediy  mind  onlj  tries 
To  comprehend  I    Onee  more  —  no  idle  Tannt 
'  Man  compreliends  the  Son's  self ! '    Myetatiei 
At  Bonree  why  probe  into  ?    Knongh :  dvphj. 
Make  demonatnirbk,  how,  by  ni^  as  day. 
Earth's  centre  and  sl^'s  onfespan,  all 's  informed 
EqnaUy  by  Son's  efflox !  —  sooree  from  whenoe 
If  jost  one  spark  I  drew,  foil  eyidence 
Were  mine  of  fire  ine&bly  enthioned  «* 
Son's  self  made  palpable  to  Man  1" 

XI. 

Thos  moaned 
Man  till  Prometheoshe^pedhim,— 'Ss  weleaiOi-— 
Offered  an  artifice  whereby  he  drew 
Son's  rays  into  a  focos,  •*  plain  and  troOy 
•Hie  yeiy  Son  in  litde :  maide  fire  bom 
And  henceforth  do  Man  service — glann  rniifllohnil 
Thoogh  to  a  pn-point  circle  —  all  1^  same 
Comimsing  the  &m's  self,  hot  Son  disrobed 
Of  that  elM-oneonceiTed  essential  flame 
Borne  by  no  naked  sight    Shall  mind's  eye  skme 
Aching^y  to  companion  as  it  may 
The  sopersobtle  effloeneoi  and  contrire 
To  follow  beam  and  beam  open  their  way 
Hand-breadth  by  hand-breadth,  till  sense  faint  <—eonf eased 
Frostrate,  eloded  by  onknown  ongoessed 
Infinitode  <^  action  ?    Idle  qoest ! 
Rather  ask  aid  from  optics.    Sense,  descry 
The  spectrom— -mind,  infer  immensity ! 
litde?    In  little,  light,  warmth,  life  are  blessed— 
Which,  in  the  laxge,  who  sees  to  Uess  ?    Not  I 
More  than  yoorself :  so,  good  my  friend,  keep  still 
Trostfol  with  — me?  wiui  thee,  sage  MandeviUe I 
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Don,  tlie  divinest  women  that  have  walked 

Oar  world  were  searce  those  samts  of  whom  we  talked* 

My  saint,  for  instance — worship  if  jon  will ! 

T  is  pity  poets  need  historians'  skill : 

What  legendary 's  worth  a  ^dironide  ? 

n. 
Come,  now !    A  great  lord  once  upon  a  time 
Tisited  —  oh  a  kmg,  of  kings  the  prime. 
To  sign  a  treaty  sach  as  never  was : 
For  me  king's  minister  had  brought  to  pass 
That  this  same  doke — so  style  Mm  — most  engage 
Two  of  his  dukedoms  as  an  heritage 
After  his  death  to  this  exorbitant 
Graver  of  kingship.     ^  Let  who  lacks  go  scant, 
Who  owns  much,  give  the  more  to !  "    Why  rebuke  ? 
So  bids  the  devil,  so  obeys  the  duke. 

nx. 
Now,  as  it  happened,  at  his  sister's  house 
—  Duchess  herself  —  indeed  the  veiy  spouse 
Of  the  king's  undo,  —  while  the  deed  of  gift 
Whereby  our  duke  should  cut  his  rights  adrift 
Was  drawing,  getting  ripe  to  sign  and  seal  — 
What  does  l£e  frozen  heart  but  unconeeal 
And,  shaming  his  transcendent  kin  and  kith, 
Whom  do  the  duke's  eyes  make  acquaintance  with? 
A  girl.    <<  What,  sister,  mav  this  wonder  be?  " 
''  Nobody  1    Good  as  beautiful  is  she. 
With  gilts  that  match  her  goodness,  no  faint  flaw 

•  A  leaned  aad  iBgrndoiM  ^wntor.  ''FaOemuteeStoiioodaUaGonpiv- 
Bw;  onda  seriaM  Imyhiiwiine  atone,  le  qnali  aarebbero  lette  ae  noB  loaero 
ripieiie  traboocanti  di  tatte  le  aapentinoiiL  .  .  .  IStgM  yi  ba  fieoati  dentro 
tanti  nuiaooloni,  obe  diviene  imanoia  inaopportabile  aebinnqiie  Tog^lia  legr- 
gera  quelle  atone:  e  anobe  ame,  ooniid  bairt6 1*  ammo  di  yruaegulra  molto 
avaatL**  — Ajtoxlo  Cxkuttl 
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r  the  while :  she  were  the  pearl  joa  tfaink  yoa  saw, 

Bot  that  she  is  —  what  corresponds  to  white  ? 

Some  other  stone,  the  true  pearl's  opposite, 

As  cheap  as  pearls  are  eostlj.     She  *8  —  now,  gaess 

Her  parentage !    Once  —  twice  —  thrice?    Foiled,  confess! 

Drags,  duke,  her  father  deals  in  —  ^Migfa,  the  scents ! — 

Manna  and  senna  —  sach  medicaments 

For  payment  he  compounds  jou.     Stay  —  stay  — *  stay  I 

1 11  have  no  rode  speech  wrong  her !    Whither  away. 

The  hot^iead  ?    Ah,  the  scape-grace !     She  deserves 

Respect  —  compassion,  rather  1     Right  it  serves 

My  f oUy,  trosting  secrets  to  a  fool  I 

Alreack  at  it,  is  he  ?    She  keeps  cool — 

Helped  hy  her  fam's  spread.    Well,  onr  state  atones 

For  thus  mnch  license,  and  words  break  no  bones ! " 

(Hearts,  thon^^  sometimes.) 

rv. 

Next  morn 't  was  <<  Reason,  nitq 
Rave,  sister,  on  tiU  doomsday !    Sure  as  fate, 
I  wed  that  woman  —  what  a  woman  is 
Now  that  I  know,  who  never  knew  till  this ! " 
So  swore  the  duke.     "  I  wed  her :  once  again  — 
Rave,  rate,  and  reason  —  spend  yonr  breath  in  vainl** 

V. 

At  once  was  made  a  contract  firm  and  fast, 
Pablished  the  banns  were,  only  marriage,  last. 
Required  completion  when  the  Church's  rite 
Should  bless  and  bid  depart,  make  happy  quite 
The  coupled  man  and  wife  f orevermore : 
Which  rite  was  soon  to  follow.    Just  before  — 
All  things  at  aU  but  end — the  folk  o'  the  bride 
Flocked  to  a  summons.     Pomp  the  duke  defied : 
'*  Of  ceremony  —  so  much  as  empowers, 
Nought  that  exceeds,  suits  best  a  tie  like  ours  "  — 
He  smiled  —  ''all  else  were  mere  futility. 
We  vow,  God  hears  us :   God  and  you  and  I  — 
Let  the  world  keep  at  distance !   This  is  whv 
We  choose  the  simplest  forms  that  serve  to  bind 
Lover  and  lover  of  the  human  kind. 
No  care  of  what  degree  —  of  kings  or  clowns  — 
Come  blood  and  breeding.    CourUy  smiles  and  frowns 
Miss  of  their  mark,  would  idly  soothe  or  strike . 
My  style  and  yours  —  in  one  style  merged  alike  — 
God's  man  and  woman  merely.    Long  ago 
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T  wu  rounded  in  my  ears  *  Duke,  wherefore  slow 

To  use  a  priyileffe  ?    Needs  most  one  who  reigns 

Pay  reigmng's  one :  since  statecraft  so  ordains  — 

Wed  for  the  commonweal's  sake  I  law  prescribes 

One  wife :  but  to  submission  license  bribes 

Unmly  nature :  mistresses  accept 

—  Well,  at  discretion ! '    Prove  I  so  inept 

A  scholar,  thns  instmcted  ?    Dearest,  be 

Wife  and  all  mistresses  in  one  to  me, 

Now,  henceforth,  and  forever !  "    So  smiled  he. 

VI. 

Good :  bat  the  minister,  the  crafty  one, 

Got  ear  of  what  was  doing  *—  all  bat  done  ^ 

Not  sooner,  though,  than  the  king's  very  self. 

Warned  by  the  sister  on  how  sheer  a  shelf 

Royalty's  ship  was  like  to  split     **  I  bar 

The  abomination !    Mix  with  mack  my  star? 

Shall  earth  behold  prodigiously  enorbed 

An  upstart  marsh-bom  meteor  sun-absorbed  ? 

Nuptial  me  no  such  mqitials !  "     <<  Past  dispute. 

Majesty  speaks  with  wudom  absohite," 

Admired  the  minister :  ^^  yet,  all  the  same, 

I  would  we  may  not  —  while  we  play  his  game. 

The  ducal  meteor's  —  also  lose  our  own. 

The  solar  monarch's :  we  relieve  your  throne 

Of  an  ungracious  presence,  like  enough : 

Balked  of  his  project  he  departs  in  huff, 

And  so  cuts  short  —  dare  I  remind  the  king  ?  <-« 

Our  not  so  unsuccessful  bargaining. 

The  contract  for  eventual  heritage 

Happens  to  pari  passu  reach  the  stage 

Attained  by  just  this  other  contract,  —  each 

TTxifixed  by  signature  though  fast  in  speech. 

Off  goes  the  duke  in  dudgeon  —  off  withal 

Go  with  him  his  two  dukedoms  past  recalL 

Ton  save  a  fool  from  tasting  folly's  fruit, 

Obtain  small  thanks  thereby,  and  lose  to  boot 

Sagacity's  reward.    The  jest  is  grim : 

The  man  will  mulct  vou  —  for  amercing  him? 

Nay,  for  •  •  •  permit  a  poor  similitude! 

A  witless  wight  in  some  fantastic  mood 

Would  drown  himself :  you  plunge  into  the  wave, 

Pluck  forth  the  undeserving :  he,  you  save, 

Pulls  you  clean  under  also  for  your  pains. 

Sire,  little  need  that  I  should  tax  my  brains 
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To  help  jour  inspiratioii ! ''    <'  Let  him  flank ! 

Alwayi  contriving  "  — hints  the  royal  wink  — 

<^  To  keep  onrselvea  dry  while  we  claim  his  dothee.** 

vn. 
Next  day,  the  appointed  day  for  plighting  troths 
At  eye,  —  so  litUe  time  to  lose,  you  see. 
Before  the  Chorch  should  weld  indissolnhly 
Bond  into  bond,  wed  these  who,  side  by  side, 
Sit  each  by  other,  bold  groom,  blnshing  bride,  -— 
At  the  preliminary  banquet,  graced 
By  all  the  lady's  kinsfolk  come  in  haste 
To  share  her  triumph,  —  lo,  a  thunderclap ! 
"  Who  importunes  now  ?  "     **  Such  is  my  mishap-— 
In  the  king's  name !    No  need  that  any  stir 
Except  this  lady  !  "  bids  the  minister : 
^  With  her  I  claim  a  word  apart,  no  more : 
For  who  gainsm  —  a  guard  is  at  the  door. 
Hold,  duke !     Submit  you,  lady,  as  I  bow 
To  him  whose  mouthpiece  speaJcs  his  pleasure  now! 
It  wen  may  happen  I  no  wlat  arrest 
Your  marriage :  be  it  so,  —  we  hope  the  best  I 
By  your  leave,  gentles !     Lady,  pray  you,  hence ! 
Duke,  with  my  soul  and  body's  deference ! " 

vtff. 
Doors  shut,  mouth  opens  and  persuasion  flows 
Copiously  forth.     '<  What  flesh  shall  dare  oppose 
The  king's  command  ?    The  matter  in  debate 
•—  How  plain  it  is !    Yourself  shall  arbitrate, 
Determine.     Since  the  duke  affects  to  rate 
His  prize  in  you  beyond  all  goods  of  earth, 
Accounts  as  nought  old  gains  of  rank  and  birth. 
Ancestral  obligation,  recent  fame, 
(We  know  his  feats)  —  nay,  ventures  to  disclaim 
Our  will  and  pleasure  almost  —  bv  report  — 
Waives  in  your  favor  dukeliness,  m  short,  — 
We  —  ^'t  is  the  king  speaks)  —  who  might  forthwith  stay 
Such  smcidal  purpose,  brush  away 
A  bad  example  shame  would  else  record,  — 
Lean  to  indulgence  rather.     At  his  word 
We  take  the  duke :  allow  him  to  complete 
The  cession  of  his  dukedoms,  leave  our  feet 
Their  footstool  when  his  own  head,  safe  in  vault, 
Sleeps  sound.     Nay,  would  the  duke  repair  his  fault 
Handsomely,  and  our  forfeited  esteem 
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BecoTor,  -—  what  if  wisely  he  redeem 

The  pasty  —  in  earnest  of  good  faith,  at  onee 

Give  as  such  jurisdictioii  %oic  the  nonce 

As  may  soffiee  — prevenl  occasion  slip*- 

And  constitnte  our  actoal  ownership  r 

Concede  this  *-  straightway  he  the  marriage  hlessed 

]^  warrant  of  this  paper !     Things  at  rest, 

This  paper  duly  signed,  down  drops  the  har, 

To-morrow  yon  hecome  —  from  what  you  are, 

The  dn^^gist's  daughter  — not  the  doke's  mere  QKNise^ 

But  tlie  king's  own  adopted :  heart  and  house 

Open  to  von  —-the  idol  of  a  court 

*  Which  heaTen  might  copy '  -—  sing  our  poet^ort 

In  this  emergency,  on  yon  depends 

The  issue :  plead  what  hliss  the  ka^  intends  I 

Shoidd  the  dnke  frown,  sfaonld  ar^mnents  and  prayers. 

Nay,  tears  if  need  he,  prove  in  raan,  -^  who  cares  r 

We  leave  the  duke  to  his  obduracy, 

Companionless,  — yon,  madam,  follow  me 

Without,  where  divers  of  the  body-guard 

Wak  si^^oal  to  enloree  the  king's  award 

Of  strict  sednsion:  over  you  at  least 

Yibratingly  the  sceptre  threats  increased 

Precipitation !    How  avert  its  crash  ?  " 

DC. 

^  Be-enter,  sir !    A  hand  that 's  cahn,  not  rash, 
Averts  it ! "  quietly  the  lady  said. 
''  Yourself  shall  witness." 

At  tlie  table's  head 
Where,  mid  the  hushed  guests,  still  the  duke  sat  glued 
In  blank  bewilderment,  his  spouse  pursued 
Her  speech  to  end — syllabled  qmetude^ 


^  Duke,  I,  your  duchess  of  a  day,  could  take 
The  hand  you  profFered  me  for  love's  sole  sake. 
Conscious  my  love  matched  yours ;  as  you,  myself 
Would  waive,  when  need  were,  all  but  love — fnmi  peU 
To  potency.    What  fortune  brings  about 
Haply  in  some  far  future,  finds  me  out. 
Faces  me  on  a  sudden  here  and  now. 
The  better!    Bead  — if  beating  heart  allow— 
Bead  this,  and  bid  me  rend  to  rags  the  shame  I 
I  and  your  conscience  —  hear  and  grant  our  daim ! 
Never  dare  alienate  God's  gift  you  hold 
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Simply  in  trust  im  Hiin !    Choose  mack  for  gold  ? 

Could  you  so  stumble  in  your  choice,  cajoled 

By  what  I  count  my  least  of  worthiness 

—  The  y  outhy  the  beauty,  —  you  renounce  them — yea, 

With  all  that 's  most  too :  love  as  well  you  lose. 

Slain  by  what  slays  in  you  the  honor  I     Choose ! 

Dear  —  yet  my  husband  —  dare  I  love  you  yet?  " 

zi. 

How  the  duke's  wrath  o'erboiled,  —  words,  words,  and  yet 

More  words,  —  I  spare  yon  such  fool's  fever-fret 

They  were  not  of  one  sort  at  all,  one  size. 

As  souls  go  ^  he  and  she.     *T  is  said,  the  eyes 

Of  all  the  lookers-on  let  tears  fall  fast 

The  minister  was  mollified  at  last : 

^'Take  a  day,  —  two  days  even,  ere  through  pride 

Tou  perish,  —  two  days'  counsel  — then  decide ! " 

zn. 
^lil  shaU  save  his  honor  and  my  soul  ? 
Husband,  —  this  one  last  time,  — you  tear  the  seroQ? 
Farewell,  duke !    Sir,  I  follow  in  your  train  I  " 

xm. 
So  she  went  forth :  they  never  met  again, 
Tlie  duke  and  she.    The  woild  paid  compliment 
(1a  it  worth  noting  ?)  when,  next  day,  she  sent 
Certain  gifts  back—  "  jeweby  fit  to  deck 
Whom  you  call  wife."    I  know  not  round  what  neck 
They  took  to  sparkling,  in  good  time  —  weeks  thence. 

xrv. 
Of  all  which  was  the  pleasant  oonsequence, 
So  much  and  no  more  —  that  a  fervid  youth, 
Big-hearted  boy, — but  ten  years  old,  in  truth,  — 
Laid  this  to  heart  and  loved,  as  boyhood  can, 
The  unduchessed  lady :  boy  and  lad  grew  man : 
He  loved  as  man  pex«hance  may :  did  meanwhile 
Good  soldier-service,  managed  to  b^^e 
The  years,  no  few,  unlal  he  found  a  chance  : 
Then,  as  at  trumpet-summons  to  advance^ 
Outbroke  the  love  that  stood  at  arms  so  long, 
Brooked  no  withstanding  longer^    They  were  wed. 
Whereon  from  camp  and  court  alike  he  fled. 
Renounced  the  sun-king,  dropped  off  into  night, 
Evermore  lost,  a  ruined  sateuite : 
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And,  oh,  the  ezquirite  delidoiumeBS 

That  Upped  him  in  obflcnrity !     Ton  gaest 

Such  joy  is  fngitiye :  she  died  fall  soon. 

He  did  his  hest  to  die  —  as  sun,  so  moon 

Left  him,  turned  dusk  to  darkness  absolute* 

Failing  of  death  —  why,  saintship  seemed  to  suit: 

Yes,  your  sort,  Don  I     He  trembled  on  the  verge 

Of  monkhood :  trick  of  cowl  and  taste  of  scourge 

He  tried :  then,  kicked  not  at  the  pricks  perverse, 

But  took  again,  for  better  or  for  worse, 

The  old  way  in  the  world,  and,  much  the  same 

Man  o'  the  outside,  fairly  played  life's  game. 

XV. 

^  Now,  Saint  Scholastica,  what  time  she  fared 
In  Paynimrie,  behold,  a  lion  glared 
Bight  in  her  path !     Her  waist  she  promptly  strips 
Of  girdle,  binds  his  teeth  within  his  lips, 
And,  leashed  aU  lamblike,  to  the  Soldan's  court 
Leads  him."    Ay,  many  a  legend  of  the  sort 
Do  you  praiseworthily  authenticate  : 
Spare  me  the  rest    This  much  of  no  debate 
Admits  :  my  lady  flourished  in  grand  days 
When  to  be  duchess  was  to  dance  the  hays 
Up,  down,  across  the  heaven  amid  its  host : 
While  to  be  hailed  the  8un*s  own  self  almost  — 
So  close  the  kinship  —  was  -—  was  — 

Saint,  for  this, 
Be  vours  the  feet  I  stoop  to  —  kneel  and  kiss ! 
So  human  ?    Then  the  mouth  too,  if  you  will ! 
Thanks  to  no  legend  but  a  chronicle. 

XVI. 

One  leans  to  like  the  duke,  too :  up  we  'U  patch 
Some  sort  of  saintship  for  him  —  not  to  match 
Hers  —  but  man's  best  and  woman's  worst  amount 
So  nearly  to  the  same  thing,  that  we  count 
In  man  a  miracle  of  faithfulness 
If,  while  unfaithful  somewhat,  he  lay  stress 
On  the  main  fact  that  love,  when  love  indeed. 
Is  wholly  solely  love  from  first  to  last  — 
Truth  — all  the  rest  a  lie.     Too  likely,  fast 
Enough  that  necklace  went  to  grace  the  throat 
—  Let 's  say,  of  such  a  dancer  as  makes  doat 
The  senses  when  the  soul  is  satisfied  *— 
TrogaUa^  say  the  Greeks  —  a  sweetmeat  tried 
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ApproTiiigly  by  sated  tongae  and  teedi, 
Once  body's  proper  meal  eonngned  beneskh 
Sadi  onconsidered  mnndiing. 

zni. 

Fan<^B  flight 
Makes  me  a  fittener  when,  some  sleepless  night, 
The  dnke  renewed  his  memories,  and  aghast 
Foond  tfiat  the  Flfesent  intercepts  the  Past 
With  snch  efEect  as  when  a  doad  enwraps 
The  moon  and,  moon-edfosed,  plays  moon  periiaps 
To  who  waflDB  vnder,  till  comes,  lato  or  soon, 
A  stomble :  up  ho  looks,  and  lo,  the  moon 
Calm,  clear,  oonTincingly  herself  once  more ! 
How  conld  he  'scape  the  doad  that  throst  between 
Him  and  effulgence  ?    Speak,  fool  — ^ duke,  I  meani 

xnn. 
*'  Who  bade  you  come,  brisk-marching  bold  she-shape, 
A  terror  with  those  black-balled  worlds  of  eyes, 
That  black  hair  bristHng  solid-built  from  nape 
To  crown  it  coils  about  ?    0  dread  snrmise  f 
Take,  tread  on,  trample  mider  past  escape 

Your  capture,  spoil  and  trophy  I     Do  —  devise 
Insults  for  one  who,  fallen  once,  ne'er  shall  rise  ! 

*'  Mock  on,  triumphant  o'er  the  prostrate  shame ! 

Laugh  '  Here  lies  he  among  the  false  to  Love — 
Loye's  loyal  liegeman  once :  3ie  very  same 

Who,  scorning  his  weak  fellows,  towered  abore 
Inconstancy :  yet  why  his  faith  defame  ? 

Our  eagle's  victor  was  at  least  no  dove, 
No  dwar&h  knight  picked  up  our  giant's  glove  — 

<«  <  When,  patting  prowess  to  the  proof,  faith  urged 
Her  champion  to  the  challenge :  had  it  chanced 

That  merdy  virtue,  wisdom,  b^iuty  —  merged 
All  in  one  woman  —  merely  these  advanced 

Their  claim  to  conquest,  —  hardly  had  he  purged 
His  mind  of  memories,  deamesses  enhanced 

Rather  than  harmed  by  death,  nor,  disentranced, 

^'  *'  Promptly  had  he  abjured  the  old  pretence 
To  prove  his  kind's  superior  —  first  to  last 
Display  erect  on  his  heart's  eminence 
An  altar  to  the  never-dying  Past 
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For  saeh  feat  &ith  might  boast  fit  play  of  fence 

And  easily  disarm  me  iconoclast 
Called  virtae,  wisdom,  beaaty :  impndenee 

«<  <  Fought  in  their  stead,  and  how  eonld  faith  but  fall  ? 

There  came  a  bold  die-shape  brisk-marching,  bent 
No  inch  of  heir  imperiotm  stature,  taE 

As  some  war-engine  from  whose  top  was  sent 
One  shattering  volley  out  of  eye's  black  ball, 

And  prone  lay  faith's  defender ! '    Mockery  spent  ? 
Malice  dkoharged  in  lal?     In  that  eveiit, 

^  My  queenly  intiiadeiice,  I  cover  dose^ 

I  wrap  me  raoid  with  love  of  your  black  hair, 
Black  eyes,  black  cnrerr  wicked  inch  of  those 

Lambs'  war<tower  tallness :  so  much  tmth  lives  there 
'Neath  tlie  dead  heap  of  lies.    And  yet — who  knows  ? 
What  if  soeh  things  are  ?    No  less,  such  tilings  were. 
Then  was  the  man  your  match  whom  now  you  dare 

"  Treat  as  eeristent  stiU.    A  second  trath  I 

They  held  —  tibis  hei^  of  Hes  you  rightly  scorn  -— 

A  man  who  had  approved  himsdf  in  yoath 
More  than  a  miffcoh  for — yon  ?  for  sea-foam-bom 

Venus  herself :  yoo  conquer  him  forsooth  ? 
'T  is  me  his  diost :  he  died  since  left  and  lorn. 

As  needs  must  Samson  when  his  hair  is  shorn. 

«  Some  day,  and  soon,  be  sore  himself  will  rise, 

CaDed  into  life  by  her  who  long  ago 
Left  his  soul  whilhig  time  in  flesh-disguise. 

Ghosts  tired  of  waiting  can  play  tricks,  you  know ! 
Tread,  trample  me— such  sport  we  ghosts  devise, 

WaitiDg  the  mom-star's  reappearance  —though 
You  think  we  vanish  scared  by  the  cock's  crow." 
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It  Beeins  as  if  •  •  •  or  did  the  actual  chanoe 

Startle  me  and  perplex  ?    Let  troth  be  said ! 

How  might  this  happen  ?    Dreaming,  blindfold  led 

By  Yisionary  hand,  did  seal's  advanee 

pJrecede  my  body's,  gain  inheritanoe 

Of  fact  by  fancy  —  so  that  when  I  read 

At  length  with  waking  eyes  your  Song,  instead 

Of  mere  bewilderment,  with  me  first  glance 

Was  but  fall  recognition  that  in  trance 

Or  merely  thoaght's  adventore  some  old  day 

Of  dim  and  done-with  bojrishness,  or  —  well. 

Why  mig^t  it  not  haye  been,  the  miracle 

Broke  on  me  as  I  took  my  sober  way 

Throagh  yeritable  regions  of  oar  earth 

And  made  disooyery,  many  a  wondroos  one  ? 

Anyhow,  fact  or  fancy,  sach  its  birth : 

I  was  exploring  some  hage  hoose,  had  gone 

Throagh  room  and  room  complacently,  no  dearth 

Anywhere  of  the  sig^s  of  decent  taste, 

Adeqaate  caltare  :  wealth  had  ran  to  waste 

Nowise,  nor  penary  was  proyed  by  stint : 

All  showed  the  Golden  Mean  withont  a  hint 

Of  braye  extrayagance  that  breaks  the  rale. 

The  master  of  the  mansion  was  no  fool 

Assaredly,  no  genius  jast  as  sare ! 

Safe  mediocrity  had  scorned  the  lare 

Of  now  too  much  and  now  too  litde  cost, 

And  satisfied  me  sight  was  neyer  lost 

Of  moderate  design's  accomplishment 

In  calm  completeness.     On  and  on  I  went 

With  no  more  hope  than  fear  of  what  came  next, 

T^  lo,  I  pash  a  door,  sadden  uplift 

A  hanging,  enter,  chance  upon  a  shift 

Indeed  of  scene !    So  —  thus  it  is  thou  deck'st, 

High  heayen,  our  low  earth's  brick-and-mortar  work? 
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m. 
.  It  was  the  Chapel.    That  a  star,  from  mnxk 
Which  hid,  should  flashingly  emerge  at  last, 
Were  small  surprise :  hut  from  hroad  day  I  passed 
Into  a  presence  that  tamed  shine  to  shade. 
There  fronted  me  the  Rafael  Mother-Maid, 
Never  to  whom  knelt  yotarist  in  shrine 
By  Nature's  hoonty  helped,  by  Art's  divine 
More  varied  —  beauty  with  magnificence  — 
Than  this :  from  floor  to  roof  one  evidence 
Of  how  far  earth  may  rival  heaven.    No  niche 
Where  glory  was  not  prisoned  to  enrich 
Man's  gaze  with  gold  and  gems,  no  space  bat  glowed 
With  color,  gleamed  with  carving  —  hues  which  owed 
Their  oatborst  to  a  brash  the  painter  fed 
With  rainbow-substance  — rare  shapes  never  wed 
To  actual  flesh  and  blood,  which,  brain-bom  once, 
Became  the  sculptor's  dowry.  Art's  response 
To  earth's  despair.     And  aJl  seemed  old  yet  new: 
Touth,  —  in  the  nuirble's  curve,  the  canvas'  hue. 
Apparent,  —  wanted  not  the  crowning  thrill 
Of  age  the  consecrator.     Hands  long  still 
Had  worked  here  —  could  it  be,  what  lent  them  skill 
Betained  a  power  to  supervise,  protect. 
Enforce  new  lessons  with  the  old,  connect 
Our  life  with  theirs  ?    No  merely  modem  touch 
Told  me  that  here  the  artist,  doing  much, 
Elsewhere  did  more,  perchance  does  better,  lives  «- 
So  needs  must  learn. 

IV. 

Well,  these  provocatives 
Having  fulfilled  their  office,  forth  I  went 
Big  with  anticipation  —  weU-nigh  fear  — 
Of  what  next  room  and  next  for  startled  eyes 
Might  have  in  store,  surprise  beyond  surprise. 
Next  room  and  next  and  next — what  followed  here  ? 
Why,  nothing !  not  one  object  to  arrest 
My  passage  —  everywhere  too  manifest 
The  previous  decent  null  and  void  of  best 
And  worst,  mere  ordinary  right  and  fit. 
Calm  conunonplace  which  neither  missed,  nor  hit 
Inch-high,  inch-low,  the  placid  mark  proposed. 

V. 
Armed  with  this  instance^  have  I  diagnosed 
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Your  case,  mj  Christopher  ?    The  man  was  soimd 
And  sane  at  starting :  aU  at  once  the  ground 
Gave  way  beneath  his  step,  a  certain  smdce 
Curled  up  and  caught  him,  or  perhuw  down  broke 
A  fireball  wrapping  flesh  and  spirit  both 
In  conflagration.     Then  — as  hearen  were  loth 
To  linger — let  earth  understand  too  well 
How  heayen  at  need  can  operate  -^  off  fell 
The  flame-robe,  and  the  untransfignred  man 
Resumed  sobriety,  —  as  he  began, 
So  did  he  end  nor  alter  pace, not  he! 

VI. 

Now,  what  I  fain  would  know  is  —  ooold  it  be 

That  he  —  whoe'er  he  was  that  furnished  forth 

The  Chapel,  making  thus,  from  South  to  Norlih, 

Rafael  touch  Leighton,  Silchelagnolo 

Join  Watts,  was  found  but  once  combining  so 

The  elder  and  the  younger,  taking  stand 

On  Art's  supreme, «-  or  that  younelf  who  sang 

A  Song  where  flute-breath  silvers  trumpet-dang, 

And  stations  you  for  once  on  ^ther  hand 

With  Milton  and  with  Keats,  empowered  to  claim 

Affinily  on  just  one  point «-  (or  blame 

Or  praise  my  judgment,  thus  it  fronts  you  fall)  — - 

How  came  it  you  resume  the  void  and  null. 

Subside  to  insignificance,  —  live,  die 

—  Proved  plainly  two  mere  mortals  who  drew  nif^ 

One  moment — that,  to  Art's  best  hierarchy, 

This,  to  the  superhuman  poet-pair  ? 

What  if,  in  one  point  only,  then  and  there 

The  otherwise  aU-unapproachable 

Allowed  impingement  ?    Does  the  sphere  pretend 

To  span  the  cube's  breadth,  cover  exid  to  ^d 

The  plane  with  its  embrace  ?    No,  surely  I    StiQ, 

Contact  is  contact,  sphere's  touch  no  whit  less 

Than  cube's  superimposure.    Such  success 

Befell  Smart  only  out  of  throngs  between 

Milton  and  Keats  that  donned  the  singing-dress— 

Smart,  solely  of  such  songmen,  pierced  the  screen 

'Twixt  thing  and  word,  In  language  straight  from  sod,  - 

Left  no  fine  film-flake  on  the  naked  coal 

live  from  the  censer— -shapely  or  uncouth, 

FireHraffused  through  and  through,  one  blaze  of  truth 

Undeadened  by  a  he,  -—  (vou  have  my  mind)  — 

For,  think !  this  Uaze  outleapt  with  black  behind 
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And  Uank  before,  when  Haylej  and  the  rest  •  .  • 

But  let  the  dead  saccessoiB  worst  and  beet 

Bvrj  tiieir  dead :  with  life  be  my  ooncem  ^- 

Yoors  with  the  fire-flame :  what  I  fun  would  learn 

Is  just—  (suppose  me  haply  ignorant 

Down  to  the  common  knowle<§e»  doctors  vaunt) 

Just  this  —  why  only  onoe  the  fire-flame  was : 

No  matter  if  the  marvel  came  to  pass 

The  way  folk  jadged  —  if  power  too  long  suppressed 

Broke  loose  and  nuiddened,  as  the  vulgar  guessed. 

Or  simplv  brain-disordar  (doctors  said) , 

A  tonnod  of  the  particles  distarbed. 

Brain's  workaday  performaaoe  in  your  head, 

Spurred  spirit  to  wild  action  heaUh  had  curbed. 

And  so  verse  issued  in  a  cataraet 

Whence  prose,  before  and  after,  unperturbed 

Was  wont  to  wend  its  way.    Ooneede  the  fact 

That  here  a  poet  was  who  always  could  *- 

Never  before  did  —  never  after  would— ^ 

Aehieve  the  feat:  how  were  such  fact  eacpUined? 

TZI. 

Was  it  tfiat  when,  by  rarest  chance^  there  fell 

Dbguise  from  Nature,  so  that  Truth  remained 

Naked,  and  whoso  saw  for  once  could  tdl 

TTs  others  of  her  majesty  and  mi§^ 

In  large,  her  lovelinesses  infinite 

In  litl^  —  straight  you  used  tlie  power  wherewith 

Sense,  penetrating  as  through  rind  to  pith 

Each  object,  thorough  revealed  might  view 

And  comprehend  the  dd  things  ^ns  made  new, 

So  that  while  eye  saw,  soul  to  tongue  eould  trust 

Thing  which  sfcruck  word  out,  and  onee  more  adjust 

Real  vision  to  right  language,  till  heaven's  vault 

Pompous  with  sunset,  storm-stirred  sea's  assault 

On  the  swilled  rock-ridge,  earth's  embosemed  brood 

Of  tree  and  flower  and  weed,  with  aU  the  life 

That  flies  or  swims  or  crawls,  in  peaoe  or  strife, 

Above,  below,  —  each  had  its  note  and  name 

For  Man  to  know  by,  •—  Man  who,  now  —  the  same 

As  erst  in  Eden,  needs  that  all  he  sees 

Be  named  him  ere  he  note  by  what  degrees 

Of  strength  and  beaoty  to  its  end  Derign 

Ever  thus  operates  —  (your  though  and  mine, 

No  matter  for  the  many  dissident)  — 

So  did  vou  sing  your  Song,  so  truth  found  vent 

In  words  for  onoe  with  you? 
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Hien  —  back  was  fmled 
The  robe  thus  thrown  aaide,  and  straight  the  world 
Darkened  into  the  old  oft^satalogoed 
Repository  of  thinn  that  sky,  wave,  land, 
Or  show  or  hide,  dear  late,  accretion-clogged 
I^owy  just  as  long  ago,  by  tellings  and 
Retellings  to  satiety,  wUch  strike 
Muffled  upon  the  ear's  dram.     Very  like 
None  was  so  startled  as  yoorself  when  friends 
Came,  hailed  your  fast-returning  wits :  *'  Health  mendi 
Importantly,  for  *—  to  be  plain  with  yon  — 
This  scribble  on  the  wall  was  done  —  in  lieu 
Of  pen  and  paper  —  with  —  ha,  ha !  —  your  key 
Denting  it  on  the  wainscot !     Do  yon  see 
How  wise  our  caation  was  ?    Thus  much  we  stopped 
Of  babble  that  had  else  grown  print :  and  lopped 
From  your  trim  bay-tree  this  unsightly  bough  — 
Smart's  who  translated  Horace !     Write  us  now  "  .  •  • 
Why,  what  Smart  did  write  —  never  afterward 
One  line  to  show  that  he,  who  paced  the  sward, 
Had  reached  the  zenith  from  his  madhouse  cell. 

DC. 

Was  it  because  you  judged  (I  know  full  well 
You  never  had  the  fancy)  —  judged  —  as  some  " 
That  who  makes  poetnr  must  reproduce 
Thus  ever  and  thus  only,  as  they  come, 
Each  strength,  each  beauty,  everywhere  diffuse 
Throughout  creation,  so  that  eye  and  ear. 
Seeing  and  hearing,  straight  shall  recognize. 
At  touch  of  just  a  trait,  Uie  strength  appear,  — 
Suggested  by  a  line's  lapse  see  arise 
All  evident  the  beauty,  —  fresh  surprise 
Startling  at  fresh  achievement  ?    ^'  So,  indeed, 
Wallows  the  whale's  bulk  in  the  waste  of  brine, 
Nor  otherwise  its  feather-tufts  make  fine 
Wild  Virgin's  Bower  when  stars  faint  off  to  seed ! " 
(My  prose  —  your  poetry  I  dare  not  give, 
Puroling  too  much  my  mere  gray  argument) 
—Was  it  because  you  judged  —  when  fugitive 
Was  glory  found,  and  wholly  gone  and  spent 
Such  power  of  startling  up  deaf  ear,  blind  eye. 
At  truth's  appearance,  —  that  you  humbly  bent 
The  head  and,  bidding  vivid  work  good-by. 
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Doffed  lyric  dress  and  trod  die  world  once  more 

A  drab-clothed  decent  proseman  as  before  ? 

Strengths,  beaaties,  by  one  word's  flash  thus  laid  bare 

—  That  was  effectual  service :  made  aware 

Of  strengtlis  and  beanties,  Man  but  hears  die  text, 

Awaits  your  teaching.     Nature  ?     What  comes  next  ? 

Why  all  the  strength  and  beauty  ? — to  be  shown 

Thus  in  one  word's  flash,  thenceforth  let  alone 

By  Man  who  needs  must  d^al  with  aught  that 's  known 

Never  so  lately  and  so  litde  ?    Friend, 

First  give  us  knowledge,  then  appoint  its  use ! 

Strength,  beauty  are  ^  means :  ignore  their  end  ? 

As  well  yon  stopped  at  proving  how  profuse 

Stones,  sticks,  nay  stubble  lie  to  left  and  right 

Beady  to  help  the  builder,  —  careless  quite 

If  he  should  take,  or  leave  the  same  to  strew 

Earth  idly,  —  as  by  word's  flash  bring  in  view 

Strength,  beauty,  then  bid  who  behold  the  same 

Go  on  beholding.     Why  gains  unemployed  ? 

Nature  was  made  to  be  by  Man  enjoyed 

First ;  followed  duly  by  enjoyment's  fruit. 

Instruction  —  haply  leaving  joy  behind  : 

And  you,  the  instructor,  would  you  slack  pursuit 

Of  the  main  prize,  as  poet  help  mankind 

Just  to  enjoy,  there  leave  them?    Play  the  fool, 

Abjurinff  a  superior  privilege  ? 

Please  simply  when  your  fimction  is  to  rule^- 

By  thought  incite  to  deed  ?    From  ec^  to  edge 

Of  earth's  round,  strength  and  beauty  everywhere 

Pullulate  —  and  must  yon  particulanze 

All,  each  and  every  apparition  ?     Spare 

Yourself  and  us  the  trouble !    Ears  and  eyes 

Want  so  much  strength  and  beauty,  and  no  less 

Nor  more,  to  leam  IHe's  lesson  by.     Oh,  yes  — 

The  other  method 's  favored  in  our  day  I 

The  end  ere  the  beginning :  as  you  may 

Master  tlie  heavens  before  you  studv  earth. 

Make  you  familiar  with  the  meteor  s  birth 

Ere  you  descend  to  scrutinize  the  rose ! 

I  say,  o'erstep  no  least  one  of  the  rows 

That  lead  man  from  the  bottom  where  he  plants 

Foot  first  of  all,  to  life's  List  ladder-top : 

Arrived  there,  vain  enough  will  seem  the  vaunts 

Of  those  who  say  «-  '^  We  scale  the  skies,  then  drop 

To  earth  ^- to  find,  how  all  things  there  are  loth 

To  answer  heavenly  law :  we  understand 
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The  meteor's  eoone,  and  lo^  tlie  rose's  giowA  — 

How  other  than  shoold  he  by  law's  oommandl  ** 

Would  not  yoa  tell  soeh  —  *^  Friends,  heware  lest  Idms 

Offuscate  sense :  learn  earth  first  ere  presnme 

To  teach  heaven  legislation.    Law  nrast  be 

Active  in  earth  or  nowhere :  earth  7011  see,  — 

Or  there  ornot  at  all,  Will,  Power  and  Lofe 

Admit  diseoveij,  —  as  below,  above 

Seek  next  law's  oonfirmation  I    Bat  reverse 

The  order,  where 's  the  wonder  things  grow  wofse 

Than,  by  the  law  your  fanoy  {ormnlates, 

They  should  be  ?    Cease  from  anger  at  the  btes 

Which  thwart  themselves  so  madly.    live  and  kam, 

Not  fint  leam  and  (hen  live,  is  oor  conooRi. 
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AH)  George  Babb  Dodisglon  Loard  Meleombe»-«ney 
Toms  was  the  wwt»g  way!  — always  undentaid, 
Snpposmg  that  penmssibly  yog  planned 
How  statesmanship— your  tvade— -in  ontwaid  show 
Mi^  figure  as  inspured  by  simple  seal 
For  semng  ooimtryy  king  and  oommonweal, 
(Iluragh  seryiee  tixe  to  death  the  body,  tease 
The  sral  from  out  an  o'ertasked  patriot^mdge) 
And  yet  should  prore  zeal's  outward  show  agrees 
In  all  respects  —  ziffht  reason  being  judge  — 
With  inwkrd  eare  uat,  while  the  statesman  spends 
Body  and  soid  thus  freely  for  the  sake 
Of  public  good,  his  private  welfaie  take 
No  haim  by  siwh  devotedness*    Intends 
Scripture  aogfat  else-* let  captioas  folk  enquire  — 
Which  teaches  *^  Laborers  desenre  their  hiroy 
And  who  neg^Jeots  his  hoasehold  bean  the  bdl 
Away  of  sinning  from  an  infidel"? 
Wisdier  would  fools  that  carp  bestow  a  though 
How  birds  build  nests ;  at  outside,  rouf^y  wronghty 
Twig  knots  with  twig,  loam  plasten  up  each  chink, 
liMmng  the  inmate  rudely  lo^^ged— you  think? 
Peep  lot  inside  I    That  specious  rude  and^ougjh 
Coren  a  domicile  where  downv  fluff 
Embeds  the  ease-deserving  anhiteet, 
Who  toiled  and  moiled  not  merely  to  eileet 
Twist  sprig  and  spray  a  stop-gap  in  the  teeth 
Of  wind  and  weather,  guard  whiU  swmg  beneath 
I^om  upset  only,  but  contrived  himself 
A  snug  interior,  wann  and  soft  and  sleek. 
Of  what  material?    Oh,  for  that,  vou  seek 
How  nature  prompts  each  vohtile  I    Thus— pelf 
Smoothens  the  human  mudlarks  lodginff,  power 
Demands  some  hardier  wrappage  to  embrace 
Bobusterheart4)eats:  rock,  not  tree  nor  tower, 
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ContontB  the  Imildiiig  eagle :  look  shoves  dose 
To  brother  rook  on  branch,  while  crow  morose 
Apart  keeps  balance  perched  on  topmost  bough. 
No  sort  of  bird  bat  suits  his  taste  somehow : 
Nay,  Darwin  tells  of  sach  as  love  the  bower  — 
His  bower-birds  opportonely  yield  us  yet 
The  lacking  instance  when  at  loss  to  get 
A  feathered  parallel  to  what  we  find 
The  secret  motor  of  some  mighty  mind 
That  worked  such  wonders — all  for  vanity  2 
Worked  them  to  haply  figure  in  the  eye 
Of  intimates  as  first  <n  —  doers'  kind  r 
Actors',  that  work  in  earnest  sportively,  * 
Paid  by  a  sourish  smile.    How  savs  the  Sage  ? 
Birds  bom  to  strat  prepare  a  platform-stage 
With  sparkling  stones  and  speckled  shells,  all  soiti 
Of  slimy  mbbish,  odds  and  ends  and  orts, 
Whereon  to  pose  and  posture  and  engage 
The  priceless  female  simper. 

n. 

I  have  gone 
Thus  into  detail,  George  Bubb  Dodington, 
Lest,  when  I  take  you  presently  to  tadc 
For  the  wrong  way  of  working,  you  should  ask 
<'  What  fool  conjectures  that  profession  means 
Performance?  that  who  goes  behind  the  scenes 
F^nds,  —  acting  over,  —  still  the  soot«tuff  screens 
Othello's  visage,  still  the  self-same  cloak's 
Bugle-bright-blackhess  half  reveals  half  chdces 
Hamlet's  emotion,  as  ten  minutes  since  ? 
No,  each  resumes  hia  garb,  stands  —  Moor  or  prince  -* 
Decently  draped :  just  so  with  statesmanship ! 
All  outside  show,  in  short,  is  sham  —  why  wince  ? 
G>ncede  me  —  while  our  parley  lasts !    You  trip 
Afterwards  —  lav  but  this  to  heart !  (there  lurks 
Somewhere  in  all  of  us  a  lump  which  irks 
Somewhat  the  spriteliest-echeming  brain  that 's  bent 
On  brave  adventure,  would  but  heart  consent !) 
—  Here  trip  you,  that — your  aim  allowed  as  right  -* 
Your  means  {hereto  were  wrong.    Come,  we,  thu  night, 
Profess  one  purpose,  hold  one  principle. 
Are  at  odds  only  as  to  —  not  the  will 
But  way  of  winning  solace  for  ourselves 
— No  matter  if  the  ore  for  which  seal  delves 
Be  gold  or  coprolite,  while  zeal's  pretence 
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Is  — we  do  ffood  to  men  at — whose  expense 
But  oars  ?  too  tire  the  body,  tease  the  sonl. 
Simply  that,  nmning,  we  may  reach  fame's  goal 
And  wreathe  at  last  oar  brows  with  bay  —  m  State's 
Disinterested  dayes,  nay  — please  the  Fates- 
Saviors  and  nothing  less :  sach  lot  has  been ! 
Statesmanship  triamphs  pedestalled,  serene,  — 
O  happy  consummation  I  —  brought  about 
By  managing  with  skill  the  rabble-rout 
For  which  we  labor  (never  mind  the  name  — 
People  or  populace,  for  praise  or  blame) 
Mairing  them  understand  —  their  heaven,  their  hell» 
Their  every  hope  and  fear  is  oars  as  welL 
Man's  cause  —  what  other  can  we  have  at  heart  ? 
Whence  follows  that  the  necessary  part 
High  o'er  Man's  head  we  play,  -~  and  freelier  breathe 
Just  that  the  multitude  winch  gasps  beneath 
May  reach  the  level  where  un^ifled  stand 
Ourselves  at  vantage  to  put  forth  a  hand, 
Assist  the  prostrate  pubhe.     'T  is  by  right 
Merely  of  such  pretence,  we  reach  the  height 
Where  storms  abound,  to  brave  —  nay,  court  their  stress, 
Though  all  too  well  aware  —  of  pomp  the  less. 
Of  peace  the  more !    But  who  are  we,  to  spurn 
For  peace'  sake,  du^s  pointing ?    Up^  then  —earn 
Albeit  no  prize  we  may  but  miurtyrdom  f 
Now,  such  fit  height  to  launch  salvation  from. 
How  get  and  gun  ?    Since  help  must  needs  be  craved 
By  would-be  saviors  of  the  else-onsaved. 
How  coax  them  to  coHiperate,  lend  a  lift, 
Kneel  down  and  let  us  mount  ? 

m. 

You  say ''Make  shift 
By  sham  — the  harsh  word :  preach  and  teach,  persuade 
Somehow  the  Public  —  not  despising  aid 
Of  salutary  artifice  —  we  seek 
Solely  their  good :  our  strength  would  raise  the  weak, 
Our  cultivated  knowledge  supplement 
Their  rudeness,  rawness :  why  to  us  were  ient 
Ability  except  to  come  in  use  ? 
Who  loves  lus  kind  must  by  all  means  induce 
That  kind  to  let  his  love  play  freely,  press 
In  Man's  behalf  to  fuU  peiHPormance  I " 
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TV. 

Yes— 
Tet»  George,  we  know !  —  wbeieaft  tiiey  hear,  belieTe^ 
And  bend  the  knee,  and  on  the  neek  reeeive 
Who  fawned  and  erii^;ed  to  porpoee?    Noleo,  Geoigel 
Try  sinqde  falsehood  on  sfarcnvd  ioXk  who  forge 
Lies  of  saperior  fiuhion  day  b  j  day 
Andhonr  by  hour?    With  eniltsmea  Teraed  aa  they 
What  chsnee  of  oompetitioB  when  the  tods 
Only  a  novice  wields  ?    Are  knaves  such  fools  ? 
Dismteresled  patriots^  spare  year  tongae 
The  tones  thne»«ilvevy,  eheek  save  smiles  it  ftang 
Peari-like  piefose  to  swine  —  a  herd,  whereof 
No  unit  needs  be  taught,  his  neighbor's  trough 
Searoe  holds  for  who  but  gvonlB  and  whines  the  hnsks 
Doe  to  a  wrinkled  snout  uat  shows  sharp  tasks. 
No  animal  —  much  less  o«r  lordly  Man  — 
Obeys  its  like :  with  strength  aU  role  began, 
The  stoatest  awes  the  pasture.    Soon  soeceeds 
Discrimination,  — nieer  power  Man  needs 
To  rule  him  tium  is  bred  of  bone  and  thew : 
Intelligenee  must  move  strength's  s^.    This  too 
Lasts  but  its  time :  the  mnlt^ide  at  lesgdi 
Lodks  inside  for  intelligenee  and  strength 
And  finds  them  here  and  there  to  pick  and  dioose : 

^  All  at  year  service,  nune,  see !  '*    Ay,  but  who's 
My  GeorgUy  at  this  late  day,  to  make  his  boast 

^  In  strengdi,  intdligence,  I  rule  the  roast, 
Beat,  all  and  some,  the  ungraeed  who  crowd  your  ranks ?* 

**  Oh,  but  I  love,  would  lead  you,  gain  your  thanks 
By  unexampled  yearning  for  Man's  sake  — 
Passion  that  solely  waits  your  help  to  take 
Effect  in  action  I "    George,  which  one  of  us 
But  holds  with  his  own  heart  communicHi  thos ; 

**  I  am,  if  not  of  men  the  first  and  best. 
Still — to  receive  enjoyment  —  properest : 
Which  since  by  force  I  cannot,  nor  by  wit 
Most  likely  —  craft  must  serve  in  place  of  it. 
Flatter, cajole!    If  so  I  bring  within 
My  net  the  gains  which  wit  and  force  should  win. 
What  hinders  ?  "    'T  is  a  trick  we  know  of  old : 
Try,  George^  some  other  of  tricks  manifold  I 
The  multitude  means  mass  and  mhcture—  right ! 
Are  mixtures  simple,  pray,  or  composite  ? 
Dive  into  Man,  your  medley :  see  the  wastel 
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glotlMtifled  genius,  energy  di^^mced 
By  ignorance,  lugii  aime  with  sorzy  BkiU, 
Will  withoat  means  and  means  in  want  of  will 

—  Snre  we  might  fish,  from  out  the  mothers^  sons 
That  welter  thus,  a  dcMsen  Dodingtons  I 

Why  call  iip  Dodington,  and  none  heside, 

To  take  his  seat  upon  oar  hacks  and  ride 

As  statesman  oonqnering  and  to  oonqner  ?    WeD, 

The  last  ezpedient,  whidi  most  needs  excel 

Those  old  ones  —  this  it  is,  «->  at  ai^  rate 

To-day's  eonoeptioa  thus  I  formulate : 

As  simple  force  has  heen  replaced,  just  so 

Must  simple  wit  be :  men  have  got  to  know 

Such  wit  as  what  yon  boast  is  nowise  held 

The  wonder  once  it  was,  bat,  paraUcded 

Too  plentifally,  ooonts  not, — pots  to  shame 

Modest  possessors  like  yomrself  who  chum, 

By  virtae  of  it  merely,  power  and  place 

— Which  means  the  sweets  of  office.    Since  oar  race 

Teems  with  the  like  of  yoo,  some  special  gift, 

Toor  very  own,  most  coax  oar  hands  to  iSt, 

And  backs  to  bear  yon  :  is  it  jost  and  right 

To  privilege  yoor  nature  ? 

V. 

«<  State  things  quite 
Other  lliaa  so"  —make  answer !     " I  pretcnid  > 

No  sueh  community  with  men.    Perpend 
My  key  to  domination !     Who  would  use 
Ibm  for  his  pleasure  needs  must  introduce 
The  element  that  awes  Man*    Once  for  all, 
His  nature  owns  a  Supernatural 
In  foct  as  well  as  phrase -~  which  found  must  be 

—  Where,  in  Uiis  doubting  age  ?    Old  mystery 
Has  served  its  turn  —  seen  through  and  sent  adrift 
To  nothingness :  new  wizard-craft  makes  shift 
Nowadays  shorn  of  help  by  robe  and  book,^- 
Otherwise,  elsewhere,  for  success  must  look 
Than  ehalked-ring,  incantatioi^^bberislu 
Somebody  comes  to  conjure :  that 's  he  ?    Pish! 
He 's  like  the  roomful  of  rapt  gazers,  — ^  there  'a 
No  sort  of  difFerence  in  the  garb  he  wears 

From  ordinaiy  dressing,  -~  gesture,  speech. 
Deportment,  ]ust  like  tixoae  of  all  and  each 
That  eye  their  master  of  the  minute.     Stay  I 
What  of  the  something  —  call  it  how  you  may-* 
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Uncaimy  in  the  —  quack?    That 's  easy  said  I 

Notice  how  Uie  Professor  turns  no  head 

And  yet  takes  cognizance  of  who  accepts. 

Denies,  is  puzzled  as  to  the  adept's 

Supremacy,  yields  up  or  lies  in  wait 

To  trap  the  trickster  I     Doubtless,  out  of  date 

Are  dealings  with  the  deyil :  yet,  the  stir 

Of  mouth,  its  smile  half  smug  half  sinister, 

Mock-modest  boldness  mask^  in  diffidence,  — 

What  if  the  man  have  *- who  knows  how  or  whence  ?^ 

Confederate  potency  nnguessed  by  us  -~ 

Prove  no  sudi  cheat  as  he  pretends  ?" 

VI. 

Ay,  thus 
Had  but  my  George  played  statesmanship's  new  card 
That  carries  all!    ''Since  we"  —  avers  the  Bard  — 
''  All  of  us  have  one  human  heart "  —  as  good 
As  say  —  by  all  of  us  is  understood 
Right  and  wrong,  true  and  false — in  rough,  at  least, 
We  own  a  common  conscience.    GkKl,  man,  beast  — 
How  should  we  qualify  the  statesman-shape 
I  fancy  standing  with  our  world  agape  ? 
Disguise,  flee,  %ht  against  with  toolli  and  nail 
The  outrageous  designation !     '*  Quack  "  men  quail 
Before  ?    You  see,  a  little  year  ago 
They  heard  him  thunder  at  the  thing  which,  lo, 
To-day  he  vaunts  for  unscathed,  whOe  what  erst 
Heaven-high  he  lauded,  lies  heU-low,  accursed ! 
And  yet  where 's  change?   Who.  awe-struck,  cares  to  poinl 
Critical  finger  at  a  dubious  joint 
In  armor,  true  €BS  triplex,  breast  and  back 
Binding  about,  defiant  of  attack. 
An  imperturbability  that 's  —  well. 
Or  innocence  or  impudence  —  how  tell 
One  from  the  other  ?     Could  ourselves  broach  lies, 
Tet  brave  mankind  with  those  unaltered  eves. 
Those  lips  that  keep  the  quietude  of  truth  r 
Dare  we  attempt  the  like  ?     What  quick  uncouth 
Disturbance  of  thy  smug  economy, 
O  coward  visage !     Straight  would  all  descry 
Back  on  the  man's  brow  the  boy's  blush  once  more  I 
No :  he  goes  deeper  —  could  our  sense  explore  — 
Finds  conscience  beneath  conscience  such  as  ours. 
Genius  is  not  so  rare,  —  prodigious  powers  — 
Well,  others  boast  such,  —  but  a  power  like  this 
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Mendacioos  intrepidity  —  quid  tfis  ? 

Besides,  imposture  plays  another  game. 

Admits  of  no  diversion  from  its  aim 

Of  captiyating  hearts,  sets  zeal  aflare 

In  every  shape  at  every  turn,  —  nowhere 

Allows  subsidence  into  ash.     By  stress 

Of  what  does  guile  succeed  but  earnestness, 

Earnest  word,  look  and  gesture  ?    Touched  with  aoght 

But  earnestness,  the  levity  were  fraught 

With  ruin  to  guile's  filmrwork.     Grave  is  guile ; 

Here  no  act  wants  its  qualifying  smile. 

Its  covert  pleasantry  to  neutralize 

The  outwud  ardor.    Can  our  chief  despise 

Even  while  most  he  seems  to  adulate  ? 

As  who  should  say  "  YHiat  though  it  be  my  fate 

To  deal  with  fools  ?    Among  the  crowd  must  lurk 

Some  few  with  faculty  to  judee  my  work 

Spite  of  its  way  which  suits,  uey  understand, 

llie  crass  majorilr : — the  Sacred  Band, 

No  duping  them  forsooth ! "     So  tells  a  touch 

Of  subintelligential  nod  and  wink  — 

Turning  foes  friends.     Coarse  flattery  moves  the  gorge : 

Mine  were  the  mode  to  awe  the  many,  George ! 

They  guess  you  half  despise  them  while  most  bent 

On  demonstrating  that  your  sole  intent 

Strives  for  their  service.     Sneer  at  them  ?    Yourself 

'T  is  you  disparage,  —  tricksy  as  an  elf. 

Scorning  what  most  you  strain  to  bring  to  pass, 

Laughingly  careless,  —  triply  cased  in  brass,  — 

While  pudbing  strenuous  to  the  end  in  view. 

What  follows  ?    Why,  you  formulate  within 

The  vulgar  headpiece  this  conception  :  ''  Win 

A  master-mind  to  serve  us  needs  we  must, 

One  who,  from  motives  we  but  take  on  trust, 

Acts  strangelier  —  haply  wiselier  than  we  know  — 

Stronglier,  for  certain.     Did  he  say  '  I  throw 

Aside  my  good  for  yours,  in  all  I  do 

Care  nothing  for  myself  and  all  for  you '  <-~ 

We  should  both  understand  and  disbelieve : 

Said  he  '  Tour  good  I  laugh  at  in  my  sleeve, 

My  own  it  is  I  solely  labor  at, 

Pretending  yours  the  while '  —  that,  even  that, 

We,  understanding  well,  give  credence  to. 

And  so  will  none  of  it     But  here  't  is  through 

Our  recognition  of  his  service,  wage 

Well  earned  by  work,  he  mounts  to  such  a  stage 
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Above  eompetiton  aa  all  save  Babb 
Would  agonize  to  keep.    Yet  —  beie  's  the  rob^ 
So  slightly  does  he  held  by  oar  esteem 
Which  solely  fixed  him  &8t  there,  that  we  seem 
Mocked  every  minute  to  our  face,  by  gibe 
And  jest  —  scorn  insuppresdve :  what  ascribe 
The  rashness  to  ?    Our  pay  and  praise  to  boot- 
Do  these  avail  him  to  tread  underfoot 
Something  inside  us  all  and  each,  that  stands 
Somehow  instead  of  somewhat  which  commands 
*  Lie  not'  ?     Folk  fear  to  jeopardize  their  soul, 
Stamble  at  times,  walk  straight  upon  the  whole,  -• 
That 's  nature's  simple  instinct :  what  may  be 
The  portent  here,  the  influence  such  as  we 
Are  strangers  to  ?" -— 

vn. 

Exact  the  thing  I  call 
Man's  despot,  just  the  Supernatural 
Which,  George,  was  wholly  out  of — &r  beyond 
Your  theory  and  practice.    You  had  conned 
But  to  reject  the  precept  ^  To  succeed 
In  gratifying  selfishness  and  greed, 
Asseverate  such  qualities  exist 
Nowise  within  yourself!  then  make  acquist 
"By  all  means,  with  no  sort  of  fear  I  "    Alack, 
Tnat  well-worn  lie  is  obsolete !     Fall  back 
On  still  a  working  pretext —  "  Hearth  and  Home^ 
The  Altar,  love  of  England,  hate  of  Rome  "  — 
That 's  serviceable  lying  —  that  perchance 
Had  screened  you  decently :  but  'ware  advance 
By  one  step  more  in  perspicacity 
Of  these  our  dupes  I    At  length  they  get  to  see 
As  through  the  earlier,  this  the  latter  plea  — 
And  find  the  greed  and  selfishness  at  source ! 
Ventum  est  ad  triarios :  last  resource 
Should  be  to  what  but  —  exquisite  disguise 
Disguise^bjuring,  truth  that  looks  like  lies, 
Frimkness  so  sure  to  meet  with  unbelief? 
Say  —  you  hold  in  contempt -~ not  them  in  chiefs 
But  first  and  foremost  your  own  self !     No  use 
In  men  but  to  make  sport  for  you,  induce 
The  puppets  now  to  dance,  now  stend  stock-still, 
Now  knock  their  heads  together,  at  your  will 
For  will's  sake  on^  —  while  each  plays  his  part 
Submissive :  why  r  through  terror  at  Uie  heurt : 
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^Gan  it  be  —  this  bold  man,  whose  band  we  saw 
Openly  poll  the  wires,  obeys  some  law 
Qoite  aboTe  Man's  —  nay,  God's  ?  "    On  &ce  &11  they* 
Thb  was  the  seciet  missed,  again  I  say, 
Oat  of  yoor  power  to  grasp  conception  of, 
Macb  less  employ  to  purpose.     Hence  the  scoff 
That  greets  yoor  very  name  :  folks  see  but  one 
Fool  more,  as  wdl  as  knaye,  in  Dodington. 
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Nat,  that^  Farini,  never  I  at  least 

Mean  to  believe !     What  man  voa  were  I  know. 

While  yon  walked  Tuscan  earta,  a  paintei^riesty 

Sometmng  about  two  handred  years  ago. 

Priest — you  did  duty  punctntu  as  the  sun 

That  rose  and  set  above  Saint  Sano's  church, 

Blessing  Mugello :  of  your  flock  not  one 

But  showed  a  whiter  fleece  because  of  smirch, 

Your  kind  hands  wiped  it  clear  from :  were  tiiey  poorl 

Bounty  broke  bread  apace,  —  did  marriage  lag 

For  just  the  want  of  moneys  that  ensure 

F^t  hearth-and-home  provision  ?  —  straight  your  bag 

Unplumped  itself,  ^—  reached  hearts  by  way  of  palms 

Gkiodwill's  shake  had  but  tickled.     All  about 

Mugello  valley,  felt  some  parish  qualms 

At  worship  offered  in  bare  walls  without 

The  comfort  of  a  picture  ?  —  prompt  such  need 

Our  painter  would  supply,  and  throngs  to  see 

Witnessed  that  goodness  —  no  unholy  greed 

Of  gain  —  had  coaxed  from  Don  Funni  —  he 

Whom  princes  might  in  vain  implore  to  tx>il 

For  worldly  profit  —  such  a  masteipiece. 

Brief  —  priest,  you  poured  profuse  God's  wine  and  oil 

Praiseworthily,  I  know :  shall  praising  cease 

When,  priestly  vesture  put  aside,  mere  man. 

You  stand  for  judgment  ?    Rather  —  what  acclaim 

— -^'  Good  son,  good  brother,  friend  in  whom  we  scan 

No  fault  nor  flaw  "  —  salutes  Furini's  name, 

The  loving  as  the  liberal !     Enough : 

Only  to  ope  a  lily,  though  for  sake 

Of  setting  free  its  scent,  disturbs  the  rough 

Loose  gold  about  its  anther.     I  shall  take 

No  blame  in  one  more  blazon,  last  of  all  — 

Good  painter  were  you :  if  in  very  deed 

I  styled  you  great  —  what  modem  art  dares  call 
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My  word -in  question?    Let  who  will  take  heed 
Of  what  he  seeks  and  misses  in  your  brain 
To  balance  that  precision  of  the  brush 
Your  hand  could  ply  so  deftly :  all  in  yain 
Strives  poet's  power  for  outlet  when  the  push 
Is  lost  upon  a  barred  and  bolted  gate 
Of  painter's  impotency.    Agnolo  — 
Thine  were  alike  the  head  and  hand,  by  fote 
Doubly  endowed  !     Who  boasts  head  only  —  woe 
To  hand's  presumption  should  brush  emulate 
Fancy's  free  passage  by  the  pen,  and  show 
Thought  wrecked  and  ruined  where  the  inexpert 
Foolhardy  fingers  half  grasped,  half  let  go 
Film-wings  the  poet's  pen  arrests  unhurt ! 
No  —  painter  such  as  that  miraculous 
Michael,  who  deems  you  ?    But  the  ample  gift 
Of  gracing  walls  else  blank  of  this  our  house 
Of  hfe  with  imagery,  one- bright  drift 
Poured  forth  by  pencil,  —  man  and  woman  mere. 
Glorified  till  half  owned  for  gods,  —  the  dear 
Fleshly  perfection  of  the  human  shape,  — 
This  was  apportioned  you  whereby  to  praise 
Heaven  and  bless  earth.    Who  clumsily  essays. 
By  slighting  painter's  craft,  to  prove  the  ape 
Of  poet's  pen-creation,  just  betrays 
Twofold  ineptitude. 

n. 

By  such  sure  ways 
Do  I  return,  Furini,  to  my  first 
And  central  confidence  —  that  he  I  proved 
Good  priest,  good  man,  good  punter,  and  rehearsed 
Praise  upon  praise  to  ^w  —  not  simply  loved 
For  virtue,  but  for  wisdom  honored  too 
Needs  must  Furini  be,  —  it  follows  —  who 
Shall  undertake  to  breed  i|i  me  belief 
That,  on  his  death-bed,  weakness  played  the  thief 
With  wisdom,  foUy  ousted  reason  quite  ? 
list  to  the  chronicler !     With  main  and  might  — 
So  fame  runs  —  did  the  poor  soul  beg  his  fnends 
To  buy  and  bum  his  hand-work,  make  amends 
For  having  reproduced  therein  —  (Ah,  me  ! 
Sighs  fame  —  that 's  friend  Filippo)  —  nudity  I 
Tes,  I  assure  you :  he  would  paint  —  not  men 
Merely  —  a  pardonable  fault — but  when 
He  had  to  deal  with  —  Oh,  not  mother  Eve 


Digitized  by 


Google 


880  PARLE7INGS   WITH 

Alone,  permuriUy  in  Pamdiae 

Naked  and  unashamed,  —  but  dared  aehiere 

Dreadful  distinction,  at  soul-safety's  price, 

By  also  painting  women  —  (why  Ibe  need  ?) 

Just  as  God  mi^e  them :  there,  yoa  have  Ihe  tmlfa! 

Yes,  rosed  from  top  to  toe  in  floidi  of  yoath, 

One  foot  apon  the  moss-fringe,  woold  some  Nymph 

Try,  with  its  yentorons  fellow,  if  the  lymph 

Were  chillier  than  the  slab-stuped  f oontaan-edge ; 

The  while  a-heap  her  garments  on  its  ledge 

Of  boulder  Uty  within  hand's  easy  reach, 

—  No  one  least  kid-skin  oast  around  her!    Speeeh 
Shrinks  from  enumerating  case  and  case 

Of — were  it  but  Diana  at  the  chase. 
With  tunic  tucked  discreetly  hunting-high ! 
No,  some  Queen  Venus  set  our  necks  awry. 
Turned  faces  from  the  painter's  all-too-frank 
Triumph  of  flesh !     For —  whom  had  he  to  thank 

—  This  self-appointed  nature-student  ?     Whence 
Picked  he  up  practice?    By  what  evidence 
Did  he  unhandsomely  become  adept 

In  simulating  bodies  ?    How  except 

Bv  actual  sight  of  such  ?     Himself  confessed 

Tne  enormity :  quoth  Philip  '^  When  I  pressed 

The  painter  to  acknowledge  his  abuse 

Of  artistry  else  potent  —  what  excuse 

Made  the  infatuated  man  ?    I  give 

His  very  words :  '  Did  you  but  know,  as  I, 

—  O  scruple-splitting  sickly-sensitivQ 
Mild-moral-monger,  what  the  agony 
Of  Art  is  ere  Art  satisfy  herself 

In  imitating  Nature  —  (Man,  poor  elf. 

Striving  to  match  the  finger-mark  of  ^m 

The  immeasurably  matctdess)  —  gay  or  grim, 

Pray,  would  your  smile  be  ?    Leave  mere  fools  to  tax 

Art  s  high-strung  brain's  intentness  as  so  lax 

That,  in  its  mid-throe,  idle  fancy  sees 

The  moment  for  admittance !  *    Pleadings  these  — 

Specious,  I  grant"    So  adds,  and  seems  to  wince 

Somewhat,  our  censor  —  but  shall  truth  convince 

Blockheads  like  Baldinucci  ? 

m. 

I 
My  incredulity :  your  other  kind 
Of  soul,  Furini,  never  was  so  blind, 
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Even  through  death-nuat,  as  to  grope  in  gloom 
For  cheer  beside  a  bonfire  piled  to  torn 
Ashes  and  dost  all  that  your  noble  life 
Did  homage  to  life's  Lord  by,  —  bid  them  bum 

—  These  Baldinueci  blockheads — pictures  rife 
With  record,  in  each  rendered  loveliness, 
That  one  appreciative  creature's  debt 

Of  thanks  to  the  Creator,  more  or  less, 
Was  paid  according  as  heart's-will  had  met 
Hand's-power  in  Axt^%  endeavor  to  express 
Heaven's  most  consummate  of  achievements,  bless 
Earth  by  a  semblance  of  the  seal  Grod  set 
On  woman  his  supremest  work.     I  trust 
Bather,  Furini,  dying  breath  had  vent 
In  some  fine  fervor  of  thanksgiving  just 
For  this  —  that  soul  and  body's  power  yon  spent-— 
Agonized  to  adumbrate,  trace  in  dust 
1^  marvel  which  we  dream  the  firmament 
Copies  in  star-device  when  fancies  stray 
Outlining,  orb  by  orb,  Andromeda — 
God's  b^t  of  beauteous  and  magnificent 
Bevealed  to  earth  —  the  naked  female  form. 
Nay,  I  mistake  not :  wrath  that 's  but  lukewarm 
Would  boil  indeed  were  such  a  critic  styled 
Himself  an  artist :  artist !     Ossa  piled 
Topping  Olympus  —  the  absurd  which  crowns 
The  extravagant  —  whereat  one  laughs,  not  frowns. 
Paints  he  ?    One  bids  the  poor  pretender  take 
His  sorry  self,  a  trouble  and  disgrace, 
From  out  the  sacred  presence,  void  the  place 
Artists  claim  only.     What — not  merely  wake 
Our  pity  that  suppressed  concupiseenoe  — 
A  satyr  masked  as  matron  — naakes  pretence 
To  the  coarse  blue-fly's  instinct  —  can  perceive 
No  better  reason  why  she  should  exist — 

—  God's  lily4imbed  and  blush-rose-bosomed  Eve—* 
Than  as  a  hot-bed  for  the  sensualist 

To  fly-blow  with  his  faneies,  make  pure  stuff 
Breed  him  back  filth —  this  were  not  crime  enough? 
But  further  —  fly  to  style  itself  —  nay,  more  — 
To  steal  among  Uie  sacred  ones,  erouch  down 
Though  but  to  where  their  garments  sweep  the  floor— 

—  StUl  catching  some  faint  sparkle  from  the  crown 
Crowning  transcendent  Michael,  Leonard, 
Bafael,  — to  sit  beside  the  feet  of  such, 
Unspnmed  because  unnoticedy  then  reward 
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Thttr  tolention — mercy  ovennoeh — 

By  stealing  from  the  throne-etep  to  the  look 

CoriocuB  outside  the  gateway,  all-agape 

To  learn  by  what  procedure,  in  the  schools 

Of  Arty  a  merest  man  in  outward  shape 

May  leam  to  be  Correggio  I    Old  and  yonng, 

These  learners  got  their  lesson :    Art  was  jnst 

A  safety-screen —  (Art,  which  Correggio's  tongue 

Calls  "  Virtue  ")  —  for  a  skulking  yice :  mere  lust 

Inspired  the  artist  when  his  Night  and  Mom 

Slept  and  awoke  in  marble  on  £at  edge 

Of  heayen  above  our  awe-etruck  earth :  lust4xnii 

His  Eve  low  bending  took  the  privilege 

Of  life  from  what  our  eyes  saw  —  6^*s  own  palm 

That  put  the  flame  forth  — to  the  love  and  thimks 

Of  all  creation  save  this  recreant  I 

IV. 

Cahn 
Our  phrase,  Furini !     Not  the  artist-ranks 
Claim  riddance  of  an  interloper :  no  — 
This  Baldinucci  did  but  grunt  and  sniff 
Outside  Art's  pale  —  ay,  grubbed,  where  pne-trees  grow, 
For  pignuts  only. 

V. 

YoutheSacredl     If 
Indeed  on  you  has  been  bestowed  the  dower 
Of  Art  in  fulness,  g^raced  with  head  and  hand, 
Head  —  to  look  up  not  downwards,  hand  —  of  power 
To  make  head's  gain  the  portion  of  a  world 
Where  else  the  nninstructed  ones  too  sure 
Would  take  all  outside  beauty  —  film  that 's  furled 
About  a  star — for  the  star's  self,  endure 
No  guidance  to  the  central  glory,  —  nay, 

gEKlder)  might  apprehend  die  film  was  fog, 
(worst)  wish  idl  but  vapor  well  away. 
And  sky's  pure  product  thickened  from  earth's  bog— 
Since  so,  nor  seldom,  have  your  worthiest  &iled 
To  trust  their  own  soul's  insufht  —  why  ?  except 
For  warning  that  the  head  of  the  adept 
May  too  much  prize  the  hand,  work  unassailed 
By  scruple  of  die  better  sense  that  finds 
All  orb  within  each  halo,  bids  gross  flesh 
Free  the  fine  spirit-pattem,  nor  enmesh 
More  than  is  meet  a  marvel,  custom  blinds 
Only  the  vulgar  eye  to.    Now,  leas  fear 
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That  yon,  the  foremost  of  Art's  feUowship, 

Will  oft  —  will  ever  so  offend !     But  —  lup 

And  thigh  —  smite  the  Philistine !     Ttm —  slonk  here  — 

Connived  at,  by  too  easy  tolerance, 

Not  to  scrape  palette  simply  or  sqaeeze  brush, 

But  dab  yoar  very  self  an  Artist  ?     Tosh  — 

Yon,  of  tiie  daubings,  is  it,  dare  adv&nce 

This  doctrine  that  the  Artbt-mind  most  needs 

Own  to  affinity  with  years  —  confess 

ProYOcatiye  acquaintance,  more  or  less, 

With  each  imporely-peeyish  worm  that  breeds 

Inside  your  brain's  receptacle  ? 

VI. 

Bnongh. 
Who  owns  <<  I  dare  not  look  on  diadems 
Without  an  itch  to  pick  out,  purloin  gems 
Others  contentedly  leave  sparkling  " —  gruff 
Answers  the  guard  of  the  regalia :  ''  Why  — 
G>nsciously  Ueptomaniac  —  thrust  yourself 
Where  your  illicit  craving  after  pelf 
Is  tempted  most — in  the  King's  treasury  ? 
Go  elsewhere !     Sort  with  thieves,  if  thus  yon  feel-^ 
When  folk  clean-handed  simply  recognize 
Treasure  whereof  the  mere  sight  satisfies  — 
But  straight  your  fingers  are  on  itch  to  steal ! 
Hence  with  you  I " 

Fhty,  Furini! 

vn. 

«  Bounteous  God, 
Deviser  and  dispenser  of  all  gifts 
To  soul  through  sense,  —  in  Art  the  soul  uplifts 
Man's  best  of  thanks !     What  but  Thy  measuring^rod 
Meted  forth  heaven  and  earth  ?  more  intimate,   i 
Thy  very  hands  were  busied  with  the  task 
Of  making,  in  this  human  shape,  a  mask — 
A  match  for  that  divine.     Shall  love  abate 
Man's  wonder  ?    Nowise !     True  —  true  —  all  too  true  — 
No  gift  but,  in  the  very  plenitude 
Of  its  perfection,  goes  maimed,  misconstrued 
By  wi^edneas  or  weakness :  still,  some  few 
Have  grace  to  see  Thy  purpose,  strength  to  mar 
Tliy  work  by  no  admuture  of  their  own, 
•—  Limn  truth  not  falsehood,  bid  us  love  alone 
The  type  untampered  with,  the  naked  star  1  '* 
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Tin. 
And^  pnmr  done,  painter  —  what  if  yon  ahoaldpreadi? 
Not  as  of  old  when  plajring  pulpiteer 
To  nmple-witted  country  folk,  but  here 
In  actual  London  try  your  powers  of  speech 
On  us  the  cultured,  therefore  sceptical  — 
What  would  you  ?    For,  suppose  he  has  his  word 
In  faith's  behalf,  no  niatter  how  absurd, 
This  painter-theologian  ?    One  and  all 
We  lend  an  ear  —  nay,  Science  takes  thereto  — 
Encourages  the  meanest  who  has  racked 
Nature  until  he  gains  from  her  some  fact. 
To  state  what  truth  is  from  his  point  of  view, 
Mere  pin-point  though  it  be :  since  many  sucJi 
Conduce  to  make  a  whole,  she  bids  oar  mend 
Come  forward  unabashed  and  haply  lend 
His  little  life-experience  to  our  much 
Of  modem  knowledge.     Since  she  so  insists, 
Up  stands  FuiinL 

IX* 

<<ETohitionista! 
At  truth  I  glimpse  from  depUis,  yon  glance  from  heij^ 
Our  stations  for  discovery  opposites,  — 
How  should  ensue  agreement  ?    I  explain : 
'T  is  the  tip-top  of  tUngs  to  which  you  strain 
Your  vision,  until  atoms,  protoplasm, 
And  what  and  whence  and  how  may  be  the  spasm 
Which  sets  all  going,  stop  you  :  down  perforce 
Needs  must  your  observation  take  its  course, 
Since  there 's  no  moving  upwards :  link  bv  link 
You  drop  to  where  the  atoms  somehow  think) 
Feel,  know  themselves  to  be :  the  world 's  bc^^iuit 
Such  as  we  recognize  it    Have  yoa  done 
Descending  ?    Here 's  onrself,  —  Man,  known  to-day^ 
Duly  evolved  at  last,  — so  far,  jrou  say, 
The  sum  and  seal  of  beingr^s  progress.    Good! 
Thus  much  at  least  is  clearly  understood  — 
Of  power  does  Man  possess  no  particle : 
Of  knowledge  —  just  so  much  as  shows  that  stQl 
It  ends  in  ignorance  on  every  side : 
But  righteousness — ah,  Man  is  deified 
Thereby,  for  compensation !     Make  survey 
Of  Man*8  surroundings,  try  creation  —  nay. 
Try  emulation  of  the  minimized 
Minuteness  fancy  may  conceive  I    Surprised 
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Beaaon  becomes  \j  two  defeats  for  one  — 

Not  only  power  at  each  phenomenon 

Baffled,  but  knowledge  also  in  default  — 

Asking  what  is  minuteness  — yonder  vaolt 

Speckled  with  suns,  or  this  the  millionth  *- thing. 

Mow  shall  I  call? —  that  on  some  insect's  wing 

Helps  to  make  out  in  dyes  the  mimic  star  ? 

Weak,  ignorant,  accordingly  we  are : 

What  then?    The  worse  for  Nature !    Where  began 

Bighteousness,  moral  sense  except  in  Man  ? 

True,  he  makes  nothing,  understands  no  whit : 

Had  the  initiator^spasm  seen  fit    . 

Thus  doubly  to  endow  him,  none  the  worse 

And  much  the  better  were  the  universe. 

What  does  Man  see  or  feel  or  apprehend 

Here,  there,  and  everywhere,  but  &ults  to  mend, 

Omissions  to  supply,  —  one  wide  disease 

Of  thii^fs  that  are,  which  Man  at  once  would  ease 

Had  wS  but  power  and  knowledge?  &iling  both— r 

Things  must  take  will  for  deed — Man,  nowise  loth, 

Accepts  pre-eminency :  mere  blind  force  — 

Mere  knowledge  undirected  in  its  course 

By  any  care  for  what  is  made  or  marred 

In  cither's  operation  ^^  these  award 

The  crown  to  ?    Bather  let  it  deck  thy  brows, 

Man,  whom  alone  a  righteousness  endows 

Would  cure  the  wide  world's  ailing !     Who  disputes 

Thy  claim  thereto?    Had  Spasni  more  attributes 

Than  power  and  knowledge  in  its  gift,  before 

Man  came  to  pass  ?    The  higher  that  we  soar, 

The  less  of  moral  sense  like  Man's  we  find : 

No  sign  of  such  before, — what  comes  behind, 

Who  guesses  ?     But  nntfl  there  crown  our  sight 

The  quite  new  —  not  the  old  mere  infinite 

Of  changings,  —  some  fresh  kind  of  sun  and  moon,— 

Then,  not  ^fore,  shall  I  expect  a  boon 

Of  intuition  just  as  strange,  which  turns 

Evil  to  good,  and  wrong  to  right,  unlearns 

AD  Man's  experience  learned  since  Man  was  he. 

Accept  in  Man,  advanced  to  this  degree. 

The  Prime  Mind,  therefore !  neither  wise  nor  strong  -— 

Whose  fault  ?  but  were  he  both,  then  right,  not  wrong 

As  now,  throughout  the  world  were  paramount 

Aoeoiding  to  Ins  will,  —  which  I  account 

The  qual^ying  faculty.     He  stands 

Confessed  supreme —*  the  monarch  whose  oommandl 
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Coald  lie  enforce,  how  bettered  were  the  world  I 
He  *B  afc  the  height  this  moment  —  to  be  hurled 
Next  moment  to  the  bottom  by  rebound 
Of  his  own  peal  of  Iftughter.    All  around 
Ignoranee  wraps  him,  —  whence  and  how  and  whj 
Things  are,  —  yet  doud  breaks  and  lets  blink  the  sky 
Just  overhead,  not  elsewhere !     What  assures 
His  optics  that  the  very  blue  which  lures 
Comes  not  of  black  outside  it,  doubly  dense  ? 
Ignorance  overwraps  his  moral  sense, 
Winds  him  about,  relaxing,  as  it  wraps, 
So  much  and  no  more  than  lets  through  perhi^ 
The  murmured  knowledge  — '  Ignorance  exists.' 


^  I  at  the  bottom,  Evolutionists, 
Advise  beginning,  rather.     I  profess 
To  know  just  one  fact  —  my  self-consciousness,  — 
'Twixt  ignorance  and  ignorance  enisled,  — 
Knowledge  :  before  me  was  my  Cause  *-  that 's  styled 
God :  after,  in  due  course  succeeds  the  rest,  — 
All  that  my  knowledge  comprehends  —  at  best  — 
At  worst,  conceives  about  in  mild  despair. 
Light  needs  must  touch  on  either  darkness :  where  ? 
Knowledge  so  far  impinges  on  the  Cause 
Before  me,  that  I  know  —  by  certain  laws 
Wholly  unknown,  whate'er  I  apprehend 
Within,  without  me,  had  its  rise  :  thus  blend 
I,  and  all  things  perceived,  in  one  Effect 
How  far  can  knowledge  any  ray  project 
On  what  comes  after  me  —  the  universe  ? 
Well,  my  attempt  to  make  the  cloud  disperse 
Begins  — not  from  above  but  underneath : 
I  dOmb,  you  soar,  —  who  soars  soon  loses  breath 
And  sinks,  who  climbs  keeps  one  foot  firm  on  fact 
Ere  hazarding  the  next  step  :  soul's  first  act 
(Call  consciousness  the  soul  —  some  name  we  need) 
Getting  itself  aware,  through  stuff  decreed 
Theroto  (so  call  the  body)  —  who  has  stept 
So  far,  thero  let  him  stand,  become  adept 
In  body  ero  he  shift  his  station  thence 
One  single  hair's  breadth.     Do  I  make  pretence 
To  teach,  myself  unskilled  in  learning  ?     Lo, 
My  life's  work !     Let  my  pictures  prove  I  know 
Somewhat  of  what  this  fleshly  frame  of  ours 
Or  is  or  should  be,  how  the  soul  empowen 
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The  body  to  reveal  its  eveir  mood 

Of  love  and  hate,  pour  forth  its  plenitade 

Of  passion.     If  my  hand  attained  to  give 

Thus  permanence  to  truth  else  fogitive, 

Did  not  I  also  fix  each  fleeting  grace 

Of  form  and  f eatare — save  the  beaateoos  face  — 

Arrest  decav  in  transitory  might 

Of  bone  and  muscle  —  cause  the  world  to  bless 

Forever  each  transcendent  nakedness 

Of  man  and  woman  ?    Were  such  feats  achieved 

By  sloth,  or  strenuous  labor  unrelieved, 

»-  Tet  lavished  vainly  ?    Ask  that  underground 

g[>  may  I  speak)  of  all  on  surface  found 
flesh-perfection !     Depths  on  depths  to  probe 
Of  all-inventive  artifice,  disrobe 
Marvel  at  hiding  under  marvel,  pluck 
Veil  after  veil  horn  Nature  —  were  the  luck 
Ours  to  surprise  the  secret  men  so  name. 
That  still  eludes  the  searcher  —  all  the  same. 
Repays  his  search  with  still  fresh  proof — '  Exteme, 
Not  inmost,  is  the  Cause,  fool !     Look  and  learn ! ' 
Thus  teach  my  hundred  pictures :  firm  and  fast 
There  did  I  plant  my  first  foot     And  the  next  ? 
Nowhere !     'T  was  put  forth  and  withdrawn,  perplexed 
At  touch  of  what  seemed  stable  and  proved  stuff 
Such  as  the  colored  clouds  are :  plain  enough 
There  lay  the  outside  universe :  try  Man  — 
My  most  immediate !  and  the  dip  began 
From  safe  and  solid  into  that  profound 
Of  ignorance  I  tell  you  surges  round 
My  rock-spit  of  self-knowledge.     Well  and  ill. 
Evil  and  good  irreconcilable 
Above,  beneath,  about  my  every  side,  — 
How  did  this  wild  confusion  ba  and  wide 
Tally  with  my  experience  when  my  stamp  — 
So  ha  from  stirring  —  struck  out,  each  a  lamp, 
Spark  after  spark  of  truth  from  where  I  stood  — - 
Pedestalled  triumph  ?    Evil  there  was  good. 
Want  was  the  promise  of  supply,  defect 
Ensured  completion,  —  where  and  when  and  how  ? 
Leave  that  to  the  I^t  Cause  I    Enough  that  now. 
Here  where  I  stand,  this  moment 's  me  and  mine. 
Shows  me  what  is,  permits  me  to  divine 
What  shall  be.     Wherefore  ?    Nay,  how  otherwise  ? 
Look  at  my  pictures  !     What  so  glorifies 
The  body  that  the  permeating  soal 
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Finds  there  no  particle  elude  eontrd 

Direct,  or  fail  of  dnty ,  — *  moet  obecore 

When  moet  sabeeirient  ?    Did  that  Cause  ensue 

The  Bonl  soch  raptures  as  its  iancj  stings 

Body  to  furnish  when,  uplift  by  wings 

Of  passion,  here  and  now,  it  leaves  uie  earth, 

Loses  itself  above,  where  bliss  has  Inrth — 

(Heaven,  be  the  phrase)  —  did  that  same  Canse  eoatme 

Such  solace  for  the  body,  soul  must  dive 

At  drop  of  fancy's  pinion,  condescend 

To  burv  both  alike  on  earth,  onr  friend 

And  f  enow,  where  minately  exquisite 

Low  lie  the  pleasures,  now  and  nere  —  no  herb 

But  hides  its  marvd,  peace  no  doubts  perturb 

Li  each  small  mvstery  of  insect  life  — 

—  Shall  the  soul's  Cause  thus  gift  the  soul,  yet  strife 

Continue  still  of  fears  with  hopes,  —  for  why  ? 

What  if  the  Cause,  whereof  we  now  descry 

So  far  the  wonder-working,  lack  at  last 

Will,  power,  benevolence  —  a  protoplast, 

No  consnmmator,  sealing  up  the  sum 

Of  all  things,  — *  past  and  present  and  to  come— 

Perfection  r    No,  I  have  no  doubt  at  all ! 

There 's  my  amount  of  knowledge  —  great  or  small, 

Sufficient  for  my  needs :  for  see !  advance 

Its  light  now  on  that  depth  of  ignorance 

I  shrank  before  from  *-  vender  where  the  world 

Lies  wreck-strewn,  —  evil  towering,  prone  good  —  hnded 

From  pride  of  place,  on  every  side.     For  me 

fPatience,  beseech  you !)  knowledge  can  but  be 

Of  good  by  knowledge  of  good's  opposite  — 

Evil,  —  smce,  to  distinguish  wrong  from  right, 

Both  must  be  known  in  each  extreme,  beside  -— 

(Or  what  means  knowledge  —  to  aspire  or  bide 

Content  with  half-attaining  ?    Hardly  so !) 

Made  to  know  on,  know  ever,  I  must  know 

All  to  be  known  at  any  haltingetage 

Of  my  soul's  progress,  such  as  earUi,  where  wage 

War,  just  for  so^'s  instruction,  pain  with  joy, 

FoUv  with  wisdom,  all  that  works  annoy 

With  all  that  quiets  and  contents,  —  in  brief, 

Good  strives  with  evil. 

Now  then  for  relief, 
Friends,  of  your  patience  kindly  curbed  so  long. 
*  What  ? '  snarl  you ;  '  is  the  fool's  conceit  thus  strong— 
Must  the  whole  outside  world  in  soul  and  sense 
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Suffer,  that  he  grow  sage  at  its  expense? ' 

By  no  means  I     Tisby  merest  toachof  toe 

I  try  —  not  trench  on  —  ignorance,  just  know  — 

And  so  keep  steady  footing :  how  you  fare, 

Caught  in  the  whirlpool  —  that 's  Uie  Cause's  care. 

Strong,  wise,  good,  —  this  I  know  at  any  rate 

In  my  own  se£^  —  bat  how  may  operate 

With  you  —  strength,  wisdom,  goodness  —  no  least  blink 

Of  knowledge  breaks  the  darkness  roond  me.    Think  I 

Conld  I  see  jdain,  be  somehow  certified 

All  was  illusion,  —  e^il  far  and  wide 

Was  ffood  disgiused,  —  why,  oat  with  one  huge  wipe 

Goes  knowled^  from  me.     l^pe  needs  antitjrpe : 

As  night  needs  day,  as  shine  needs  shade,  so  ^poA, 

Needs  evil :  how  were  pity  understood 

Unless  by  pain  ?    Make  evident  that  pain 

Permissibly  masks  pleasure  —  yon  abstain 

From  outstretch  of  the  fingeivtip  that  saves 

A  drowning  fly.     Who  proffers  help  of  hand 

To  weak  Andromeda  exposed  on  strand 

At  mercy  of  the  monster  ?    Were  all  true, 

Help  were  not  wanting :    '  But  *t  is  false,*  cry  yon, 

*  Mere  fancy-work  of  paint  and  brush !  *     No  less, 

Were  mine  the  skill,  the  magic,  to  impress 

Beholders  with  a  confidence  they  saw 

Life,  —  veritable  flesh  and  blood  in  awe 

Of  just  as  true  a  sea-beast,  —  would  they  stare 

Simply  as  now,  or  cry  out,  curse  and  swear, 

Or  call  the  gods  to  help,  or  catch  up  stick 

And  stone,  according  as  their  hearts  were  quick 

Or  slugg^h  ?    Well,  some  old  artificer 

Could  do  as  much,  —  at  least,  so  books  aver,  — 

Able  to  make-believe,  while  I,  poor  wight, 

Make-fancy,  nothing  more.     Tbough  wrong  were  right. 

Could  we  but  know— still  wrong  must  needs  seem  wrong 

To  do  right's  service,  prove  men  weak  or  strong, 

Choosers  of  evil  or  of  go6d.     'No  such 

Illusion  possible  I '     Ab,  friends,  you  touch 

Just  here  my  solid  standing-place  amid 

The  wash  and  welter,  whence  all  doubts  are  bid 

Back  to  the  ledge  they  break  against  in  foam, 

Futility :  my  soul,  and  my  soul's  home 

This  body,  —  how  each  operates  on  each. 

And  how  things  outside,  fact  or  feigning,  teach 

What  good  is  and  what  evil,  —  just  the  same, 

Be  feigning  or  be  fact  the  teacher,  —  blame 
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Diffidence  nowise  if,  from  this  I  judge 

My  point  of  vantage,  not  an  inch  I  badge. 

All  —  for  mjself  — seeniB  ordered  wise  and  well 

Inside  it,  —  what  reigns  outside,  who  can  tcJl  ? 

Contrariwise,  who  ne^  be  told  '  The  space 

Which  yields  thee  knowledge,  —  do  its  bounds  emfanee 

Well-willing  and  wise-working,  each  at  height? 

Enough :  beyond  thee  lies  the  infinite  — 

Back  to  thy  circumscription  I ' 

Back  indeed! 
Ending  where  I  began  —  thus :  retrocede, 
Who  will,  —  what  comes  first,  take  first,  I  advise  I 
Acquaint  you  with  the  body  ere  your  eyes 
Look  upward :  this  Andromeda  of  mine  *- 
Gaze  on  the  beauty.  Art  hangs  out  for  sign 
There 's  finer  entertainment  underneath. 
Leam  how  they  ministrate  to  life  and  death  — - 
Tliose  incommensurably  marvellous 
Contrivances  which  furnish  forth  the  house 
Where  soul  has  sway !     Though  Master  keep  aloo^ 
Signs  of  His  presence  multiply  from  roof 
To  basement  of  the  building.    Look  around, 
Leam  thoroughly,  —  no  fear  that  you  confound 
Master  with  messuage !     He 's  away,  no  doubt, 
But  what  if,  all  at  once,  you  come  upon 
A  startling  proof  —  not  that  the  Master  gone 
Was  present  lately  —  but  that  something  —  whence 
Light  comes  —  has  pushed  Him  into  residence  ? 
Was  such  the  symbol's  meaning,  —  old,  uncouth  — 
That  circle  of  the  serpent,  tail  in  mouth? 
Only  by  looking  low,  ere  looking  high, 
Comes  penetration  of  the  mystery." 

zi. 
Thanks !    After  sermonizing,  psalmody ! 
Now  praise  with  pencil.  Painter !     Fools  attaint 
Your  fame,  forsooth,  because  its  power  inclines 
To  livelier  colors,  more  attractive  lines 
Than  suit  some  orthodox  sad  sickly  saint 
—  Gray  male  emaciation,  haply  streaked 
Carmine  by  scourgings  —  or  they  want,  far  worse  — 
Some  self-scathed  woman,  framed  to  bless  not  curse 
Nature  that  loved  the  form  whereon  hate  wreaked 
Tlie  wrongs  you  see.     No,  rather  paint  some  full 
Benignancy,  the  first  and  foremost  boon 
Of  youth,  health,  strength,  —  show  beauty's  May,  ere  Jnoi 
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Undo  the  bad's  blush,  leave  a  rose  to  coll 

— *  No  poppy,  neither  I  yet  less  perf  eet-pnre, 

DiTinelj-precions  with  life's  dew  besprent. 

Show  saintliness  that 's  simply  innocent 

Of  gaessing  sinnership  exists  to  oore 

All  in  good  time !     In  time  let  age  advance 

And  teach  that  knowledge  hdps  —  not  ignorance — 

The  healing  of  the  nations.     Let  my  spark 

Quicken  your  tinder !     Bum  with  — Joan  of  Arc  1 

Not  at  the  end,  nor  midway  when  there  grew 

The  brave  delusions,  when  rare  fimcies  flew 

Before  the  eyes,  and  in  the  ears  of  her 

Strange  voices  woke  imperiously  astir : 

No,  —  paint  the  peasant  girl  all  peasant-like. 

Spirit  and  flesh  —  the  hour  about  to  strike 

When  this  should  be  transfigured,  that  inflamed, 

'By  heart's  admonishing  *'  'Aj  country  shamed, 

Tiiy  king  shut  out  of  aJl  his  realm  except 

One  sorry  comer !  "  and  to  life  forth  leapt 

The  indubitable  lightning  ^  Can  there  be 

Ckrantry  and  king's  salvation  —  all  through  me  ?  *' 

Memorize  that  burst's  moment,  Francis !    Tush— 

None  of  the  nonsense-writing !     Fitlier  brush 

Shall  dear  off  fancy's  film-work  and  let  show 

Not  what  the  foolidi  feign  but  the  wise  know — 

Ask  Sainte-Beuve  else !  —  or  better,  Quicherat, 

The  downrig^itdigger  into  truth  that's  —  Bah, 

Bettered  by  fiction  ?    Well,  of  fact  thus  much 

Concerns  you,  that  "  of  prudishnees  no  touch 

From  first  to  last  de&c^  the  maid ;  anon. 

Camp-use  compelling  "  — what  says  D'AlenQon 

Her  fast  friend  ?—*  ^^  though  I  saw  while  she  undressed 

How  fair  she  was  —  especially  her  breast — 

Never  had  I  a  wild  thought !  "  —  as  indeed 

I  nowise  doubt    Much  less  would  she  take  heed  — 

When  eve  came,  and  the  lake,  the  hills  around 

Were  all  one  solitude  and  silence,  —  found 

Barriered  impenetrably  safe  about,  — 

Take  heed  of  interloping  eyes  shut  oat. 

But  quietly  permit  the  air  imbibe 

Her  naked  beauty  till  .  .  .  but  hear  the  scribe  I 

Now  08  she  fain  would  bathe^  one  evenrHde^ 

OocTa  maidj  this  Joan^from  the  pooTa  edge  »he  ^pied 

The  fait  bine  bird  ehwna  ecdl  the  Fieher^dng : 

And  ^^  'Xa«,  eighed  ahe^  my  Liege  is  sueh  a  thing 

As  thouj  lord  but  of  one  poor  lonely  jdaee 
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Out  qfhia  whole  wide  France :  were  mine  the  grace 

To  Bet  my  Dtm^hinfiree  ae  tkouj  blue  hirdf* 

Properly  Mariiii-fiBher  —  that's  the  woidi 

Not  joon  nor  mine :  folka  said  the  rustie  oath 

In  common  use  with  her  was  —  ^^Bv'my  troth?" 

No,  — "By  my  Martin 'M     Paint  dbis!    Only,  torn 

Her  face  away  —  that  iaoe  about  to  bum 

Into  an  angel  s  when  the  time  is  ripe  1 

That  task's  beyond  yon*    Fimshed,  Francis?    Wipe 

Pencil,  scrape  palette,  and  retire  content ! 

**  Omnia  nan  omnibue  "  -—  no  hann  is  meant  I 
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AH)  bat— becMue  70a  were  stanck  blind,  oonld  bless 

Tour  Bense  no  longer  with  the  actual  view 

Of  man  and  woman,  those  fair  forms  yoa  drew 

In  happier  days  so  dateoosly  and  true,  — 

Most  I  aocoont  my  Grerard  de  Lairesse 

All  sorrow-smitten  ?    He  was  hindered  too 

—  Was  this  no  hardship  ?  —  from  producing,  plain 

To  us  who  still  have  eyes,  the  pageantry 

Which  passed  and  passed  before  his  busy  brain 

And,  captured  on  his  canvas,  showed  our  sky 

Traversed  by  flying  shapes,  earth  stocked  with  brood 

Of  monsters,  —  centaurs  bestial,  satyrs  lewd,  — 

Not  without  much  Olympian  glory,  shapes 

Of  god  and  goddess  in  their  gay  escapes 

From  the  severe  serene :  or  haply  paced 

The  antiqae  ways,  god-counselled,  nymph-embraoed, 

Some  early  human  kingly  personage. 

Such  wonders  of  the  teeming  poet's-age 

Were  still  to  be :  nay,  these  indeed  began  — 

Are  not  the  pictures  extant  ?  —  till  the  ban 

Of  blindness  struck  both  palette  from  his  thumb 

And  pencil  from  his  finger, 

n. 

Blind  —  not  dumb, 
Else,  Geiaird,  were  my  inmost  bowels  stirred 
With  pity  beyond  pity :  no,  the  word 
Was  left  upon  your  unmolested  lips  : 
Tour  moutii  unsealed,  despite  of  eyes'  eclipse, 
Talked  all  brain's  yearning  into  birth.     I  lack 
Somehow  the  heart  to  wish  your  practice  back 
Which  boasted  hand's  achievement  in  a  score 
Of  veritable  pictures,  less  or  more, 
Still  to  be  seen :  mjrself  have  seen  them,  —  moved 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  man  I  loved 
Because  of  that  prodigious  book  he  wrote 
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On  Artistry's  Ideal,  by  taking  note, 

Making  acqoaintance  with  his  artist-work. 

So  my  youUi's  piety  obtained  sacceas 

Of  ail-too  dubious  sort :  for,  thongh  it  irk 

To  tell  the  issne,  few  or  none  would  gaess 

From  extant  lines  and  colors,  De  La^^esse, 

Tour  faculty,  although  each  defdy-grouped 

And  aptly-oidered  figure-piece  was  judged 

Worthy  a  prince's  purchase  in  its  day. 

Bearded  experience  bears  not  to  be  duped 

like  boyish  fancy :  'twas  a  boy  that  budged 

No  foot's  breadth  from  your  visioned  steps  away 

The  while  that  memorable  <<  Walk  "  he  trudged 

In  your  companionship,  —  the  Book  must  say 

Where,  when  and  whither,  —  ^  Walk,"  come  what  come  mayc 

No  measurer  of  steps  on  this  our  globe 

Shall  ever  match  for  marvels.     Fanstus'  robe, 

And  Fortnnatns'  cap  were  gifts  of  price : 

But  — *  oh,  your  piece  of  sober  sound  advice 

That  artists  shoidd  descry  abundant  worth 

In  trivial  commonplace,  nor  groan  at  dearth 

If  fortune  bade  the  painter's  craft  be  plied 

In  vulgar  town  and  country  !    Why  despond 

Because  hemmed  round  by  Dutch  canals?    Beyond 

The  ugly  actual,  lo,  on  every  side 

Imagination's  limitless  domain 

Dis]^yed  a  wealth  of  wondrous  sounds  and  si^ts 

Bipe  to  be  realized  by  poet's  brain 

Acting  on  painter's  brush !     ^\  Ye  doubt  ?    Poor  wightSi 

What  if  I  set  example,  go  before, 

While  you  come  after,  and  we  both  explore 

Holland  turned  Dreamland,  taking  care  to  note 

Objects  whereto  my  pupils  may  devote 

Attention  with  advantage  ?  " 

m. 

So  commenced 
That  <<  Walk  '*  amid  true  wonders  —  none  to  you, 
But  huge  to  us  ignobly  common-sensed. 
Purblind,  while  plain  could  proper  optics  view 
In  that  old  sepulchre  by  lightning  split. 
Whereof  the  Hd  bore  carven,  —  any  dolt 
Imagines  why,  —  Jove's  very  thunderbolt : 
Tou  who  could  straight  perceive,  by  glance  at  it, 
This  tomb  must  needs  be  Phaeton's !     In  a  trice,    . 
Confirming  that  conjecture,  dose  on  hand, 
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Beholdy  half  oat,  hall  in  the  ploughed-np  Band, 

A  chariot-wheel  explained  its  boltHdevice : 

What  other  than  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun 

Ever  let  drop  the  like  ?    Consult  the  tome  *  — 

I  bid  inglorious  taniers-at-home  — 

For  greater  still  surprise  the  while  that  **  Walk" 

Went  on  and  on,  to  end  as  it  begun, 

Chokefull  of  cluuices,  changes,  every  one 

No  whit  less  wondrous.     What  was  there  to  balk 

Us,  who  had  eyes,  from  seeing  ?    Tou  with  none 

Missed  not  a  marvel :  wherefore?    Let  us  talk. 

IV. 

Say  am  I  right  ?    Your  sealed  sense  moved  your  mindf 

Free  from  obstruction,  to  compassionate 

Art's  power  left  powerless,  and  supply  the  blind 

With  fimcies  worth  all  facts  denied  by  &te. 

Mind  could  invent  things,  add  to  —  take  away, 

At  pleasure,  leave  out  trifles  mean  and  base 

Which  vex  the  sight  that  cannot  say  them  nay 

But,  where  mind  plays  the  master,  have  no  place. 

And  bent  on  banishing  was  mind,  be  sure, 

All  except  beauty  from  its  mustered  tribe 

Of  objects  apparitional  which  lure 

Painter  to  show  and  poet  to  describe  — 

That  imagery  of  the  antique  song 

Truer  thui  truth's  sell     Fancy's  rainbow-birth 

Conceived  'mid  clouds  in  Greece,  could  glance  along 

Your  passage  o'er  Dutch  veritable  earth. 

As  with  ounelves,  who  see,  familiar  throng 

About  our  pacings  men  and  women  worth 

Nowise  a  glance  —  so  poets  apprehend  — 

Since  nought  avails  portraying  them  in  verse : 

While  painters  turn  upon  the  heel,  intend 

To  spare  their  work  the  critic's  ready  curse 

Due  to  the  daily  and  undignified. 

▼. 
I  who  myself  contentedly  abide 
Awake,  nor  want  the  wings  of  dream,  —  vrho  tramp 
£arth's  common  surface,  rough,  smooth,  diy  or  damp, 
—  I  understand  alternatives,  no  less 
Conceive  your  soul's  leap,  Grerard  de  Lairesse  I 
How  were  it  could  I  mingle  false  with  true, 

*  The  Art  of  Painting,  etc,  by  Gexafd  de  Lairease;  tniulated  by  J.  F. 
IVttMh.    1778. 
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Boast,  with  the  ngfafts  I  see,  your  yiakm  too  ? 

Advantage  would  it  prove  or  detriment 

If  I  saw  doable  ?    Could  I  gaze  intent 

On  Dzyope  pinching  the  blossoms  red. 

As  you,  whereat  her  lote-tree  writhed  and  Uodf 

Yet  lose  no  gain,  no  hard  fast  wide-awake 

Having  and  holding  nature  for  the  sake 

Of  nature  only  —  nymph  and  lote-tree  thns 

Grained  by  the  loss  of  fruit  not  fiUniloos, 

Apple  of  English  homesteads,  where  I  see 

Nor  seek  more  than  crisp  buds  a  struggling  bee 

TJncmmples,  canght  by  sweet  he  clambers  through  ? 

Truly,  a  moot  point :  make  it  plain  to  me. 

Who,  bee4ike,  sate  sense  with  the  simply  troe^ 

Nor  seek  to  heighten  that  sufficiency 

By  help  of  f  eignings  proper  to  the  page  — 

Earth's  suiface-bUmk  whereon  the  elder  age 

Put  color,  poetizing— poured  rich  life 

On  what  were  else  a  dead  ground —  nothingness  — - 

Until  the  solitary  world  grew  rife 

With  Joves  and  Junes,  nymphs  and  satyrs.     Yes^ 

The  reason  was,  fancy  composed  the  strife 

Twixt  sense  and  soul :  for  sense,  my  De  Lairesse, 

Cannot  content  itself  with  outward  things, 

Mere  beauty :  soul  must  needs  know  whence  there  springs  - 

How,  when  and  why  —-what  sense  but  loves,  nor  lists 

To  know  at  alL 

Not  one  of  man's  aoquists 
Ought  he  resignedlv  to  lose,  metfainks : 
So,  point  me  out  which  was  it  of  the  links 
Snapt  first,  from  out  the  chain  which  used  to  bind 
Our  earth  to  heaven,  and  yet  for  vou,  since  blind. 
Subsisted  still  efficient  and  intact  ? 
Oh,  we  can  fancy  too !  but  somehow  fact 
Has  got  to  —  say,  not  so  much  push  aside 
Fancy,  as  to  declare  its  place  supplied 
By  fact  unseen  but  no  less  fact  the  same. 
Which  mind  bids  sense  accept     Is  mind  to  Uame, 
Or  sense,  —  does  that  usurp,  this  abdioate  ? 
First  of  all,  as  you  ^'  walked  "  — were  it  too  late 
For  us  to  walk,  if  so  we  willed  ?    Confess 
We  have  the  sober  feet  still,  De  Lairesse ! 
Why  not  the  freakish  brain  too,  that  must  needs 
Supplement  nature  —  not  see  flowers  and  weeds 
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Simply  as  Bach,  bnt  link  with  each  and  all 
The  nltimato  perfection  —  what  we  call 
Rightly  enough  the  human  shape  divine  ? 
The  rose  ?    No  rose  unless  it  disentwine 
From  Venus'  mneath  the  while  she  bends  to  kiss 
Her  deathly  love  ? 

VII. 

Plain  retrogression^  this ! 
No,  no :  we  poets  go  not  back  at  all : 
What  you  did  we  could  do  —  from  great  to  small 
Sinking  assuredly :  if  this  world  last 
One  moment  longer  when  Man  finds  its  Past 
Exceed  its  Present*- blame  the  Protoplast! 
If  we  no  longer  see  as  you  of  old, 
T  is  we  see  deeper.    Progress  for  the  bold  I 
Ton  saw  the  body, 't  is  the  soul  we  see. 
Tiy  now  I    Bear  witness  while  you  walk  with  me. 
I  see  as  you :  if  we  loose  aims,  stop  pace, 
T  is  that  yon  stand  still,  I  conclude  the  race 
Without  your  company.    Come,  walk  once  more 
The  ''  Walk"  :  if  I  to-day  as  you  of  yore 
See  just  like  you  the  blind — then  sight  shall  cry 
—  llie  whole  long  day  quite  gone  through  —  victory  I 

vm. 

Thunders  on  thunders,  doubling  and  redoubling 

Doom  o*er  the  mountain,  while  a  sharp  white  ^se 

Now  shone,  now  sheared  its  rusty  herbage,  troubling 

Hardly  the  fir-boles,  now  discharged  its  ire 

Full  where  some  pine-tree's  solitary  spire 

Crashed  down,  defiant  to  the  last:  till  —  lo, 

The  motive  of  the  malice !  —  all  aglow, 

Circled  with  flame  there  yawned  a  sudden  rift 

r  the  rock-face,  and  I  saw  a  form  erect 

Front  and  defy  the  outrage,  while  —  as  checked, 

Chidden,  beeide  him  dauntless  in  the  drift  — 

Cowered  a  heaped  creature,  wing  and  wing  outspread 

In  deprecation  o*er  the  crouching  head 

Still  hungry  for  the  feast  foregone  awhile. 

O  thou,  of  scorn's  unconquerable  smile. 

Was  it  when  this  —  Jove's  feathered  fury  —  slipped 

Oore-glutted  from  the  heart's  core  whence  he  ripped  — 

This  eagle-hound  —  neither  reproach  nor  prayer  — - 

Baffled,  in  one  more  fieree  attempt  to  tear 

Fate's  secret  ttom  thy  safeguard,  —  was  it  then 

That  %I1  these  thunders  rent  earth,  ruined  air 
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To  reach  tliee,  pay  thy  palronage  of  men  ? 

He  thnndered,  — to  withdraw,  as  beast  to  hur. 

Before  the  triumph  on  thy  paUid  brow. 

Gather  the  night  again  aboat  thee  now. 

Hate  on,  love  ever!     Mom  is  breaking  there  *- 

The  granite  ridge  pricks  through  the  mist,  tarns  gold 

As  wrong  tarns  right.     O  laoghters  manif  oki 

Of  ocean's  ripple  at  dall  earth's  despair  I 

IX. 

Bat  morning's  buigh  sets  all  the  crags  ali^ 

Aboye  the  baffled  tempest :  tree  and  tree 

Stir  ihunselves  from  the  stapor  of  the  nigfat, 

And  every  strangled  branch  resames  its  right 

To  breathe,  shakes  loose  dark's  clinging  dregs,  waves  ffee 

In  dripping  glory.     F^ne  the  ranneb  plonge, 

While  earth,  cUstent  with  moistare  like  a  sponge. 

Smokes  up,  and  leaves  each  plant  its  gem  to  see, 

Each  grass-blade's  glory-glitter.     Had  I  known 

The  torrent  now  tamed  river  ? — masterfal 

Making  its  rash  o'er  tumbled  ravage  —  stone 

And  stab  which  barred  the  froths  and  foams :  no  boll 

Ever  broke  bounds  in  formidable  sport 

More  overwhelmingly,  till  lo,  the  spasm 

Sets  him  to  dare  tluit  last  mad  leap  :  report 

Who  may  —  his  fortunes  in  the  deathly  chasm 

That  swallows  him  in  silence !     Bather  turn 

Whither,  upon  the  upland,  pedestalled 

Into  the  broad  day-eplendor,  whom  discern 

These  eyes  but  thee,  supreme  one,  rightly  called 

Moon^naid  in  heaven  above  and,  here  below, 

Earth's  huntress-queen  ?    I  note  the  garb  succinct 

Saving  from  smirch  that  parity  of  snow 

From  breast  to  knee  —  snow's  self  with  just  the  tmct 

Of  the  apple-blossom's  heart-blush.     Ah,  the  bow 

Slack-strang  her  fingers  grasp,  ^diere,  ivory-linked 

Horn  curving  blends  with  horn,  a  moonlike  pair 

Which  mimic  the  brow's  orescent  sparkling  so  — 

As  if  a  starts  live  restless  fragment  winked 

Proud  yet  repugnant,  captive  in  such  hair  I 

What  hope  along  the  hillside,  what  far  bliss 

Lets  the  crisp  hui^plaits  fall  so  low  they  kiss 

Those  lucid  shoulders  ?    Must  a  mom  so  blithe 

Needs  have  its  sorrow  when  the  twang  and  hiss 

Tell  that  from  out  thy  sheaf  one  shaft  makes  writhe 

Its  victim,  thou  unerring  Artemis? 
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Why  did  the  chamois  stand  so  fair  a  mark 

Amstod  by  the  novel  shape  he  dreamed 

Was  bred  of  liqnid  marble  in  the  dark 

Depths  of  the  mountain's  womb  which  ever  teemed 

With  novel  births  of  wonder  ?     Not  one  spark 

Of  pity  in  that  steel-gray  glance  which  gleamed 

At  the  poor  hoofs  protesting  as  it  stamped 

Idly  the  granite  ?    Let  me  glide  onseen 

From  thy  proad  presence :  well  mayst  thou  be  queen 

Of  all  those  strange  and  sudden  deaths  which  damped 

So  oft  Love's  tordh  and  Hymen's. taper  lit 

For  happy  marriaee  till  the  maidens  paled 

And  perished  on  ue  temple-step,  assailed 

By  —  what  except  to  envv  must  man's  wit 

Lnpnte  that  sure  implacable  release 

Of  life  from  wannth  and  joy  ?    But  death  means  peace. 


Noon  is  the  conqueror,  — not  a  spray,  nor  lea^ 

Nor  herb,  nor  blossom  but  has  rendered  up 

Its  morning  dew  :  the  valley  seemed  one  cup 

Of  cloud-smoke,  but  the  vapor's  reign  was  brief ; 

Sun-smitten,  see,  it  hangs  — the  filmy  haze  — 

Gray-garmentiug  the  herbless  mountain-side, 

To  soothe  the  day's  sharp  glare :  while  ha  and  wide 

Above  unclouded  bums  the  sky,  one  blaze 

With  fierce  immitigable  blue,  no  bird 

Ventures  to  spot  by  passage.     E'en  of  peaks 

Which  still  presume  there,  plain  each  pale  point  speaks 

In  wan  transparency  of  waste  incurred  *-* 

By  oveiwiaring :  far  from  me  be  such ! 

Deep  in  the  hollow,  rather,  where  combine 

Tree,  shrub  and  brier  to  roof  with  shade  and  cool 

The  remnant  of  some  lily-strangled  pool. 

Edged  round  with  mossy  fringii^  soEt  and  fine. 

Smooth  lie  the  bottom  slabs,  and  overhead 

Watch  elder,  bramble,  rose,  and  service-tree 

And  one  beneficent  rich  barberry 

Jewelled  all  over  with  fruit-pendants  red. 

What  have  I  seen  I    O  Satyr,  well  I  know 

How  sad  thy  case,  and  what  a  world  of  woe 

Was  hid  by  the  brown  visage  furry-framed 

Only  far  mirth :  who  otherwise  could  think  — 

Harking  thy  mouth  gape  still  on  laughter's  brink. 

Thine  eyes  arswim  with  merriment  unnamed 

Put  haply  guessed  at  by  their  furtive  wink? 
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And  all  the  while  a  hear!  was  jpantii^  sick 
Behind  that  shaggy  bulwark  of  thy  biwast^* 
Passion  it  was  that  made  those  breath-bunts  tfaiok 
I  took  for  mirth  subsiding  into  rest. 
So,  it  was  Lydft  —  she  of  all  the  train 
Of  f orest-thridding  nymphs,  —  ^t  was  only  she 
Tamed  from  thy  rustic  homage  in  disdain, 
Saw  bat  that  poor  ancoath  oatside  of  thee, 
And,  from  her  circling  sisters,  mocked  a  pain 
Echo  had  pitied  —  whom  Pan  loved  in  vain  — 
For  she  was  wishf  ol  to  partake  thy  glee, 
Mimic  thy  mirth —  who  loved  her  not  again. 
Savage  for  Lyda's  sake.     She  croaches  there  ^- 
Thy  crad  beaaly,  slumberoosly  laid 
Supine  on  heap^-up  beast-skins,  unaware 
Thy  steps  have  traced  her  to  the  briery  glade. 
Thy  greedy  hands  disclose  the  cradling  lair, 
Thy  hot  eyes  reach  and  revel  on  the  maid  I 

XI. 

Now,  what  should  this  be  for?    The  sun's  dedioe 

Seems  as  he  lingered  lest  he  lose  some  act 

Dread  and  decisive,  some  prodigious  fact 

like  thunder  from  the  safe  sky's  sapphirine    . 

About  to  alter  earth's  conditions,  packed 

With  fate  for  nature's  self  that  waits,  awaze 

What  mischief  unsuspected  in  the  air 

Menaces  momently  a  cataract. 

Therefore  it  is  that  yonder  space  extends 

Untrenched  upon  by  any  vagrant  tree, 

Shrub,  weed  well-nigh ;  they  keep  their  bounds,  leave  free 

The  platform  for  w^t  actors  ?    Foes  or  friends. 

Here  come  they  troopng  silent :  heaven  suspends 

Purpose  the  while  they  range  themselves.    I  see  I 

Bent  on  a  battle,  two  vast  powers  agree 

This  present  and  no  after-contest  ends 

One  or  the  other's  grasp  at  rule  in  reach 

Over  the  race  of  man  — host  fronting  host. 

As  statue  statue  fronts  — wrath-moUen  eadi, 

Solidified  by  hate,  — ^  earth  halved  almost, 

To  close  once  more  in  chaos.    Yet  two  shapes 

Show  prominent,  each  from  the  universe 

Of  minions  round  about  him,  that  disperse 

Like  cloud-obstruction  when  a  bolt  escapes. 

Who  flames  first  ?     Macedonian  is  it  thou  ? 

Ay,  and  who  fronts  thee,  King  Darius,  drapes 

lus  form  with  purple,  fillet-folds  his  brow. 
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xn. 
What,  then  the  long  day  dies  at  hut?    Ahrapt 
The  son  that  seemed,  in  stooping,  sore  to  melt 
Our  moontain-ridge,  is  mastered :  black  the  belt 
Of  westward  crags,  his  gold  cotdd  not  oorrapt, 
Barriers  again  t^  valley,  lets  the  flow 
Of  lavish  gloiy  waste  itself  away 

—  Whith^  ?    For  new  dimes,  fresh  eyes  breaks  the  day  I 
Night  was  not  to  be  baffled.     If  the  glow 
Were  all  that 's  gone  from  as !     Did  clouds,  afloat 
So  filmily  but  now,  discard  no  rose, 
Sombre  throughout  the  fleecinees  that  grows 
A  sullen  uniformity.    I  note 
Rather  displeasure,  —  in  the  overspread 
Change  from  the  swim  of  gold  to  one  pale  lead 
Oppressive  to  malevolence,  —  than  late 
Those  amorous  yearnings  when  the  aggregate 
Of  cloudlets  pressed  that  each  and  all  might  sate 
Its  passion  and  partake  in  relics  red 
Of  day's  bequeathment :  now,  a  frown  instead 
Estranges,  and  afErights  who  needs  must  fare 
On  and  on  till  his  journey  ends :  but  where  ? 
Caucasus  ?    Lost  now  in  the  night    Away 
And  far  enough  lies  that  Arcadia. 
The  human  heroes  tread  the  worid's  dark  way 
No  longer.    Yet  I  dimly  see  ahnoet — 
Yes,  for  my  hist  adventure !     'T  is  a  g^iost 
So  drops  away  the  beauty  I    There  he  stands 
Voiceless,  scarce  strives  with  deprecating  hands.  •  •  • 

xin. 
Enough !    Stop  further  fooling,  De  Lairesse ! 
My  fault,  not  yours !     Some  fitter  way  express 
Heart's  satisfiustion  that  the  Past  indeed 
Is  past,  gives  way  before  Life's  best  and  last, 
The  all-including  Future  1  What  were  Hf  e 
Did  soul  stand  still  therein,  forego  her  strife 
Through  the  ambiguous  Fresent  to  the  goal 
Of  some  a]l-reoon<nling  Future  ?    Soul, 
Nothing  has  been  which  shall  not  bettered  be 
Hereafter,  ^- leave  the  root,  by  law's  decree 
Whence  springs  the  ultimate  and  perfect  tree ! 
Busy  thee  with  unearthing  root  ?    Nay,  dimb  — 
Qnit  trunk,  branch,  leaf  and  flower  — reach,  rest  sublime 
Where  fruitage  ripens  in  the  Uaze  of  day  I 
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Overlook,  despse,  forget,  throw  flower  awaj. 

Intent  on  progress  ?    No  whit  more  than  stop 

Ascent  therewith  to  dally,  sereen  the  top 

Sufficiency  of  yield  by  interposed 

Twistwork  bold  foot  gets  free  from.    Wherefore  fJMBi 

The  poets  —  *'  Dream  afresh  old  godlike  shi^pes, 

Recapture  ancient  fable  that  escapes. 

Push  back  reality,  repeople  earth 

With  vanished  fiilseness,  recognize  no  worth 

In  fact  new-bom  nnless  'tis  rendered  back 

Pallid  by  &ncy,  as  the  western  rack 

Of  fading  cloud  bequeaths  the  lake  some  £^eam 

Of  its  gone  glory!'* 

JOT. 

Let  things  be  ^- not  seem, 
I  counsel  rather,  —  do,  and  nowise  dream ! 
Earth's  young  significance  is  all  to  leam : 
The  dead  Groek  lore  lies  buried  in  the  urn 
Where  who  seeks  fire  finds  ashes.    Ghost,  forsooth! 
What  was  the  best  Greece  babbled  of  as  truth? 
<<  A  shade,  a  wretched  nothing,  —  sad,  thin,  drear, 
Cold,  dark,  it  holds  on  to  the  lost  loves  here. 
If  hand  have  haply  sprinkled  o'er  the  dead 
Three  charitable  dust-heaps,  made  month  red 
One  moment  by  the  sip  of  sacrifice : 
Just  so  much  comfort  thaws  the  stubborn  ice 
Slow-thickening  upward  till  it  choke  at  lengdi 
The  last  faint  flutter  craving  —  not  for  strength, 
Not  beauly,  not  the  riches  and  the  rule 
O'er  men  that  made  life  life  indeed."     Sad  school 
Was  HadesI    Gladly, —might  the  dead  but  slink 
To  life  back,  —to  the  dregs  once  more  would  drink 
Each  interloper,  drain  the  humblest  cup 
Fate  mixes  for  humanily. 

XV. 

Cheer  up,  ^ 
Be  death  with  me,  as  with  AchiUes  erst. 
Of  Man's  calamities  the  last  and  worst : 
Take  it  so !    By  proved  potency  that  sdll 
Makes  perfect,  be  assured,  come  what  come  will. 
What  once  lives  never  dies  —  what  here  attains 
To  a  beginning,  has  no  end,  still  gains 
And  never  loses  aught :  when,  where,  and  how  — 
lies  in  Law's  kp.    What 's  death  then  ?    Even  now 
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With  80  much  knowledge  is  it  hard  to  bear 

Brief  interporing  ignorance  ?    Is  care 

For  a  creation  found  at  fault  jost  there  — 

miere  where  the  heart  breaks  bond  and  ontmns  time. 

To  reach  not  follow  what  shall  be  ? 

XVI. 

Here 's  rhyme 
Such  as  one  makes  now,  —  say,  when  Spring  repeats 
That  miracle  the  Greek  Bard  sadly  greets : 
M  Spring  for  the  tree  and  herb  —  no  Spring  for  us  I " 
Let  Spring  come :  why,  a  man  salates  her  thus : 

Dance^  yellows  and  whites  and  reds,  — • 
Lead  your  gay  orgy,  leaves,  stalks,  heads 
Astir  with  die  wind  in  the  tulip-beds  I 

There 's  sonshine ;  searoehr  a  wind  at  all 
Difltnrbs  starred  grass  ana  daisies  small 
On  a  certain  moond  by  a  churchyard  walL 

Daisies  and  grass  be  my  heart's  bedf  ellowB 

On  the  monnd  wind  spares  and  sunshine  mellows: 

I^moe  yon,  reds  and  whites  and  yellows ! 
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How  strange!— bat,  fint  of  all,  the  litde  fact 
Wliich  led  my  fancy  forth.    Tbis  bitter  mom 
Showed  me  no  object  in  the  stretch  forlorn 
Of  garden-groond  beneath  my  window,  backed 
By  yon  worn  wall  wherefrom  the  creeper,  tacked 
To  clothe  its  brickwork,  hangs  now,  rent  and  racked 
By  five  months'  croel  winter,  —  showed  no  torn 
And  tattered  rayage  worse  for  eyes  to  see 
Than  just  one  ogly  space  of  clearance,  left 
Bare  even  of  the  bones  which  osed  to  be 
Warm  wrappage,  safe  embracement:  this  one  deft-^ 
—  O  what  a  life  and  beauty  filled  it  up 
Startlingly,  when  methongfat  the  mde  day  cup 
Ban  over  with  poored  bright  wine !     'T  was  a  bird 
Breast-deep  there,  tagging  at  his  prize,  deterred 
No  whit  by  the  fast-Mling  snow-Aike :  gain 
Sach  prize  my  blackcap  most  by  might  and  main — 
The  doth-shied,  still  a-flutter  from  its  nail 
That  fixed  a  spray  once..    Now,  what  told  the  tale 
To  thee,  —  no  townsman  but  bom  orchard4hief ,  — 
That  heore  —  surpassing  moss-taft,  beard  from  sheaf 
Of  son-scorched  barley,  horsehairs  long  and  stout, 
All  proper  ooantry-pillage  —  here,  no  doubt. 
Was  just  the  scrap  to  steal  should  line  thy  nest 
Superbly  ?    Off  he  flew,  his  bill  possMsed 
The  booty  sure  to  set  his  wife's  each  wing 
Greenly  a-quiver.    How  they  climb  and  cling. 
Hang  parrot-wise  to  bough,  these  blackcaps  I    Strange 
Seemed  to  a  city-dweller  that  the  finch 
Should  stray  so  far  to  forage  :  at  a  pnch, 
Was  not  the  fine  wool's  self  within  lus  range 
-—  Filchings  on  eyeiy  fence  ?    But  no :  the  need 
Was  of  tlus  rag  of  manufacture,  spoiled 
B^  art,  and  yet  by  nature  near  unsoiled, 
New-euited  to  what  scheming  finch  would  breed 
In  oomf  ort|  this  uncomf <ntable  March. 
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Tet  —  by  the  ftnt  pink  blossom  on  the  larch!  —• 
This  was  scarce  stranger  than  that  memory,  -— » 
In  want  of  iidiat  should  cheer  the  stay-at-home, 
My  soul,  —  most  straight  clap  pinion,  well-nigh 
A  centory  back,  nor  once  dose  plnme,  descry 
The  appropriate  rag  to  plmider,  till  she  poonced— 
Pray,  on  what  relic  of  a  brain  long  still  r 
What  old-world  work  proved  forage  for  the  biU 
Of  memory  the  fax^flver  ?    ^'  March  "  annonnced, 
I  verily  believe,  the  dead  and  gone 
Name  of  a  mosic^naker :  one  of  such 
In  England  as  did  little  or  did  much, 
Bat,  doing,  had  their  day  once.    Avison  I 
Singly  and  solely  for  an  air  of  thine, 
Bold-stepping  ^  March,"  foot  stept  to  ere  my  hand 
Coold  stretch  an  octave,  I  overlooked  the  band 
Of  majesties  ftuniliar,  to  decline 
On  thee  —  not  too  conspieaoos  on  the  list 
Of  worthies  who  by  help  of  pipe  or  wire 
Expressed  in  sound  rong^  rage  or  soft  desire  — 
Thou,  whileom  of  Newcastle  organist ! 

m. 
So  much  coold  one—  well,  thinniwh  air  effect  I 
Am  I  nngratefol  ?  for,  your  March,  scried  <'  Grand/' 
Did  veritably  seem  to  grow,  expand. 
And  greaten  up  to  title  as,  oncheoked, 
Dream-marchers  marched,  kept  marching,  slow  and  sore^ 
In  time,  to  tone,  unchangeably  the  same, 
EVom  nowhere  into  nowhere,  —  out  they  came. 
Onward  they  passed,  and  in  they  went     No  lure 
Of  novel  modulation  pricked  the  flat 
Forthright  persisting  melody,  —  no  hint 
That  discoxd,  sound  asleep  beneath  the  flint, 
Struck  —  might  spring  spark-like,  claim  due  tit-f  ox^wt. 
Quenched  in  a  concora.    No  I    Yet,  such  the  might 
Of  quietude's  immutability, 

That  somehow  coldness  gathered  warmth,  well-nigh 
Qoickened — which  could  not  be  I  —grew  buming-bri^ 
With  fif e^hriek,  cymbal-dash  and  trumpet>Uare, 
To  drum-accentuation :  padnff  turned 
Striding,  and  striding  grew  gigantic,  spumed 
At  last  the  narrow  space  'twixt  eardi  and  air, 
So  diook  me  back  into  my  sober  self. 
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17. 

And  where  woke  I?    The  March  had  set  me  down 

There  whence  I  {ducked  the  meaenre,  aa  his  brown 

Frayed  flannel-bit  my  bkekci^    Great  John  BeUe, 

Master  of  mine,  leanied,  redoabtable. 

It  little  needed  thy  consummate  skill 

TofitlyflgoresachabassI    The  kmr 

Was  —  should  not  memory  play  me  Islse  —  well,  C 

Ay,  wiih  the  Greater  Third,  in  Triple  T^e, 

Three  crotchets  to  a  bar:  no  change,  I  grant, 

Except  from  Tonic  down  to  Dominant. 

And  yet — and  yet — if  I  oould  put  in  rhyme 

The  manner  of  that  marching  I  — which  had  stopped 

-—I  wonder,  where  ?^- bat  £at  my  weak  self  dropped 

From  out  the  ranks,  to  rub  eyes  disentranced 

And  feel  that,  after  all  the  way  advanced, 

Back  must  I  foot  it,  I  and  my  compeers, 

Only  to  reach,  across  a  hundred  years, 

The  bandsman  Avison  whose  litue  book 

And  large  tune  thus  had  led  me  the  hmg  way 

(As  late  a  rag  my  blackcap)  from  to-day 

And  to-day*s  music-manufacture, — Brahms, 

Wagner,  Dvorak,  liszt,  —  to  where — trumpets,  shawnu, 

Show  yourselves  Joyful  1  -^  Handel  reigns — supreme? 

By  no  means !     Buonondni's  work  is  theme 

For  fit  laudation  of  the  impartial  hm  : 

(We  stand  in  England,  mmd  you  I)     Esshion  too 

Favors  Geminiam  —  of  those  choiee 

Concertos :  nor  there  wants  a  oertain  voice 

Baised  in  thy  favor  likewise,  famed  Pepusch 

Dear  to  our  great-grand&thers  I    In  a  bosh 

Of  Doctor's  wig,  they  prized  thee  tuning  beats 

While  Greenway  trilled  « Alexis."    Such  were  feats 

Of  music  in  thy  day  —  dispute  who  list  — 

Avison,  of  Newcastle  organist  1 


And  here 's  your  music  all  alive  once  more— 
As  once  it  was  alive,  at  least :  just  so 
The  figured  worthies  of  a  waxwork-show 
Attest  —  such  people,  years  and  years  ago. 
Looked  thus  when  outnde  death  had  life  below, 
— Could  say  <*  We  are  now  "  not  "  We  were  of  yore," 
—  ^  Feel  how  our  pulses  leap  I  "  and  not  *^  Explore  — 
Kiplain  why  quietude  has  settled  o'er 
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Suiface  once  all-awork  I "    Ay,  sach  a  ''  Suite  " 

Boosed  heart  to  rapture,  such  a  ^  Fngae  "  would  eateh 

Soul  heavenwardB  up,  when  time  was :  why  attach 

Blame  to  oThanatM  JaolJIeMneaB,  no  match 

For  freah  achievement?    Featonce  —  ever  feat! 

How  can  completion  grow  stili  more  complete  ? 

Hear  Aviaon !     He  tenders  evidence 

Hiat  moaic  in  hia  day  aa  much  abaorhed 

Heart  and  aoul  then  aa  Wagner'a  mnaie  now, 

Perfect  from  centre  to  circomf erence  — 

Orbed  to  the  foil  can  be  but  folly  orbed : 

And  yet — and  yet  —  whence  comea  it  that  ''OThoa"-» 

Sighed  by  the  aool  at  eve  to  Heapema  — 

"Will  not  again  take  wing  and  fly  away 

Since  fatal  Wagner  fixed  it  fact  for  oa) 
some  nnmodidated  minor  ?    Nay, 
Even  by  Handel'a  help  I 

VL 

latateitihna: 
There  is  no  tmer  troth  obtainable 
By  Man  than  cornea  of  mnaic     ''  Soul "  •—  (accept 
A  word  which  vagaely  namea  what  no  adept 
In  word-oae  fita  uid  fixea  ao  that  still 
Thing  shall  not  slip  word's  fetter  and  remain 
Innominate  aa  fint,  yet,  free  again, 
Is  no  less  recognized  the  absolute 
Fact  underlying  that  same  other  &ct 
Concerning  which  no  cavil  can  dispute 
Our  nomenclature  when  we  call  it  ^  Ifind  "  — 
Something  not  Matter)  —  <<  Soul,"  who  seeks  shaU  find 
Distinct  beneath  that  something.    Ton  exact 
An  illustrative  image?    Tliis  may  suit. 

vn. 
We  see  a  work :  flie  worker  works  behind. 
Invisible  himself.    Suppose  his  act 
Be  to  o'erarch  a  gulf :  he  cBgs,  transportSt 
Shi4)es  and,  through  enginenr  —  all  sizes,  sorts, 
Lays  stone  by  stone  nnS  a  floor  compact 
Proves  our  bridged  causeway.    So  works  IGnd— by 
Of  faculty,  with  Unmo  facts,  more  or  less, 
Builds  up  our  solid  knowledge :  all  the  same. 
Underneath  roDs  what  Mind  may  hide  not  tame, 
An  element  which  works  beyond  our  guess. 
Soul,  the  unsounded  sea — whose  lift  of  aurge, 
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Spite  of  all  sapentnictarey  lets  •merge. 

In  flower  and  loamy  Feeling  from  out  the  deeps 

Mind  arrogates  no  mastery  apon  — > 

Distinct  indispatably.     Has  there  gone 

To  dig  apy  dng  f ortht  render  smooth  from  roo^ 

Mind's  flooring,  —  operosity  enough  ? 

Still  the  successive  labor  of  each  inch. 

Who  lists  may  learn :  from  the  last  torn  of  winch 

That  let  the  polished  slab-stone  find  its  pbMe, 

To  the  first  prod  of  pickaxe  at  the  base 

Of  die  nnquarried  mountain,  —  what  was  all 

Mind's  yaned  process  except  natmral. 

Nay,  easy  even,  to  descxy,  describe, 

After  our  fashion  ?    <<  So  worked  Mind:  its  tribe 

Of  senses  ministrant  abore,  below, 

Far,  near,  or  now  or  haply  lone  ago 

Brought  to  pass  knowledge."    Bat  Soul^s  sea,  —  drawn  whsMC^ 

Fed  how,  forced  whither,  —  by  what  evidence 

Of  ebb  and  flow,  that 's  felt  beneath  the  tread. 

Soul  has  its  course  'neath  Mind's  work  overhead,  • — 

Who  tells  of,  tracks  to  source  the  foonto  of  Soul  ? 

Yet  wherefore  heaving  sway  and  restless  roU 

This  side  and  that,  except  to  emulate 

Stability  above  ?    To  match  and  mate 

Feeling  with  knowledge,  —  make  as  manifest 

Soul's  work  as  Mind's  work,  turbulence  as  rest, 

Hates,  loves,  joys,  woes,  hopes,  fears,  that  rise  and  sink 

Ceaselessly,  passion's  transient  flit  and  wink, 

A  ripple's  tinting  or  a  spume^eefs  spread 

Whitening  the  wave,  — to  strike  all  this  life  dead, 

Run  mercury  into  a  mould  like  lead, 

And  henceforth  have  the  plain  result  to  show  — 

How  we  Feel,  hard  and  ^tst  as  what  we  Enow— 

This  were  the  prize  and  is  the  puzzle !  —  which 

Music  essays  to  solve :  and  here 's  the  hitch 

That  balks  her  of  full  triumph  else  to  boast/ 

viHv 
All  Arts  endeavor  this,  and  she  the  most 
Attains' thereto,  yet  fails  of  touching :  why  ? 
Does  Mind  get  E!nowledge  from  Art's  ministry  ? 
What 's  known  once  b  known  ever :  Arts  arrange, 
Dissociate,  re-distribute,  interchanse 
Part  with  part,  lengthen,  broaden,  high  or  deep 
Construct  their  bravest,  —  still  such  pains  produee 
Change,  not  creation :  simply  what  lay  looee 
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At  ftnt  lies  firmly  after,  what  design 

Was  faintly  traced  in  hesitating  line 

Qnee  on  a  time,  grows  firmly  reeolate 

Henceforth  and  OTermore.     Now,  coold  we  shoot 

liquidity  into  a  mould,  —  some  way 

Arrest  Soul's  evanescent  moods,  and  keep 

Unalterably  still  the  forms  that  leap 

To  Hf e  for  once  by  help  of  Art !  —  which  yearns 

To  save  its  capture  :  Poetry  discerns, 

Painting  is  'ware  of  passion's  rise  and  fall, 

Bursting,  subsidence,  intermixture  —  all 

A-seethe  within  the  gulf.     Each  Art  a-strain 

Would  stay  the  apparition,  —  nor  in  vain : 

The  Poef  s  word-mesh.  Painter's  sure  and  swift 

Color-and-line-throw  —  proud  the  prize  they  lift  I 

Thus  felt  Man  and  thus  looked  Man,  —  passions  canj^ 

r  the  midway  swim  of  sea,  —  not  much,  if  aught, 

Of  nether-brooding  loy^,  hates,  hopes  and  fears, 

Enwombed  past  i^'s  (Usclosure.     Fleet  the  years, 

And  still  the  Poet's  page  holds  Helena 

At  gaze  from  topmost  Troy  —  ''  But  where  are  they, 

My  brothers,  in  the  armament  I  name 

Hero  by  hero  ?    Can  it  be  that  shame 

For  their  lost  sister  holds  them  from  the  war  ? '' 

—  Knowing  not  they  already  slept  afar 

Each  of  them  in  his  own  dear  native  land. 

Still  on  the  Painter's  fresco,  from  the  hand 

Of  God  takes  Eve  the  life-spark  whereunto 

She  trembles  up  from  nothingness.     Outdo 

Both  of  them.  Music !     Dredging  deeper  yet. 

Drag  into  day,  —  by  sound,  thy  master-net,  — 

The  abysmal  bottom-growth,  ambiguous  thing 

Unbroken  of  a  branch,  palpitating 

With  limbs'  pUy  and  life's  semblance !     There  it  lies, 

Manrel  and  mystery,  of  mysteries 

And  marvels,  most  to  love  and  land  thee  for ! 

Save  it  from  chance  and  change  we  most  abhor  I 

Give  momentary  feeling  permanence, 

So  that  thy  capture  hold,  a  century  hence. 

Truth's  very  heart  of  truth  as,  safe  to-day. 

The  Painter's  Eve  the  Poet's  Helena 

Still  rapturously  bend,  a&r  still  throw 

The  wistful  gaze !     Thanks,  Homer,  Angelo ! 

Could  Music  rescue  thus  from  Soul's  profound, 

Gtive  feeling  immortality  by  sound. 

Then,  were  she  qneenliest  of  Arts!     Alas — 
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Ab  well  expect  the  ninbow  not  to  pass  I 
'^  Praifle  '  Badamisto  '  ^-love  attains  therein 
To  perfect  atterance !     Pity  —  what  shall  win 
Thy  secret  like  <  Binaldo '  ? *'  —  so  men  said: 
Once  all  was  perfome  —  now,  the  flower  is  dead^- 
Thej  spied  tints,  sparks  have  left  the  spar  I    Love,  hate, 
Joy,  fear,  sorWye,  -^  alike  importonate 
As  ever  to  go  waUc  the  world  again, 
Nor  ghoet4ike  pant  for  oatlet  9SI  in  Tain 
Till  Mnsic  h>08e  them,  fit  each  fihnflj 
With  form  enough  to  know  and  name  it  bj 
For  any  recognizer  sore  of  ken 
And  sharp  of  ear,  no  grosser  demzen 
Of  earth  than  needs  be.    Nor  to  sach  appeal 
Is  Mosie  long  obdurate :  off  they  steal  *- 
How  sently,  dawn-doomed  phantomsl  back  oome  diey 
Fall-blooded  with  new  crimson  of  broad  day  — 
Passion  made  palpable  once  more.     Ye  look 
Your  last  on  Handel  ?     Oaze  yonr  first  on  Olack  I 
Why  wistful  search,  O  Waning  ones,  the  chart 
Of  stars  ioT  you  while  Haydn,  while  Mozart 
Occupies  heaven  ?     These  also,  fanned  to  fire, 
Flamboyant  wholly,  —  so  perfections  tire,  — • 
Whiten  to  wanness,  till  ...  let  others  note 
The  ever-new  invasion  1 

IX. 

I  devote 
Bather  my  modicum  of  parts  to  use 
What  power  may  yet  avail  to  re-infuse 
(In  fancy,  please  yon !)  sleep  that  looks  like  death 
With  momentary  liveliness,  lend  breath 
To  make  the  torpor  half  inhale.     O  Belf e, 
An  all-unworthy  pupil,  from  the  shelf 
Of  thy  laboratory,  dares  unstop 
Bottle,  ope  box,  extract  thence  pinch  and  drop 
Of  dusts  and  dews  a  many  thou  didst  shrine 
Each  in  its  right  receptacle,  assign 
To  each  its  proper  office,  letter  large 
Label  and  label,  then  with  solemn  charge, 
Beviewing  learnedly  the  list  complete 
Of  chemical  reactives,  from  thy  feet 
Push  down  the  same  to  me,  attent  below, 
Power  in  abundance :  armed  wherewith  I  go 
To  play  the  enlivener.     Bring  good  antique  stuff  I 
Was  it  alight  once?    Still  lives  spark  enough 
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For  breath  to  qmcken,  ran  tlie  smoolderixig  aah 

Bed  right^farou^li.  What,  *< stone-dead"  were  fools  so  rash 

As  style  my  Avison,  becaose  he  lacked 

Modem  appliance,  spread  oat  phrase  unracked 

By  modulations  fit  to  make  each  hair 

Stiffen  upon  his  wig  ?     See  there  —  and  there  I 

I  sprinkle  my  reactives,  pitch  broadcast 

DiMords  and  resolutions,  turn  aghast 

Melody's  easy-going,  jostle  law 

With  Ucense,  modidate  (no  Bach  in  awe) 

Change  enharmonically  (Hudl  to  thank) 

And  k>,  upstart  the  flamelets,  —  what  was  blank 

Turns  scarlet,  purple,  crimson  1     Straightway  scanned 

By  eyes  that  like  new  lustre  -~  Love  once  more 

Teams  through  the  Largo,  Hatred  as  before 

Bages  in  the  Bnbato :  e*en  thy  March, 

My  Avison,  which,  sooth  to  say  —  (ne'er  arch 

Eyebrows  in  anger !)  —  tamed,  in  Georgian  years 

The  step  precise  of  British  Grenadiers 

To  such  a  nicety,  -~  if  score  I  crowd, 

If  riiythm  I  break,  if  beats  I  vaiy,  —  tap 

At  bar's  off-starting  turns  troe  thunder^p. 

Ever  the  pace  augmented  till  —  what 's  hnre  ? 

Titanic  striding  toward  Olympus ! 

z. 

Fear 
x7o  such  irreverent  innovadon  I    Still 
Glide  on,  go  rolling,  water-like,  at  will- 
Nay,  were  thy  melody  in  monotone. 
The  due  three-parts  dispensed  with ! 

XI. 

Tliis  alone 
Comes  of  my  tiresome  talking :  Music's  throne 
Seats  somebody  whom  somebody  unseats, 
And  whom  in  turn —by  who  knows  what  new  feats 
Of  strength  —  shall  somebody  as  sure  push  down, 
Consign  him  dispossessed  of  sceptre,  crown. 
And  orb  imperial  —  whereto  ?    Never  dream 
That  what  once  lived  shall  ever  die !     They  seem 
Dead  —  do  they  ?  lapsed  things  lost  in  limbo  ?    Bring 
Our  life  to  kindle  theirs,  and  straight  each  king 
Starts,  you  shall  see,  stands  up,  from  head  to  foot 
No  inch  that  is  not  Pureell !     Wherefore  ?     (Suit 
Measure  to  subject,  first  -~  no  marching  on 
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Yet  in  thy  bold  C  majoTy  Atuod, 

Ab  suited  step  a  minute  since :  no :  wiit— - 

Into  the  minor  key  first  modulate  — 

Gently  with  A,  now  —  in  the  Lesser  Thiid !) 

zn. 
Of  all  Ihe  lamentable  debts  incurred 
By  Man  through  buying  knowledge,  this  were  wont: 
That  he  should  find,  his  last  gain  prove  his  first 
Was  futile  —  merely  nescience  absolute. 
Not  knowledge  in  the  bud  which  holds  a  fnedt 
Haply  undreamed  of  in  the  soul's  ^rix^g-tide, 
Pursed  in  the  petals  Summer  opens  wide, 
And  Autumn,  withering,  rounds  to  perfect  lipe,— 
Not  this,  —  but  ignorance,  a  blur  to  wipe 
From  human  records,  late  it  graced  so  much. 
^  Truth  —  this  attainment  ?    Ah,  but  such  and  sadi 
BelielB  of  yore  seemed  ineicpugnable 
When  we  attained  them !     E'en  as  they,  so  will 
This  their  successor  hare  the  due  mom,  noon, 
Eyening  and  night  —  just  as  an  old-world  tune 
Wears  out  and  drops  away,  until  who  hears 
Smilingly  questions  —  *•  This  it  was  brought  tears 
Once  to  all  eyes,  —  this  roused  heart's  rapture  once  V 
So  will  it  be  with  truth  that,  for  the  nonce, 
Styles  itself  truth  pei*ennial :  'ware  its  wile ! 
Knowledge  turns  nescience,  —  foremost  on  the  file. 
Simply  proves  first  of  our  delusions." 

Now  — 
Blare  it  forth,  bold  C  major  I     lift  thy  brow, 
Man,  the  immortal,  that  wast  never  fooled 
With  gifts  no  gifts  at  all,  nor  ridiculed  — 
Man  blowing  —  he  who  notiung  knew  I    As  Hope, 
Fear,  Joy,  and  Grief,  —  though  ampler  stretch  and  scope 
They  seek  and  find  in  novel  rhythm,  fredi  phrase,  -^ 
Were  equally  existent  in  far  days 
Of  Music's  dim  beginning  —  even  so, 
Truth  was  at  full  within  thee  long  ago, 
Alive  as  now  it  takes  what  latest  shape 
May  startle  thee  by  strangeness.     Truths  esci^ 
Time's  insufficient  garniture  :  they  fade, 
They  fall  —  those  sheathings  now  grown  sere,  whose  aid 
Was  infinite  to  truth  they  wrapped,  saved  fine 
And  free  through  March  frost :    May  dews  crystalline 
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Nomiih  tmfli  tonAf^  — -  doM  Jimo  boMt  wtb  fsoiA 
Ab  —  not  new  TMtaue  merely  bnly  to  book. 
Novel  ereation  ?     Soon  shall  fade  and  f aU 
Mjth  after  myth — the  husk4ike  lies  I  call 
New  troth's  ooroUaHnlegoavd :    Antami  comei, 
So  much  the  better  1 

XIV. 

Therefore—  bang  the  drams, 
Blow  the  trum|NitSy  ATison  1    liarelHnotiye  ?  that's 
Troth  which  endnree  vesettmg.     Sharps  and  flats, 
Lavish  at  need,  shall  danee  athwart  thy  seoi*e 
When  ophideide  and  bombardon's  uproar 
Mate  the  approaching  trample,  even  now 
Big  in  Hie  distance  -^  or  my  eain  deceive  — 
Of  federated  England,  fitly  weave 
llaroh-aMsie  for  the  FHtnro  I 

XV. 

Or  suppose 
Back,  and  not  forward,  transformation  goes? 
Once  more  some  sable-etoled  procession  —  say^ 
From  Little-ease  to  lyborn  wends  its  wsy, 
Oat  of  the  dungeon  to  the  gallows-tree 
When  heading,  hacking,  hanging  is  to  be 
Of  half-a-dozen  recosants  —  this  day 
Three  hundred  years  ago !     How  duly  drones 
Elizabethan  plain-song  —  dim  antique 
GrTOwn  clarion-clear  the  while  I  humbly  wreak 
A  classic  vengeance  on  thy  March  I     It  moans  — 
Larges  and  Longs  and  Broves  displacing  quite 
Crotchet-and-quaver  pertness  —  brushing  t>ars 
Aside  and  fillmg  vacant  sky  with  stars 
Hidden  till  now  that  day  returns  to  night. 

XVL 

Nor  night  nor  day :  one  purpose  move  us  both. 
Be  thy  mood  mine  I     As  thou  wast  minded,  Man 's 
The  cause  our  music  champions :  I  wero  loth 
To  think  we  cheered  our  troop  to  Preston  Pans 
Ignobly :  back  to  times  of  Eng^d's  best  I 
Parliament  stands  for  privilege  —  life  and  limb 
Guards  Hollu,  Haselrig,  Strmie,  Hampden,  Pjon, 
The  famous  Five.     There  's  romor  of  arrest. 
Bring  up  the  Train  Bands,  Southwark  I    They  protest: 
Shan  we  not  all  join  chorus  ?     Hark  the  hymn. 
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— Boughy  Ride,  rohislioas  —  homely  hewt  ft-throbh 
Ebnh  Toiee  arhalle,  m  beeeems  the  mobi 
How  good  is  noise  I  what 's  sileiiee  but  despair 
Of  mudag  sound  match  dadness  never  there? 
Give  me  some  great  g^ad  *'  sabjeet,"  glorious  Bach, 
Where  cannon-roar  not  organ-peal  we  lack! 
Join  in,  give  voice  robnstioaB  rode  and  rough,  — 
Avison  helps  —  so  heart  lend  noise  enoo^! 

Fife,  tramp,  dram,  sound !  and  singers  then 
Marching  saj  ^  Fym,  the  man  of  men !  " 
Up,  heads,  yoor  proudest — out,  throats,  your  loudest -^ 
"* Somerset's  Fjrm I" 

Straif ord  from  the  block,  Eliot  from  the  den. 
Foes,  friends,  shout  **  Fpn,  our  citizen ! " 
Wail,  the  foes  he  quelled,  —  hail,  the  friends  he  held, 
**  Tavistock's  PymV' 

Hearts  prompt  heads,  hands  that  ply  the  pen 
Teach  babes  unborn  the  where  and  when. 
—Tyrants,  he  braved  them,— patriots,  he  saved  them- 
M  Westminster's  Pym ! '' 
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FUST  AND   HIS  FRIENDS 

AN  EPILOGUE. 
(La&de  tiwHome  of  Fat,  Mftyenae,  1467.) 

FIBST  FBDEND. 

Up,  npy  up —  next  step  of  the  Btairease 
Lands  ni,  lo,  at  the  chamber  of  dread ! 

8B0OND  FBDEND. 

Loeked  and  baned  ? 

xuiJcD  9BIBHD* 

Door  open — the  rare  easel 

FOUKTU  FBIBND. 

Ay,  there  he  leans  —  lost  wretch ! 

FiSTH  FBIBND. 

His  head 
Sunk  on  his  desk  'twixt  his  arms  outspread! 

SIXTH  FBIBND. 

Hallo, —wake,  man,  ere  God  thnnderstrike  Mayenoe 
— Mnlot  for  ihj  sake  who  art  Satan's,  John  Fast ! 

Satan  installed  here,  God's  role  in  abeyance^ 
Mayence  some  morning  may  cromble  to  dost. 

Answer  oar  questions  thou  shalt  and  thon  most  I 

SEVENTH  FBIBND. 

Softly  and  fairly !     Wherefore  Srgloom  ? 

Greet  os,  thy  gossipry,  eoosin  and  sib ! 
Raise  the  forlorr  brow,  Fasti     Make  room  — 

Let  daylig^.t  diroagh  arms  which,  enfolding  thee,  crib 
From  those  clenched  lids  the  comfort  of  soni^ine  I 

FEB8T  FBIBND. 

Sog^ 

Thy  tongae  slides  to  '*  comfort "  already  ?    Not  mine ! 
nehoTes  as  deal  roundly :  the  wretch  is  distraaght 
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—  Too  wen  I  goeas  wherefore !    Behoyee  ft  DiTine 

—  Saeh  as  I,  by  grace,  boast  me  —  to  threaten  one  eaoghft 
In  the  enemy's  toils,  —  setting  '<  oomfort "  at  nought 

SBOOND  FBIKND. 

NajTy  Brother,  so  hasty  ?     I  heard  —  nor  long  since — 
Of  a  certain  Black  Art'sman  who,  —  helplessly  bound 

By  rash  pact  with  Satan,  —  through  paying — why  mince 
The  matter? — fit  price  to  the  Church,  — safe  and  sound 

Full  a  year  after  death  in  his  grave-clothes  was  found. 

Whereas  'tis  notorious  the  Fiend  daims  his  due 

During  lifetime,  —  comes  clawing,  with  talons  aflame, 

The  soul  from  the  flesh-mgs  left  smoking  and  blue : 

So  it  happed  with  John   Faust;  lest  John    Fust  &re  the 
same, — 

Look  up,  I  adjure  thee  by  God's  hdiy  name ! 

For  neighbon  aad  friends — no  foul  bell-brood  flock  wel 
Saith  Solomon  *<  Words  of  the  wise  are  as  goads : " 

Ours  prick  but  to  startle  from  torpor,  set  free 
Soul  and  sense  from  death's  drowse ! 

FIB8T  FRIEND. 

And  soul,  wakened,  unloads 
Much  sin  by  confession :  no  mere  palinodes  I 

—  («X  was  youthful  and  wanton,  am  old  yet  no  sage: 
When  angry  I  cursed,  struck  and  slew  :  did  I  want  ? 

Bight  and  left  did  I  rob :  though  no  war  I  dared  wage 
With  the  Church  (God  forbid!)— haim  her  least  minis- 
trant  — 
Still  I  outraged  all  else.    Now  that  strength  is  grown  scant, 

I  am  probity's  self  "  — no  such  Ueatings  as  these ! 

But  aTOwal  of  guilt  so  enormous,  it  balks 
Tongue's  telling.    Tet  penitence  prompt  may  appease 

God's  wrath  at  thy  bond  with  the  Devil  who  stalks 

—  Strides  hither  to  strangle  thee  ! 

FUST. 

ChUdhood  so  talks.— 

Not  rare  wit  nor  ripe  age  —  ye  boast  them,  my  neighbors  I  — 

Shodd  lay  such  a  charge  on  your  townsman,  this  Fust 
Who,  known  for  a  life  flpent  in  pleasures  and  labors 
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If  {retldflh  yet  yenial,  eonld  scaroe  be  induced 
To  traffic  with  fiendB. 

FIRST  rBISSD, 

S0|  my  words  have  aolooeed 
A  plie  from  those  pale  lipe  cormgate  bat  now  ? 

FU8T« 

Lost  coont  me,  yet  not  as  ye  lean  to  snnnise. 

nSST  FBISHDi. 

To  sormise  ?  to  establish !    Unbnry  that  brow ! 
Look  np^  that  thy  judge  may  read  clear  in  thine  eyes ! 

8BC0ND  rBISSD. 

By  yoor  leaye.  Brother  Banmbite !    Mine  to  advise  1 

—  Who  arraign  thee,  John  Fust  I    What  was  bruited  erewfaile 
Now  bellowB  throogh  MayencOb    All  cry  —thou  hast  tracked 

SfJyation  away  for  lust's  solace  I    Thy  smile 
Takes  its  hne  from  hell's  smoulder  I 

FUHT. 

Too  certain  I  I  sneked 

—  Got  drank  at  the  nipple  of  sense. 

SBCOND  nUXND* 

Thoa  hast  docked— 

Art  drowned  there,  say  rather!     Fangh — fleshly  disport  I 

How  else  bat  by  help  of  Sir  Belial  didst  win 
That  Venus-like  lady,  no  dradge  of  thy  sort 

Could  lure  to  become  his  accomplice  in  sin  ? 
Folk  nicknamed  her  Helen  of  Troy ! 

nSST  VBDSND. 

Bestbegin 

At  the  yery  beginning.    Thy  father,  —  all  knew, 
A  mere  goldsmith  •  •  • 

FDBT. 

Who  knew  him,  perchance  may  know  this  ^ 
Hedying  left  much  gold  and  jewels  no  few : 

Whom  these  help  to  court  with,  but  seldom  shall  i 
Iheloye  of  aleman:  true  witchcraft  I  wis! 
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nB8T  niEND. 

Dost  flout  me  ?     T  b  said,  in  debauchery's  guild 
Admitted  prime  gattler  and  guzzler —  O  swine  I  -^* 

To  honor  thy  headship,  those  tosspots  so  swilled 
That  out  of  their  table  there  spronted  a  vine 

^Whence  eaeh  claimed  a  duster,  awaiting  thy  sign 

To  out  knife,  o£f  monthfol :  when  — who  ooold  sappote 
Snch  malice  in  magic  ?  —  each  sot  woke  and  found 

Cold  steel  but  an  inch  from  the  neighbor's  red  nose 
He  took  for  a  grape-bunch  I 


Does  that  so  astound 
Sagacity  such  as  ye  boast,  — who  surround 

Tour  mate  with  eyes  staring,  hairs  standing  erect 
At  his  magical  feats  ?   £te  good  burghers  unyefsed 

In  the  humors  of  toping  ?    Full  oft,  I  suspect. 

Ye,  counting  your  fingers,  call  thumbkin  their  first, 

And  reckon  a  groat  eyery  guilder  disbursed. 

What  marvel  if  wags,  while  the  skioker  fast  brimmed 
Their  c^lass  with  rare  tipple's  enticement,  should  gloat 

—  Befooled  and  beflustered — through  optics  drink-dimmed  — 
On  this  draught  and  that,  till  each  found  in  his  throat 

Our  Bhenish  smack  rightiy  as  Baphal?    For,  note  — 

They  fancied  —  tiieir  fuddling  deceiTed  them  so  grossly^ 

lliat  liquor  sprang  out  of  the  table  itself 
Through  gindet^ioles  drilled  there,  —  nor  noticed  how  closely 

The  skmker  kept  plying  my  guests,  from  the  shelf 
O'er  their  heads,  with  the  potaUe  madness.    No  elf 

Had  need  to  persuade  them  a  vine  rose  umbrageous, 
Fruit-bearing,  thirstquenching  I    Enough !    I  confess 

To  many  such  fool-pranks,  but  none  so  outrageous 
That  Satan  was  called  in  to  help  me :  excess 

I  own  to,  I  griere  at — no  more  and  no  less. 

SBCOin>  FBIENP. 

Strange  honors  were  heaped  on  thee  —  medal  for  breast^ 
Chjua  for  neck,  sword  for  thigh:  not  a  lord  of  the  land 

But  acknowledged  thee  peer !  What  ambition  possessed 
A  goldsmith  by  trade,  with  craft's  grime  on  huB  hand. 

To  SMk  such  associates  ? 
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Spue  taunts !    XJiiderataiid-^* 

I  sabmit  me !  Of  Tamties  under  the  son. 
Pride  seized  me  at  last  as  ooncopiseence  first, 

Crapnloeity  ever :  tme  Fiends,  everyone, 
£uded  this  way  and  that  my  poor  sool :  thus  amerced  — 

ForgiTO  and  forget  me  I 

FZBST  FRIEND. 

Had  flesh  sinned  the  won% 

Yet  help  were  in  ooonsel :  the  Church  ooold  absolve : 

Bat  say  not  men  troly  thoa  baxredst  escape 
By  signing  and  sealing  •  •  . 

SBOOND  FBIKND* 

On  me  most  devolve 
The  task  of  eztraoting  .  .  • 

SIBSS  FBUBND. 

Shall  Bamabites  ape 
Us  Dominican  experts? 

BBVBNTH  FBIEITD. 

Nay,  Masters,  —  ftg^pe 

When  Hell  yawns  for  a  sool,  'tis  myself  claim  the  task 
Of  extracting,  by  jost  one  plain  qaestion,  God's  troth  t 

Where 's  Peter  Genesheim  thy  partner  ?     I  ask 
Why,  cloistered  np  still  in  ihj  room,  the  pale  yonth 

Slaves  tongae-lied  —  thy  trade  brooks  no  tattling  forsoothi 

No  less  he,  ihj  fwmuius^  suffers  entrapping, 
Saccumbe  to  good  fellowship :  barrel  a-broach 

Buns  freely  nor  needs  any  subsequent  tapping : 
Quoth  Peter  '*  That  room,  none  but  I  dare  approaeh, 

Holds  secrets  will  help  me  to  ride  in  my  coach." 

He  prattles,  we  profit:  in  brief,  he  assures 

Tliou  hast  taught  him  to  speak  so  that  all  men  may  hear 
•*  Each  alike,  wide  world  over,  Jews,  Pagans,  Turks,  Mooi% 

The  same  as  we  Christians  —  speeeh  hMrd  far  and  near 
At  one  and  the  same  magic  moment  I 
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That'sokirl 
Baidhe  — how? 

8EVEHTH  FRIEND. 

Is  it  like  he  was  lieensed  to  learn? 

Who  doubts  bat  thoa  dost  this  by  aid  of  the  Fiend? 
Xsitso?    So  itisy  for  thoa  smilestl    Cro^bam 

To  ashesy  since  soch  prov'es  thy  portion,  anscreened 
By  bell,  book  and  candle !    T«t  ktely  I  weened 

Balm  yet  was  in  Gilead,  —  some  healing  in  store 

For  the  friend  of  my  bosom*    Men  said  then  wast  sank 

In  a  sadden  despondency :  not,  as  before, 

Fast  gallant  and  gay  with  his  pottle  and  pank. 

Bat  sober,  sad,  sick  as  one  yestenlay  drunk ! 

imr. 
Spare  Ftast,  dien,  thus  contrite !  —  who,  youthf  al  and  healtfayi 

Equipped  for  life's  struggle  with  culture  of  mind, 
Sound  flesh  and  sane  soul  in  coherence,  bom  wealthy, 

Nay,  wise  —  how  he  wasted  endowment  designed 
For  the  glory  of  God  and  tfie  good  of  maddnd ! 

That  much  were  misused  such  occasions  of  grace 
Ye  well  may  upbraid  him,  who  bows  to  &e  rod. 

But  this  should  bid  anger  to  pity  give  place  — 

He  has  turned  from  the  wrong,  in  the  right  path  to  plod. 

Hakes  amends  to  mankind  and  craves  pardon  of  Grod. 

Yea,  friends,  eren  now  from  my  lips  the  ^^  Heureka  — 
Soul  saved !  "  was  nigh  bursting  —  unduly  elate ! 

Hare  I  brought  Man  advantage,  or  hatched  —  so  to  speak  —  m 
Strange  serpent,  no  cygnet  f    'T  is  this  I  debate 

Within  me.    Forbear,  and  leare  Fust  to  his  fate ! 

FIBST  FBBSKD. 

So  abieet,  late  lofty  ?   Metiiinks  I  spy  respite. 

Make  dean  breasti  discover  what  mysteries  hide 
In  thy  room  there  I 

8B00Xn>  FBZEND. 

Ay,  out  with  them  I    Do  Satan  despite  I 
Remember  whaX  caosed  his  undoing  was  pridel 
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WtBSfT  VBIXND. 

Domb  devil  I   Rwmunn  one  reBonrce  to  be  tried  I 
fizoiciflel 

8KVJUITH  FBIBHD* 

Nftj,  first —  is  there  any  remembeiB 
Insabstanoe  that  potent  *' iVa  ^mms  "-*  a  psalm 

Whereof  some  liye  spark  haply  lurks  'mid  the  embers 
Which  choke  in  mv  brain.    Talk  of  '<Gilead  and  bafan"? 

I  mind  me,  song  half  throng^  this  gave  soch  a  qoahn 

To_Asmodeiis  inside  of  a  Hnsnte,  that,  qaeasvy 


He  broke  forth  in  brimstone  with  corses.    I  'm  strong 
In— at  least  the  commencement :  the  rest  should  go  easy. 
Friends  helping.    ^NepulvtBetigniB"  ... 


All 

WXFTB  nXKNDw 

I  'to  conned  till  I  captored  the  whole. 


Getah»g1 

**Nepidvi$  et  einia  mperie  te  g9ra$f 
■  Na/mJkUmina'*  .  .  • 

SIXTH  niKND. 

Fiddlestick  I    Peace,  dolts  and  doml 
Thns  rons  it  <<  Ne  Numinujulmmafiras  *'  — 

Then  "  Hbminis  perfldi  jtuta  mifU  ton 
Fulmen  et  grando  et  horrida  mortJ* 

BEVEHTH  VBSMSD. 

ToaUnnder.    ^^IroHne:*  .  .  . 


IGnd  yoor  own  bmmHiI 

I  do  not  so  badly,  who  gained  the  monk's  leaTe 
To  stody  an  hour  his  choice  parchment    A  diuiness 

May  well  have  surprised  me.    No  Christian  dares  thiers, 
Or  I  scarce  had  returned  him  his  treasure.    These  deaTs: 
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^  IfaspulmB  et  einii^  tremmites,  gemente$f 

FmtmiM  "  — some  such  word  —  "adte^  Dominel 

Da  Iwneny  juvamen^  ut  sancta  seqtierUes 
Car  •  •  •  earda  "  •  •  •    Flagae  take  it  I 

SEVENTH  FBIKND. 

Sig^  text,  xingiiig  rfaymey  and  ripe  Latin  for  me ! 

SIXTH  nUEMD. 

ACSanon's  self  wrote  it  me  &ir:  I  was  tempted 
To  part  with  the  sheepskin. 


Didst  grasp  and  let  go 
Such  a  godsend,  then  Judas?    Mj  purse  bad  been  emptied 
Ere  part  with  the  prize  I 

FUST* 

Do  I  dream  ?    Say  ye  so  ? 
Caoads  break,  then!    Move,  world!    I  bare  gained  my  ^'Poti 

lamsayed:  ArdumedeSi  salnte  me  I 

0MNX8. 

Assistance  1 
Help,  Angek  I    He  snnunons  •  •  •  Aroint  thee  I  —-by  name, 
Ss  familiar ! 

VUST« 

Approach! 

OMNES* 

Devil,  keep  thy  due  distance ! 


Be  tranqnillized,  townsmen !    The  knowledge  ye  daim 
Behold,  I  prepare  to  impart    Phuse  or  blame,  — 

Your  blessing  or  banning,  whatever  betide  me, 
At  last  I  accept    The  slow  travail  of  years, 

Ihe  long^eeming  brain's  birth  —  appland  me,  deride  me,— 
At  last  claims  revealment    Wait  I 

SEVENTH  FRIEND. 

Wait  till  appears 
Uncaged  Archimedes  cooped-ap  there? 
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OBOOKD  nUEND. 

Whofean? 
Here'ihttveatHieel 

CoRecdy  now !    ^  PulMf  et  et  im  "  •  •  . 

FUST. 

The  yene  ye  so  valne,  it  happeoB  I  libid 
In  my  memory  safe  from  iniUum  to  finis. 

Word  for  word,  I  prodace  yoa  tbe  whole,  plain  eniolledy 
Black  letterSy  white  p^>er  -<—  no  scribe's  red  and  gold ! 

OVNBS. 

Aroint  thee! 

FD8T. 

I  go  and  return.     (JETa  enters  the  inner  room.) 

FOter  VBXENDm 

Ay,'ti8«<M»" 
Nodonbt:  but  as  boldly ''redtMs^  —  ^dio  11  say? 
I  rather  eonjeetore  **  in  Ohrooperibis  /  '* 

SJBVJNTH  VSIBND. 

Come,  neighbors  I 

SIXTH  VBJXBCD* 

I  'm  with  yon  I    l9iow  courage  and  ftay 
Hell's  oatbreak  ?    Sirs,  cowudice  here  wins  tho  day ! 

VmCH  TBDSND. 

What  lock  had  that  stndent  of  Bamberg  who  yentnred 

To  peep  in  the  cell  where  a  wizard  of  note 
Was  busy  in  getting  some  black  deed  debentnred 

By  Satan  ?    In  dog's  goise  there  sprang  at  his  throat 
A  flame-breathing  fn:^.    Fust  favors,  I  note^ 

An  ugly  hnge  Inrcher  I 

If  I  placed  reliance 
As  then,  on  the  beads  thoa  art  telling  so  fast, 
I  'd  risk  just  a  peep  through  the  keyhole. 

SECTS  FBIKND. 

Appliance 
Of  ear  might  be  safer.    Fiye  minntes  are  past 
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OHNSB. 

SMnti,  saTe  118 1    Tliedoor  is  thrown  open  at  last! 

FUST  (r&-enten^  the  door  eloring  behind  hM). 

JLb  I  promised,  behold  I  perform  I     Apprehend  yoa 

The  object  I  offer  is  poison  or  pest? 
BeceiTe  without  harm  m>m  the  hand  I  extend  70a 

A  gift  that  shall  set  every  scmple  at  rest! 
ShrixuL  back  from  mere  paper«trips  ?    Try  them  and  test ! 

Still  hesitate  ?    Myk,  was  it  thon  who  lamentedst 
Thy  fiye  wits  dean  failed  thee  to  render  aright 

A  poem  read  once  and  no  more  ?  —  who  repentedst 
Vile  pelf  had  induced  thee  to  banish  from  sight 

Hie  characters  none  bqt  oar  clerics  indite? 

Take  and  keep! 

Blessed  Mary  and  all  Saints  about  herl 

SECOND  IBIBND. 

What  imps  deal  so  deftly,*— five  minutes  sufBoe 
To  play  thus  the  penman  ? 

THIRD  FBUBND* 

By  Thomas  the  Doubter, 
Five  minntes,  no  more  I 

FOURTH  VBJXSJ}. 

Out  on  arts  that  entice 
Such  scribes  to  do  homage ! 

FIFTH  fbund. 

Stay !    Qnce^and  now  twice—- 

Tea,  a  third  time,  my  sharp  eye  completes  the  inspection 

Of  line  after  line,  die  whole  series,  and  finds 
Each  letter  join  each  —  not  a  fault  for  detection! 

Such  upstrokes,  such  downstn^esy  such  strokes  of  all  kinds 
In  the  criss^aross,  all  perfect ! 

SIXTH  FBBSKD. 

There 's  nobody  minds 

His  quill-eraft  with  more  of  a  conscience,  o'erscratches 
A  sheepskin  more  nimbly  and  surely  with  ink, 
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Than  Paul  the  Sab-Prior :  here 's  paper  ihat  matches 

Hb  parchment  with  letter  on  letter,  no  link 
Orerleapt  —  nnderioet ! 

gEYBNTH  FBDBND. 

No  erasure,  I  think  — 
No  blot,  I  am  certain ! 

FD8T. 

Accept  the  new  treaaore ! 

SEETH  VBDESTD. 

I  remembered  full  half ! 

flKVKNTU  VBDESTD. 

Bat  who  odier  than  I 
(Bear  witness,  bystanders!)  when  he  broke  the  measure 
Repaired  faalt  with  ''fulmen  "  ? 

FUST* 

Pat  bickerings  by ! 
Here's  for  thee — thee  —  and  thee,  too:  at  need  a  sapply 

{diitribtOing  Proofi) 

For  Mayence,  thoagh  seventy  times  seven  shoald  master  I 
How  now  ?    All  so  feeble  of  faith  that  no  face 

Which  fronts  me  but  whitens  —  or  yellows,  were  juster  ? 
Speak  out  lest  I  summon  my  Spirits ! 

OMNBSi 

Graoe  —  gracel 
Call  none  of  thy  —  helpmates  I     We  H  answer  apace  I 

My  paper  —  and  mine  —  and  mine  also  —  they  vary 

In  nowise  —  agree  in  each  tittle  and  jot ! 
Fast,  how  —  why  was  this  ? 

FUST* 

Shall  such  ''Cur**  miss  a  ''quare^t 
Within,  there  I     Throw  doors  wide !     Behold  who  complot 
To  abolish  the  scribe's  work  —  blur,  blunder  and  blot ! 

{The  door$  open,  and  the  Preee  ts  discovered  in  operation.) 

Brave  full*bodied  birth  of  this  brain  that  conceived  thee 
In  splendor  and  music,  —  sustained  the  dow  drag 
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Of  the  days  stretched  to  yean  dim  with  doubt, — yet  beliered 
thee, 
Had  faith  in  thy  first  leap  of  life  !     False  might  flag  — 
—  Mine  fluttered  now  faintly  ! — Arch-moment  might  lag 

Its  longest  —  I  bided,  made  light  of  endurance. 

Held  hard  by  the  hope  of  an  advent  which  —  dreamed, 

Is  done  now :  night  jridds  to  the  dawn's  reassurance : 
I  have  thee  —  I  hold  thee  —  my  fancy  that  seemed, 

My  fact  that  proves  palpable !     Ay,  Sirs,  I  schemed 

Completion  that 's  fset :  see  this  Engine  —  be  witness 
Yourselves  of  its  working !     Nay,  handle  my  Types ! 

Each  block  bears  a  Letter :  in  order  and  fitness 

I  range  them*     Tom,  Peter,  the  winch !     See,  it  gripes 

What 's  under !    Let  loose — draw!    Li  regular  stripes 

lies  plain,  at  one  pressure,  your  poem  —  touched,  tinted, 
Turned  out  to  perfection !    The  sheet,  late  a  blank, 

Filled  —  ready  for  reading,  — not  written  but  Fbinted  I 
Omniscient  omnipotent  God,  Thee  I  thank, 

Thee  ever,  Thee  only !  — Thy  creature  that  shrank 

From  no  task  Thou,  Creator,  imposedst !    Creation 

Revealed  me  no  object,  from  insect  to  Man, 
But  bore  Thy  hand's  impress :  earth  glowed  with  salvation: 

*'  Hast  sinned  ?    Be  thou  saved.  Fust  I    Continue  my  plan^ 
Who  spake  and  earth  was :  with  my  word  things  began. 

"  As  sound  so  went  forth,  to  the  sight  be  extended 
Word's  mission  henceforward !     The  task  I  assign, 

Embrace  —  thy  allegiance  to  evil  is  ended ! 
Have  cheer,  soul  impregnate  with  purpose  I    Combine 

Soul  and  body,  give  birth  to  my  concept  —  called  thine ! 

'Far  and  wide.  North   and  South,  East  and   West,  have 
dominion 

O'er  thought,  winged  wonder,  O  Word !    Traverse  world 
In  sunrflash  and  sphere^ong  I     Each  beat  of  thy  pinion 

Bursts  night,  beckons  day :  once  Truth's  banner  unfurled. 
Where 's  Falsehood  ?    Sun-smitten,  to  nothingness  hurled  I  '* 

More  humbly  —  so,  friends,  did  my  fault  find  redemption. 

I  sinned,  soul-entoiled  by  the  tether  of  sense : 
My  captor  reigned  master :  I  plead  no  exemption 

From  Satan's  award  to  hb  servant :  defence 
From  the  fiery  and  final  assault  would  be  —  whence  ? 
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By  making  —  as  man  might  —  to  troth  restitotion ! 

Truth  is  Gkxl :  trample  lies  and  lies'  father,  God's  foe  I 
Fix  fact  fast :  troths  change  hy  an  hoar's  revolation : 

What  deed's  very  doer,  unaided,  can  show 
How  'twas  done  a  year— month — week — day-^minnte  sgo? 

At  best,  he  relates  it  —  another  reports  it-^ 

A  third  —  nay,  a  thousandth  records  it :  andstiU 

Narration,  tradition,  no  step  but  distorts  it, 

As  down  from  troth's  height  it  goes  sliding  until 

At  the  lo^  lerel  lieinark  it  stops  —  whence  no  ddS 


Of  the  scribe,  interrening  too  tardify,  i 

—  Once  fallen  —  lost  fact  from  lie's  fate  there.    What  scribe 
—  Eyes  homy  with  poring,  hands  crippled  with  desk-ose, 

Brains  fretted  by  fancies — the  volatile  tribe 
That  tease  weary  watchera  — can  boast  that  no  bribe 

Shots  eye  and  frees  hand  and  remits  brain  from  t^hng  ? 

Truth  gained  —  can  we  stay,  at  whateyer  the  staf^, 
Troth  a-uide,  —  save  her  snow  from  its  ultimate  soSing 

In  mire,  —  by  some  process,  stamp  promptly  on  page 
Fact  spoiled  by  pen's  plodding,  make  trath  heritage 

Not  merely  of  clerics  but  poured  out,  full  measure, 
On  downs  —  every  mortal  endowed  with  a  mind  ? 

Bead,  gentle  and  simple  I    Let  labor  win  leisure 
At  last  to  bid  troth  do  all  duty  assigned. 

Not  pause  at  the  noUe  but  pass  to  the  hind  I 

How  bring  to  effect  such  swift  sure  simultaneous 

Unlimited  multii^cation  ?    How  spread 
By  an  arm-sweep  a  hand-throw  •—  no  helping  extraneous  — 

Troth  broadcast  o'er  Europe  ?    ''  The  goldsmith  "  I  said 
**  Ghnaves  linming  on  gold :  why  not  letters  on  lead?  " 

So,  Tuscan  artificer,  grodge  not  thy  pardon 
To  me  who  played  &dse,  made  a  furtive  descent. 

Found  the  sly  secret  work-«hop,  — thy  genhis  kept  guard  on 
Too  slackly  for  once,  —  and  surprised  thee  low-bent 

O'er  thy  labor  —^  some  chalice  thy  tool  would  indent 

With  a  certain  free  scroll-work  framed  round  by  a  border 
Of  foliage  and  froitage :  no  scratching  so  fine. 

No  shading  so  shy  but,  in  ordered  disorder, 
Each  flourish  came  dear,  —  ulibewildered  by  dune. 

On  the  gold,  irretrievably  right,  lay  each  line. 
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How  judge  if  thy  hand  wofltod  thy  will?    By  leviewing, 

Beyish^^  agun  and  agsm,  piece  by  piece, 
Tool's  performance,  —  this  way,  ae  I  watched.    T  was  through 
glaeing 

A  paper-like  film«etiiff^^  tidii,  oittooth,  void  of  crease, 
On  each  cut  of  Uie  graver:  press  hard  I  at  release, 

No  mark  on  the  plate  bat  the  paper  showed  doable : 

His  work  might  proceed :  as  he  judged  — space  or  speck 

Up  he  filled,  forth  he  flong— ^was  relieved  thus  from  trouble 
Lest  wrong — once— -were  right  never  more:  what  coald 
check 

Advancement,  completion?    Thus  lay  at  my  beck  — 

At  my  call— triumph  likewise!  <<  For  "  cried  I '<  what  hinders 
That  graving  tarns  Printing  ?    Stamp  one  word  -^^  not  one 

Bat  fifty  sach,  phooniz4ike,  sprii^  from  death's  cinders,  — 
Since  death  is  word's  doom,  clerics  hide  from  the  sun 

As  some  churl  closets  up  this  rare  chalice."     Gfo,  run 

Hiv  race  tfow,  Fdsf s  child  I     High,  O  Printing,  and  holy 
Thy  mission !    Tliese  types,  see,  I  chop  and  I  change 

Till  the  words,  every  letter,  a  pageful,  not  slowly 
Yet  sorely  lies  fixed :  last  of  aU,  I  arrange 

A  paper  beneath,  stamp  it,  loosen  it  1 

nssT  FBmrD* 


SBOQlfD  VBJXSDm 

How  rimple  exceedingly  I 


Bustle,  my  Schcef er ! 
Set  type, — quick,  Genesheim I    Turn  screw  nowl 


Just  that! 

StyUBXB  VKBNIK 

And  no  soch  vast  mixaele  I 

FUBT* 

**  Plough  wiHi  my  heifer, 
Ye  find  out  my  riddle,"  quoth  Samson,  and  pat 
He  speaks  to  the  purpose.    Grapes  squeezed  in  the  vat 
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Yield  to  saglit  and  to  taste  what  is  nrnple — a  liqfiiid 
Mere  urchins  may  sip:  but  give  time,  let  ferment  — 

Yon  Ve  wine,  manhood's  master!    Well,  ^^recUus  st  qtad 
NovisHs  im^peft4iie  I "    Wait  the  eyent, 

Then  weigh  the  result !     But,  whate'er  Thy  intent, 

0  Thou,  the  one  force  in  the  whole  Tariation 

Of  visible  nature,  —  at  work — do  I  doubt  ?  — 
From  Thy  first  to  our  last,  in  perpetual  creation  — 

A  film  hides  us  from  Thee  —  'twixt  inside  and  out, 
A  film,  on  this  earth  where  Thou  bringest  about 

New  marvels,  new  forms  of  the  glorious,  the  gracious. 
We  bow  to,  we  bless  for :  no  star  bursts  haven's  dome 

But  Thy  finger  impels  it,  no  weed  peeps  audacious 
Earth's  clay-floor  from  out,  but  Thy  finger  makes  room 

For  one  world's-want  the  more  in  Thy  Coonos :  presome 

Shall  Man,  Microeosmos,  to  claim  the  conception 
Of  grandeur,  of  beauty,  in  thought,  word  or  deed  ? 

1  toiled,  but  Thy  light  on  my  dubiousest  step  shone : 
If  I  reach  the  glad  goal,  is  it  I  who  succeed 

Who  stumbled  at  starting  tripped  up  by  a  zeed, 

Or  Thou  ?    Knowledge  only  and  absolute,  glory  - 

As  utter  be  Thine  who  ooncedest  a  spaik 
Of  Thy  spheric  perfection  to  earth's  transitory 

Existences  I     Nothing  that  lives,  but  Thy  mark 
Gives  law  to  —  life's  li^t :  what  is  doomed  to  tfie  dark? 

Where 's  ignorance  ?    Answer,  creation  I    What  height. 
What  depth  has  escaped  Thy  commandment  —  to  Know? 

What  birth  in  the  ore>bed  but  answers  aright 
Thy  sting  at  its  heart  which  impels — bids  **  E'en  so. 

Not  otherwise  move  or  be  motionless,  — grow, 

*'  Decline,  disappear !  "     Is  the  plant  in  default 
How  to  bud,  when  to  branch  forth?    Hie  bird  and  the  beast 

—  Do  they  doubt  if  their  safety  be  found  in  assault 
Or  escape  ?    Worm  or  fly,  of  what  atoms  the  least 

But  follows  light's  graidanee,  —  will  famish,  not  feast  ? 

In  such  various  deme,  fly  and  worm,  ore  and  plant, 
All  know,  none  is  wiUess :   around  each,  a  w«ll 

Encloses  the  portion,  or  ample  or  scant, 

Of  Knowledge :  beyond  which  one  hair's  breadth,  for  all 

lies  blank  —  not  so  much  as  a  blaelmess  — -  a  pall 
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Some  sense  aniniAgined  most  penetrate :  plain 

Is  only  old  license  to  stand,  walk  or  sit, 
Move  so  far  and  so  wide  in  the  narrow  domain 

Allotted  each  nature  for  life's  use :  past  it 
How  inmiensity  spreads  does  he  gaess  ?    Not  a  whit 

Does  he  care  ?    Just  as  little.     Without  ?    No,  within 

Concerns  him  ?  he  Knows.     Man  Ignores  —  thanks  to  Thee 

Who  madest  him  know,  hut  —  in  knowing — hegin 
To  know  still  new  yastness  of  knowledge  must  be 

Outside  him  —  to  enter,  to  trayerse,  in  fee 

Have  and  hold !  **  Oh,  Man's  ignorance ! "  hear  the  fool  whine! 

How  were  it,  for  better  or  worse,  didst  thou  grunt 
Contented  with  si^ience  —  the  lot  of  the  swine 

Who  knows  he  was  bom  for  just  truffles  to  hunt  ?  — 
Monks'  Paradise  —  ^* Semper  sint  res  uti  want!  " 

No,  Man 's  the  prerogatiye  —  knowledge  once  gained  — 
To  ignore,  —  find  new  knowledge  to  press  for,  to  swerve 

In  pursuit  of,  no,  not  for  a  moment :  attained  — 

Why,  onward  through  ignorance !     Dare  and  deserre  I 

As  still  to  its  asymptote  s^edeth  the  curye, 

So  approximates  Man  —  Thee,  who,  reachable  not, 
mat  formed  him  to  yearningly  follow  Thy  whole 

Sole  and  single  omniscience ! 

Such,  friends,  is  my  lot : 
I  am  back  with  the  world :  one  more  step  to  the  goal 

Thanks  for  reaching  I  render  —  Fust's  help  to  Man's  soul  I 

Mere  mechanical  help  ?    So  the  hand  gives  a  toss 
To  the  falcon,  —  aloft  once,  spread  pinions  and  fly. 

Best  air  hx  and  wide,  up  and  down  and  across  I 
My  Press  strains  artremble :  whose  masterful  eye 

WiU  be  first,  in  new  regions,  new  truth  to  desciy  ? 

Give  chase,  soul !    Be  sure  each  new  capture  consigned 
To  my  Types  will  go  forth  to  the  world,  like  God's  bread 

— -  Miraculous  food  not  for  body  but  mind. 
Truth's  manna  I     How  say  you  ?    Put  case  that,  instead 

Of  old  learing  and  lies,  we  superiorly  fed 

These  Heroticsy  Hussites  .  .  • 
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FEJJUIDu 

Fint  answer  my  qneiy  I 


U  nired,  art  tboa  happj  ? 


FDBT. 

I  was  and  I  atn. 


Thv  viflage  oonfinns  it :  how  eomes,  then,  diat-^ weaij 
And  woe-begone  late  —  wasitabiow,  wasitaham?-^ 
We  found  thee  sunk  thiswiee  ? 

SBOOiKD  FIULUNIIw 

—  In  need  of  the  dram 
Vtcm  the  flaak  which  a  proyident  nei^borinig^  cutj ! 

FDBT. 

Ah,  friends,  the  fredi  trimnph  soon  fliekers,  fast  fades ! 
I  hailed  Word's  dispersion :  oonld  heaitleaps  bat  tany! 

Thfongh  me  does  Print farnishTrntb  wings?    The  same sidi 
CSanse  Falsehood  to  range  just  as  widelj.    What  raids 

On  a  region  undreamed  of  does  Printing  enable 
Truth's  foe  to  effect !    Printed  leadng  ahd  lies 

May  speed  to  the  world's  brthest  comer  —  gitoss  £aUe 
No  less  than  pore  &ct  —  to  impede,  neatnlise. 

Abolish  God's  gpft  and  Man's  gain! 

VIBST  VKEBSSDm 

IXMt  sunmiwi 

What  stnick  me  at  first  blosh?    Oar  Beghards,  Waldenses, 
Jeronimites,  Hossites  —  does  one  show  his  head, 

Spoat  heresy  now  ?    Not  a  priest  in  his  senses 
Deigns  answer  mere  speech,  bat  mles  fagots  instead. 

Refines  as  by  ^x^  and,  him  silenced,  aU  's  said. 

Whereas  if  in  fatare  I  pen  an  opascole 

Defying  retoH,  as  of  old  when  rash  tongnes 
Were  easy  to  tame,  —  straight  seme  knare  of  die  Hott-Sdbool 

Prints  answer  forsooth !     Stop  invisible  longs? 
Ilie  barrel  of  blasphemy  broached  onee,  yAm  bongs  ? 
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SBOOKD  VBJJUIJO. 

Does  my  sermoDy  next  Easter,  meet  fitting  aooeptanee? 

£ach  captions  dispntative  boy  has  his  qnirk 
**  An  euique  eredendwn  sit?"    Well,  the  Chnich  kept  ^ ans ^ 

In  order  till  Fast  set  his  engine  at  work ! 
What  trash  will  come  flying  from  Jew,  Moor,  and  Turk 

When,  gooeeqnill,  thy  reign  o'er  the  world  is  abolished  I 
Goose  —  ominous  name !     With  a  goose  woe  began  .- 

Qnoth  Hnss  —  which  means  **  goose ''  in  his  idiom  unpolished  — - 
^  Ye  bum  now  a  Goose :  there  succeeds  me  a  Swan 

Te  shall  find  quench  your  fire !  '* 

FD8T. 

I  foresee  such  a  man* 
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TO  MB&  ARTHUB  BBONSON. 

To  whom  but  yon,  dear  FUend,  ilioiild  I  dedicate  Tenea— aonie  few 
wnttaii,  all  of  tfaem  snperviaed,  to  tl^e  comfort  of  your  preaenoe,  and  with 
yet  another  experience  of  the  gradooa  hoapitality  now  beetowed  on  me 
ainoe  ao  many  a  year,  —  adding  a  chann  even  to  my  residenoea  at  Venice, 
and  leaving  me  little  regret  for  the  snrpriae  and  delight  at  my  yiaiti  to 
Aaolo  in  byg^e  days  ? 

I  unite,  yon  will  see,  the  diMX>nnected  poema  by  a  title-name  popularly 
aaoribed  to  the  inventiYeneas  of  the  anaent  aeeretary  of  Queen  Comaro 
whoae  palace-tower  still  overlooks  us :  Aaolare  —  **  to  disport  in  the  open 
air,  amuse  one*B  self  at  random."  The  objection  that  such  a  word  nowhere 
ooours  in  the  works  of  the  Cardinal  is  haidly  important —  Bembo  waa  too 
thorough  a  purist  to  conserre  in  print  a  term  which  in  talk  he  might  poasi- 
Uy  toy  with :  but  the  word  is  more  likely  derived  from  a  Spaniui  source. 
I  nae  it  for  love  of  the  place,  and  in  requital  of  your  pleasant  assurance 
that  aa  early  poem  of  imne  first  attmoted  you  thither — where  and  elae« 
where,  at  La  liura  as  C4  Alvisi,  may  all  happiness  attend  you  I 

Ghatefnlly  and  affectionately  yours, 

4sau>:  Oetober  15, 1889, 

PROLOGUE. 

"The  Poet's  age  is  sad :  for  why? 

In  yoath,  the  natural  world  could  show 
No  common  object  but  his  eye 

At  once  involved  with  alien  glow  -v- 
His  own  soul's  iris-bow. 


"  And  now  a  flower  is  just  a  flower : 

Man,  bird,  beast  are  but  beast,  bird,  man-* 
Simply  themselves,  uncinct  by  dower 

Of  dyes  which,  when  life's  day  began. 
Round  each  in  glory  ran." 

Friend,  did  yon  need  an  optic  glass, 
Which  were  your  choice  ?    A  lens  to  drape 

In  ruby,  emerald,  chrysopras. 
Each  object  —  or  reveal  its  shape 

Clear  outlined,  past  escape, 
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The  naked  veiy  thing?  —  so  dear 

That,  when  yon  had  the  chance  to  gaie^ 

Ton  found  its  inmost  self  appear 
Through  outer  seeming — truth  aUasey 

Not  falsehood's  fancy-hue  ? 

How  many  a  year,  my  Asolo, 
Since  —  one  step  just  from  sea  to  land— 

I  found  you,  loyed  yet  feared  you  so  — 
For  natural  objects  seemed  to  stand 

ndpaUyfize-dothedl    No— 

No  mastery  of  mine  o'er  these ! 

Terror  with  beauty,  like  ihe  Bush 
Burning  but  unconsumed.    Bend  knees. 

Drop  eyes  to  earthward!    Language?    IViahl 
Silence  't  is  awe  decrees. 

And  now?    The  lambent  flame  is — where? 

Lost  from  the  naked  world :  earth,  sky, 
Hill,  vale,  tree,  flower, — Italia's  rare 

O'er-nmning  beauty  crowds  the  eye — 
But  flame?    The  Bush  is  bare. 

Hill,  vale,  tree,  flower— they  stand  distinct, 
Nature  to  know  and  name.    What  then  ? 

A  Voice  spoke  thence  which  strai^t  ""^^»^H 
Fancy  horn  fact :  see,  all 's  in  ken : 

Has  once  my  eyelid  winked  ? 

No,  for  the  purged  ear  apprehends 
Earth's  import,  not  the  eye  late  daxed : 

The  Voice  said,  '<  Call  my  works  thy  friends  I 
At  Nature  dost  thou  shrink  amazed  ? 

Qod  is  it  who  transcends." 
AsoLO:  Stptemim 6, 1889. 


BOSNT. 

WoB,  he  went  galloping  into  the  war, 

Cbra,  Ckral 
Let  us  two  dream :  shall  he  'scape  with  a  scar/ 

Scarcely  disfigurement,  rather  a  grace 
Making  for  manhood  which  nowise  we  mar : 
See,  while  I  kiss  it,  the  flush  on  his  face  — 
Bosny,  Bosny  1 
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light  do68  he  langh :  ''  With  your  love  in  my  soul ''  — 
(Clara,  Clara  1) 
'*  How  could  I  other  than — soimd,  safe,  and  whole  -— 
Cleave  who  opposed  me  asunder,  yet  stand 
Scatheless  heside  yon,  as,  touching  lore's  goal, 

Who  won  the  race  kneels,  craves  reward  at  your  hand  «- 
Bosny,  Bosny  ?  " 

Ay,  but  if  certain  who  envied  should  see ! 

Clara,  Clara, 
Certain  who  simper :  <'  The  hero  for  me 

Hardly  of  life  were  so  chary  as  miss 
Death — death  and  fame — that 's  love's  guerdon  when  She 
Boasts,  proud  bereaved  one,  her  choice  fell  on  this 

Rosny,  Bosny ! " 

So,  —  go  on  dreaming,  —  he  lies  mid  a  heap 

(Clara,  Clanh) 
Of  the  slain  by  his  hand :  what  is  death  but  a  sleep  ? 

Dead,  with  my  portrait  displayed  on  his  breast : 
Love  wrought  his  undoing :  '*  No  prudence  could  keep 
The  lov^-maddened  wretch  from  his  fate."    That  is  besty 
Bosny,  Bosny  I 


DUBIETY. 

I  WILL  be  happy  if  but  for  once : 

Only  help  me.  Autumn  weather. 
Me  and  my  cares  to  screen,  ensconce 

In  luxury's  sof Brlap  of  leather ! 

Sleep  ?    Nay,  comfort  —  with  just  a  doud 

Suffusing  day  too  clear  and  bright : 
Eve's  essence,  the  single  drop  allowed 

To  suUy,  like  milk.  Noon's  water-white. 

Let  gauziness  shade,  not  shroud,  —  adjust, 
Dui  and  not  deaden,  —  somehow  sheathe 

Aught  sharp  in  the  rough  world's  busy  thrust, 
U  it  reach  me  through  dreaming's  vapor-wreath. 

Be  life  so,  all  things  ever  the  same ! 

For,  what  has  disarmed  the  world  ?    Outside 
Qoiet  and  peace :  inside,  nor  blame 

Nor  want,  nor  wish  whate'er  betide. 
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What  18  it  like  that  has  happened  before? 

A  dream  ?    No  dream,  more  real  by  moeh. 
A  yisioii  ?    But  fanciful  days  of  yore 

Brought  many :  mere  musing  seems  not  sach. 

Perhaps  but  a  memory,  after  aU ! 

—  Of  what  came  once  when  a  woman  leant 
To  feel  for  my  brow  where  her  kiss  might  falL 

Truth  ever,  truth  only  the  excellent ! 


NOW. 

Out  of  your  whole  life  give  but  a  moment  I 

All  of  your  life  that  has  gone  before, 

All  to  come  after  it,  —  so  you  ignore, 

So  you  make  perfect  the  present,  —  condense, 

In  a  rapture  of  rage,  for  perfection's  endowmenfti 

Thought  and  feeling  and  soul  and  sense  — 

Merged  in  a  moment  which  gives  me  at  last 

You  around  me  for  once,  you  beneath  me,  above  me  ^^ 

Me  —  sure  that  despite  of  time  future,  time  past,  — 

This  tick  of  our  life-time's  one  moment  you  love  me! 

How  long  such  suspension  may  linger  ?    Ah,  Sweet— ^ 

The  moment  eternal  —  just  that  and  no  more  — 

When  ecstasy's  utmost  we  clutch  at  the  core 

While  cheeks  bum,  arms  open,  eyes  shut  and  lips  meet! 


HUMILITY. 

What  girl  but,  haying  gathered  flowersi 
Stript  the  beds  and  spoilt  the  bowers, 
From  the  lapful  light  she  carries 
Drops  a  careless  bud  ?  —  nor  tarries 
To  regain  the  waif  and  stray : 
''  Store  enough  for  home  " — she  '11  say. 

So  say  I  too :  give  your  lover 
Heaps  of  loving  —  under,  over, 
Whelm  him  —  make  the  one  the  wealthy  I 
Am  I  all  so  poor  who  —  stealthy 
Work  it  was !  —  picked  up  what  fell: 
Not  the  worst  bud — who  can  tell  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A  PEAEL,  A  GIRL  889 


POETICSS. 

«  So  say  the  foolish!''    Say  the  foolish  so,  Love  ? 

'< Flower  she  is.  my  rose''  —  or  else,  ^^My  very  swan  is 
she"— 
Or  perhaps,  '<  Ton  maid-moon,  blessing  earth  below,  Love, 
"Diat  art  thou!"  —  to  ihcan,  belike:  no  soch  vain  words 
from  me. 

*<  Hash,  rose,  blosh !  no  balm  like  breath,"  I  chide  it : 

«  Bend  thy  neck  its  best,  swan,  —  hers  the  whiter  cnrye ! " 

Be  the  moon  the  moon :  my  Love  I  place  beside  it : 

What  is  she  ?    Her  hmnanself, — no  lo|rer  word  will  senre. 


SUMMUM  BONUM. 

AXiLthebreathand  the  bloom  of  the  year  in  the  bag  of  one  bee : 
All  the  wonder  and  wealth  of  the  mine  in  the  heart  of  one  gem : 
In  the  core  of  one  pearl  all  the  shade  and  the  shine  of  the  sea : 
Breath  and  bloom,  shade  and  shine,  —  wonder,  wealth,  and  — 
how  far  above  them  — 

Tmth,  that's  brighter  than  gem, 
Trust,  that's  purer  than  pearl,  — 
Bzig^iteflt  tmth,  porest  trust  in  the  nniverse — all  were  fair  me 
In  tlie  kiss  of  one  girL 


A  FEABL,  A  GIRL. 

A  fliMFZJB  ring  with  a  single  stone 
To  the  vnlgar  eye  no  stone  of  price : 

Whisper  the  right  word,  that  alone  — 
Forth  starts  a  sprite,  like  fire  from  ice. 

And  lo,  yon  are  lord  (says  an  Eastern  scroll) 

Of  heaven  and  earth,  lord  whole  and  sole 
Through  the  power  in  a  pearL 

A  woman  ('t  is  I  this  time  that  say) 
With  litUe  the  world  counts  wordiy  praise : 

Utter  the  true  word  —  out  and  away 
Escapes  her  soul :  I  am  wrapt  in  blaze. 

Creation's  lord,  of  heaven  and  earth 

Lord  whole  and  sole  — by  a  minute's  birth  — - 
Through  the  love  in  a  girl ! 
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specdlahve. 

Others  may  need  new  life  in  Heaven-^ 
Man,  Natniey  Art — made  new,  assomel 

Man  with  new  mind  old  sense  to  leaven, 
Natore,  —  new  light  to  dear  old  gloom, 

Art  that  breaks  bounds,  gets  soaring-room. 

I  shall  pray :  ^^  Fagitiye  as  precions  — 
Minates  which  passed,  —  retom,  remain  I 

Let  earth's  old  life  once  more  enmesh  us. 
Yon  with  old  pleasore,  me  —  old  pain. 

So  we  bat  meet  nor  part  again  I " 


WHITE  WrrCHCRAPT. 

If  yon  and  I  could  change  to  beasts,  what  beast  shoold  eithof 

be? 
Shall  yon  and  I  play  Jore  for  once?    Tom  fox  then,  I  deereel 
Shy  wild  sweet  stealer  of  the  grapes !    Now  do  yoor  worst  on 

me! 

And  ihns  yon  think  to  spite  your  friend  *-  tuned  loathsome  ? 

What,atoad? 
So,  all  men  shrink  and  shnn  me !     Dear  men,  pursue  yonr  road ! 
Leave  but  my  crevice  in  the  stone,  a  reptile's  fit  abode ! 

Now  say  your  worst,  Canidia!    **He's  loathsome,  I  allow: 
There  may  or  may  not  lurk  a  pearl  beneath  his  packered  brow; 
Bat  see  his  eyes  that  follow  mine — love  lasts  there,  anyhow/' 


BAD  DREAMS.    L 

Last  night  I  saw  you  in  my  deep :  . 

And  how  yoor  charm  of  face  was  changed  ] 
I  asked,  "  Some  love,  some  faith  yon  keep  ?  " 

Ton  answered,  '*  Faith  gone,  love  estnuiged.'* 

Whereat  I  woke—  a  twofold  bliss: 
Waking  was  one,  but  next  there  came 

This  other:  <<Thoagh  I  felt,  for  this, 
My  heart  break,  I  loved  on  the  i 
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BAD  DREAMS.    IL 

Ton  in  the  flesh  and  here  — 
Your  very  self !    Now,  wait ! 

One  word !    May  I  hope  or  fear  ? 
Most  I  speak  in  love  or  hate  ? 

Stay  while  I  ruminate  I 

The  bust  and  each  circmnstanoe 
Dare  yon  disown  ?    Not  you ! 

That  vast  dome,  that  huge  danoe. 
And  the  gloom  which  overgrew 

A— possibly  festive  crew ! 

For  why  should  men  dance  at  all— 
Why  women  —  a  crowd  of  both  — 

Unless  they  are  gay  ?    Strange  ball^ 
Hands  and  feet  plighting  troth, 

Yet  partners  enforced  and  loth  I 

Of  who  danced  there,  no  shape 
Did  I  recognize :  tiiwart,  perverse^ 

Each  grasped  each,  past  escape 
In  a  whirl  or  weary  or  worse : 

Man's  sneer  met  woman's  curse, 

While  he  and  she  toiled  as  if 
Their  guardian  set  galley-slaves 

To  supple  chained  limbs  grown  stiff : 
Unmanaded  trulls  and  knaves  — 

The  lash  for  who  misbehaves ! 

And  a  gloom  was,  all  the  while. 

Deeper  and  deeper  yet 
O'ergrowing  the  rank  and  file 

Of  that  army  of  haters — set 
To  mimio  Iove*s  f  ever-&et. 

By  the  wall-side  close  I  crept, 

Avoiding  the  livid  maze, 
And,  safely  so  far,  outstepped 

On  a  chamber  —  a  chapel,  says 
My  memoiy  or  betrays  — 
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C3ofletlike,  kept  aloof 

From  onaeemly  witnewdng 
What  sport  made  floor  and  roof 

Of  the  Devil's  palace  ring 
While  his  Damned  amused  their  king. 

Ay,  for  a  low  lamp  burned. 

And  a  silence  lay  aboat 
What  I,  in  the  midst,  discerned 

Though  dimly  till,  past  doubt, 
rTwas  a  sort  of  throne  stood  out — 

W^  seat  with  steps,  at  least: 
And  the  topmost  step  was  fiDed 

By  —  whomr    What  vestured  priest? 
A  stranger  to  me, — his  guild, 

His  cult,  unreconciled 

To  my  knowledge  how  guild  and  cuU 
Are  clothed  in  this  world  of  ours: 

I  pondered,  but  no  result 

Came  to  —  unless  that  Giaours 

So  worship  the  Lower  Powers. 

When  suddenly  who  entered  ? 

Who  knelt  —  did  you  guess  I  saw? 
Who  —  raising  that  feice  where  centred 

Allegiance  to  love  and  law 
So  lately  —  off-casting  awe, 

Down-treading  reserve,  away 
Thrusting  respect  .  .  •  but  mine 

Stands  firm  — firm  still  shall  stay  I 
Ask  Satan  1  for  I  decline 

To  tell — what  I  saw,  in  fine! 

Tet  here  in  the  flesh  you  come  — 
Tour  same  self,  form  and  face,— 

In  the  eyes,  mirth  still  at  home ! 
On  the  lips,  that  commonplace 

Perfection  of  honest  grace  I 

Yet  your  errand  is — needs  must  be<^ 
To  palliate  —  well,  explain, 

Expurgate  in  some  degree 
Tour  soul  of  its  ngly  stain. 

Oh,  you — the  good  in  grain  — 
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How  was  it  joor  white  took  tiiiffe? 

«  A  mere  dream  "  —  never  objeet ! 
Sleep  leaves  a  door  on  hinge 

Whence  sool,  ere  onr  flesh  sospeoti 
Is  off  and  away :  detect 

Her  vagaries  when  loose^  who  can  I 

Be  she  pranksome,  be  she  prodcy 
Disguise  with  the  day  began : 

With  the  night — ah,  what  ensned 
IVom  dran^ts  of  a  drink  hell-brewed? 

Then  She:  '<  What  a  queer  wild  dream  I 

And  perhaps  the  best  fun  is  — 
Myself  had  its  fellow  —  I  seem 

Scarce  awake  from  yet     'T  was  this<^ 
ShaUItellyon?    Fir8t,akiBsI 

^  For  the  fault  was  just  your  own,  — 

'T  is  myself  expect  apology : 
Yon  warned  me  to  let  alone 

(Since  our  studies  were  mere  philology) 
That  ticklish  (you  said)  Anthology. 

'<  So  I  dreamed  that  I  passed  exam 

Till  a  question  posed  me  sore : 
'  Who  translated  this  epigram 

By  —  an  author  we  best  ignore  ? ' 
And  I  answered, '  Hannah  More '  1 " 


BAD  DREAMS.    HI. 

Tms  was  my  dream :  I  saw  a  Forest 

Old  as  the  earth,  no  track  nor  trace 
Of  unmade  man.     Thou,  Soul,  expbrest-* 

Though  in  a  trembling  rapture  —  space 
Lnmeasurable  I     Shrubs,  turned  trees. 
Trees  that  touch  heaven,  support  its  freize 
Studded  with  sun  and  moon  and  star : 
While  —  oh,  the  enormous  growths  that  bar 
Mine  eye  from  penetrating  past 

Their  tangled  twine  where  lurks  —  nay,  lives 
Royally  lone,  some  brute-^rpe  cast 

r  the  rough,  time  cancels,  man  forgives. 
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On,  Soul !    I  taw  a  lucid  C% 

Of  aichitectoral  device 
Eveiy  way  perfect.    Paase  for  pity, 

lightning !  nor  leave  a  cicatrice 
On  those  bright  marbles,  dome  and  spiie^ 
Stmctores  padatial, — streets  which  mire 
Darea  not  defile,  paved  all  too  fine 
For  hnman  footsteps'  smirch,  not  thine  -^ 
Frond  solitary  traverser, 

My  Soul,  of  silent  lengths  of  way — 
With  what  ecstatic  dread,  aver. 

Lest  life  start  sanctioned  by  thy  stay  I 

Ah,  bnt  ihe  last  sight  was  ihe  hideous! 

A  City,  yes,  —  a  Forest,  true,  — 
Bat  each  devouring  each.    Perfidious 

Snake-plants  had  strangled  what  I  knew 
Was  a  pavilion  once :  eadi  oak 
Held  on  his  horns  some  spoil  he  broke 
By  surreptitiously  beneath 
Upthrusting :  pavements,  as  with  teeth. 
Griped  huge  weed  widening  crack  and  split 

In  squares  and  circles  stone-work  erst 
Oh,  Nature-— good !    Oh,  Art-— no  whit 

Less  worthy!    Both  in  one  —  aoeont  I 


BAD  DREAMS.     IV. 

It  happened  thus :  my  slab,  though  new, 
Was  getting  weather-stained,  —  beside^ 

Herbage,  balm,  peppermint  o'ergrew 
Letter  and  letter :  till  you  trieid 

Somewhat,  the  Name  was  scarce  desemd. 

Thai  strong  stern  man  my  lover  came : 
—  Was  he  my  lover  ?    Call  him,  pray, 

My  life's  cold  critic  bent  on  blame 
Of  all  poor  I  could  do  or  say 

To  make  me  worth  his  love  one  day  ^ 

One  far  day  when,  by  diligent 
And  dutiful  amending  faults. 

Foibles,  all  weaknesses  which  went 
To  challenge  and  excuse  assaults 

Of  culture  wronged  by  taste  that  halts  -^ 
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Diflerepancies  should  mar  no  plan 

Symmetric  of  the  qualities 
Claiming  respect  from — say —  a  man 

That 's  strong  and  stem.    ''  Once  more  he  pries 
Into  me  with  tb)se  critic  eyes  I '' 

No  qnestion  I  so  -» '<  Condade,  condemn 

Each  failure  my  poor  self  avows  I 
Leave  to  its  fate  all  yon  contemn ! 

There 's  Solomon's  selected  spouse : 
Earth  needs  must  hold  such  maids — choose  ilieml  ** 

Why,  he  was  weeping  I    Surely  gone 
Stenmess  and  strength :  with  eyes  to  ground 

And  voice  a  broken  monotone  — 
"  Only  be  as  you  were !     Abotmd 

In  foibles,  faults,  — laugh,  robed  and  crowned 

^  As  Folly's  veriest  queen, — care  I 

One  feather-fluff  ?    Look  pity.  Love, 
On  prostrate  me  —  your  foot  shall  try 

lliis  forehead's  use — motmt  thence  abovOf 
Anii  reach  what  Heaven  you  dignify  I " 

Now,  what  could  bring  such  change  about  ? 

The  thought  perplexed :  till,  f oUowing 
His  gaze  upon  tiie  ground,  —  why,  out 

Came  all  the  secret  I     So,  a  tlung 
Thus  simple  has  deposed  my  king ! 

For,  spite  of  weeds  that  strove  to  spoil 

Plain  reading  on  the  lettered  slab. 
My  name  was  dear  enough — no  soil 

E&ced  the  date  when  one  chance  stab 
Of  scorn  ...  if  only  ghosts  might  blab! 


INAPPREHENSIVENES& 

Wb  two  stood  simply  friend-like  side  by  side. 

Viewing  a  twilight  country  far  and  wide, 

T1U  she  at  length  broke  silence.     ^'  How  it  towers 

Tender,  the  ruin  o'er  this  vale  of  ours  I 

The  West's  faint  flare  behind  it  so  relieves 

Its  rugged  outline  —  sight  perhaps  deeeivesy 

Or  I  could  almost  fancy  that  I  see 
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A  fanmch  ware  plain  — l>el]ke  some  wiad-sown  txee 

Chance-rooted  where  a  mimdng  turret  was. 

What  would  I  give  for  the  perspectiYe  g^aas 

At  home,  to  make  oat  if  't  is  rea%  so  I 

Has  Buskin  noticed  here  at  Asob 

That  certain  weed-growths  on  the  ravaged  wall 

Seem  "...  something  that  I  could  not  say  at  aU, 

My  thought  hong  rather  —  as  absorhed  she  sent 

Look  onward  after  look  from  ejres  distent 

With  longing  to  reach  HeaTen's  gate  left  ajar  -« 

^  Oh,  fancies  that  might  be,  oh,  facts  that  are ! 
What  of  a  wilding  ?    By  you  stands,  and  may 
So  stand  mmotic^  till  the  Judgment  Day, 
One  who,  if  once  aware  that  your  regard 
Claimed  what  his  heart  holds,  —  woke,  as  from  its  swaid 
The  flower,  the  dormant  passion,  so  to  speak  — 
Then  what  a  rush  of  life  would  startling  wreak 
Bevenge  on  your  inapprehensive  stare 
While,  from  the  ruin  and  the  West's  faint  flare. 
Ton  let  your  eyes  meet  mine,  touch  what  yon  term 
Quietude  —  that 's  an  uniyerse  in  germ — 
^e  dormant  passion  needing  but  a  look 
To  burst  into  immense  life ! " 

'<No,  the  book 
Which  noticed  how  the  wall-growths  waye,"  said  she^ 

<<  Was  not  by  Buskin." 

I  said,  <<  Vernon  Lee?" 


WHICH? 

So,  the  three  Court-ladies  b^;an 
Their  trial  of  who  judged  best 
Li  esteeming  the  loye  of  a  man : 
Who  preferred  with  most  reason  was  thereby  confessed 
Boy-Cupid's  exemplary  catcher  and  eager ; 
An  Abb^  crossed  legs  to  decide  on  the  wager. 

First  the  Duchesse :  ''Mine  for  me — 

Who  were  it  but  God's  for  BBm, 
And  the  King's  for  —  who  but  he  ? 
Both  faithful  and  loyal,  one  grace  more  shall  biim 
£bs  cup  with  perfection :  a  ladps  true  loyer, 
He  holds — saye  his  God  and  his  king <—  none  aboye  her* 
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**I  require "  — outspoke  the  Marquise  — 
''Pure  thoiu;hts,  ay,  but  also  fine  deeds: 
Flay  the  paudin  must  he,  to  please 
My  whim,  and  —  to  proTe  my  knight's  service  ezoeeds 
Tour  saint's  and  your  lojralist's  praying  and  kneeling — 
Show  wounds,  eadi  wide  mouth  to  my  mercy  appealmg." 

Then  the  Ckrantesse :  ''  My  choice  be  a  wreteh| 

Mere  loeel  in  body  and  soul, 
Thrice  accurst  I     What  care  I,  so  he  stretch 
Arms  to  me  his  sole  saviour,  love's  ultimate  goal, 
Out  of  earth  and  men's  noise — names  of  '  infidel,'  <  traitdr. 
Cast  up  at  him  ?    Crown  me,  crown's  adjudicator  I " 

And  the  Abbd  uncrossed  his  legs, 

Took  snuff,  a  reflective  pinc^ 
Broke  silence :  '^  The  question  begs 
Much  pondering  ere  I  pronounce.     Sluill  I  flinch  ? 
The  love  which  to  one  and  one  only  has  reference 
Seems  terribly  like  what  perhaps  gains  God's  pref  erencOi'' 


THE  CARDINAL  AND  THE  DOG. 

CBB9CBNZI0,  the  Pope's  Legate  at  the  High  Council,  Trent, 
—  Tear  Fifteen  htmdred  twenty-two,  Mutsh  Twen^-five— in« 

tent 
On  writing  letters  to  the  Pope  till  late  into  the  night. 
Rose,  weary,  to  refresh  himself,  and  saw  a  monstrous  sight : 
(I  give  mine  Author's  very  words :  he  penned,  I  reindite.) 

A  black  Dog  of  vast  bigness,  eyes  flaming,  ears  that  hung 
Down  to  the  very  ground  almost,  into  the  chamber  sprung 
And  made  directly  for  him,  and  laid  himself  right  under 
The  table  where  Crescenzio  wrote  —  who  called  in  fear  and 

wonder 
His  servants  in  the  anto*room,  commanded  every  one 
To  look  for  and  find  out  the  beast :  but,  loolong,  they  found 

none. 

The  Cardinal  fell  melancholy,  then  sick,  soon  after  died : 
And  at  Verona,  as  he  lay  on  his  death-bed,  he  cried 
Aloud  to  drive  away  the  Dog  that  leapt  on  his  bedside. 
Heaven  keep  us  Protestants  from  harm:  the  rest  .  •  •  no  ill 
betide  I 
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THE  POPE  AND  THE  NET. 

What,  he  on  whom  our  voieea  Qnammondy  nn* 

Made  Pope  at  our  last  Conclave?    Full  low  his  life  began: 

His  &ther  earned  the  daily  bread  as  jnst  a  fiflherman. 

So  mach  liie  more  his  boy  minds  book,  pvee  TOOof  of  molhei^w^ 
Beoomes  first  Deacon,  and  then  Priest,  then  Bishop :  see  him  sift 
No  less  thM»  Cardinal  erelong,  while  no  one  cries  '' Unfit! 

But  some  one  smirks,  some  other  smiles,  jogs  elbow  and  nods 
head: 

Each  winks  at  each:  «"I-&ith,  a  rise!  Saint  Peter's  nel»  in- 
stead 

Of  sword  and  keys,  is  come  in  Togue!"  Ton  think  he  bhishsa 
red? 

Not  he,  of  hamble  holy  heart  I    "  Unworthy  me ! "  he  sighs : 
^^  From  fisher's  dradge  to  Church's  prince  —  it  is  indeed  a  lisai 
So,  here 's  my  way  to  keep  the  fact  forever  in  my  eyes ! " 

And  straightway  in  his  palace-hall,  where  commonly  is  set 
Some  coat-of-arms,  some  portraiture  ancestral,  lo,  we  met 
His  mean  estate's  reminder  in  his  fisher-father's  net! 

Which  step  conciliates  all  and  some,  stops  cavil  in  a  trice : 
**The  humble  holy  heart  that  holds  of  new-bom  pride  no  spieel 
He's  just  the  saint  to  choose  for  Pope! "     Each  adds,  ^^T is 
my  advice." 

So,  Pope  he  was:  and  when  we  flowed  —  its  sacred  slij^per 

on  — 
To  kiss  his  foot,  we  lifted  eyes,  alack  the  thing  was  gone  — 
That  guarantee  of  lowlihead,  —  eclipsed  that  star  which  shone  I 

Bach  eyed  his  fellow,  one  and  all  kept  silence.     I  cried,  ^  Pish  I 
1 11  make  me  spokesman  for  the  rest,  express  the  conmoion  wish. 
Why,  Father,  is  the  net  removed?"     ''Son,  it  hath  canght  the 
flah." 
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THE  BEAN-PEAST. 

Hb  wm  the  man — Pope  SixtuB,  that  Pifth,  that  swinehaid's 

son: 
He  knew  the  right  thing,  did  it,  and  thanked  God  when  't  was 

done: 
Bat  of  all  he  had  to  thank  for,  my  fancy  somehow  leans 
To  thinking,  what  most  moved  him  was  a  certain  meal  on  heans. 

For  one  day,  as  his  wont  was,  in  jnst  enough  disguise 

Ab  he  went  exploring  wickedness, — to  see  with  his  own  eyes 

If  law  had  due  obseryance  in  the  city's  entrail  dark 

Ab  well  as  where,  i'  the  open,  crime  stood  an  obvioos  mark,  — 

He  chanced,  in  a  blind  alley,  on  a  tamble-down  once  house 
Now  hovel,  vilest  structure  in  Rome  the  ruinous : 
And,  as  his  tact  impelled  him,  Sixtus  adventured  bold. 
To  leain  how  lowliest  subjects  bore  hunger,  toil,  and  oold. 

There  sat  they  at  high-supper  —  man  and  wife,  lad  and  lass. 
Poor  as  you  please,  but  cleanly  all  and  care-free :  pain  that  was 
—  Porgotten,  pain  as  sure  to  be  let  bide  aloof  its  time,  — 
Mightily  munched  the  brave  ones  —  what  mattered  gloom  or 
grime? 

Said  Sixtus,  '^  Peast,  my  children !  who  works  hard  needs  eat 

welL 
I  'm  just  a  supervisor,  would  hear  what  you  can  telL 
Do  any  wrongs  want  righting  ?    The  Father  tries  his  best, 
But,  since  he 's  only  mortal,  sends  such  as  I  to  test 
The  truth  of  all  that's  told  him  —  how  folk  like  you  may  fare: 
Come!  —  only  don't  stop  eating  —  when  mouth  has  words  to 

spare  — 

^  Ton  "  —  smiled  he  —  ^^  play  the  spokesman,  bell-wether  of  the 

fiock! 
Are  times  good,  masters  gentle  ?    Tour  grievances  unlock ! 
How  of  your  work  and  wages  ?  —  pleasures,  if  such  may  be  -» 
Pains,  as  such  are  for  certain."    llius  smiling  questioned  he. 

But  somehow,  spite  of  smiling,  awe  stole  upon  the  group  — 
An  inexpressible  surmise :  why  should  a  priest  thus  stoop—- 
Pnr  into  what  concerned  folk  r    £ach  visage  fell.    Aware, 
Cries  Sixtus  interposing :  "  Nay,  children,  have  no  care  I 
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**FeBr  noHung!    Who  emploj^B  me  requires  die  plain  tndh 

Pelf 
BegnOes  who  ahould  inform  me :  so,  I  inform  myaelf. 
See  I  '*    And  he  threw  his  hood  heek,  let  the  doee  Teetoie  ope» 
Showed  face,  and  where  on  ti]^  the  cross  ky:  't  was  the  P<^m. 

Imagine  the  joyful  wonder  I    *<  How  shall  the  like  of  as — 
Poor  seals  —  requite  such  Mossing  of  our  mde  heaitfeftat?* 

"Thus  — 
Thos  amply ! "  lang^ied  Foipe  Siztos.     ''  I  early  rise,  sleep  late : 
Who  works  may  eat:  they  tempt  me,  yoor  heans  there:  Bprnr^ 

a  plater* 

Down  sat  he  on  the  dooivstep :  't  was  they  this  time  said  graee : 
He  ate  up  the  last  monthfol,  wiped  lips,  and  then,  with  &oe 
Tamed  heavenward,  broke  imih  thankful:  "Not  now,  duHt 

earth  obeys 
Tliy  word  in  mine,  that  through  me  the  peoples  know  Tbj 

ways  — 

But  that  Thy  care  eztendeth  to  Nature's  homely  wants. 
And,  while  man's  mind  is  strengthened,  Thy  goodness 

scants 
Man's  body  of  its  comfort,  —  that  I  whom  kings  and  queens 
Crouch  to,  pick  crumbs  from  off  my  table,  relish  beans ! 
The  thunders  I  but  seem  to  launch,  there  plain  Thy  hand  aUi 
That  I  have  appetite,  digest,  and  thrive — that  boon 's  for 


MUCELE-MOUTH  MEO. 

Fbownkd  the  Laird  on  the  Lord :  "So,  red-handed  I  catch  thee? 

Death-doomed  by  our  Law  of  the  Border ! 
We  've  a  gallows  outside  and  a  chiel  to  dispatch  thee: 

Who  trespasses — hangs :  all 's  in  order." 

He  met  frown  with  smile,  did  the  young  English  gallant: 
Then  the  Laird's  dame :  "  Nay,  Husband,  I  beg  I 

Be 's  comely :  be  merciful  I    Grace  for  the  callant 
—  If  he  marries  our  Muckle-mouth  Meg  I 

" No  mile-wide-mouthed  monster  of  yours  do  I  marry: 

Grant  rather  the  gallows ! "  laughed  he. 
**  Foul  fare  kith  and  kin  of  you  — why  do  you  tany  ?  * 

*^To  tame  your  fierce  temper  I  "  quoth  she. 
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^  Shove  him  qaick  in  the  Holey  shut  him  haX  for  a  week: 

Coldy  dazkness,  and  hanger  work  wonders : 
Who  lion-like  roan  now,  moose-fashion  will  sqaeak. 

And  ^it  rains '  soon  saooeed  to  4t  thunders.' " 

A  week  did  he  bide  in  the  cold  and  the  dark 

— Not  hunger :  for  duly  at  morning 
In  flitted  a  lass,  and  a  Toice  like  a  lark 

Chirped,  '^  Mackle-mouih  Meg  still  ye  're  sooming  ? 

''  Go  hang,  hut  here 's  parriteh  to  hearten  ye  first  I  " 
*'  Did  Meg's  macUe-monih  boast  within  some 

Sooh  music  as  yours,  mine  should  match  it  or  burst : 
No  frog-jaws!    So  tell  folk,  my  Winsome  I " 

Soon  week  came  to  end,  and,  from  Hole's  door  set  wide^ 
Out  he  marched,  and  there  waited  the  lassie : 

^  Ton  gallows,  or  Muckle-mouih  Meg  for  a  bride  I 
Considerl    Sky 's  blue  and  turf 's  grassy : 

<< life's  sweet:  shall  I  say  ye  wed  Muckle-mouth  Meg ? '^ 

'<Not  I,"  quoth  the  stout  heart:  <<too  eerie 
The  mouth  that  can  swallow  a  bubblyjock's  egg : 

Shall  I  let  it  munch  mine  ?    Never,  Dearie  I 

**  Not  Muckle-mouth  Meg  ?    Wow,  the  obstinate  man  I 

Perhaps  he  would  rather  wed  me !  " 

"Ay,  would  he — with  just  for  a  dowry  your  can !  *' 

*'  I  'm  MucUe-mouth  Meg,"  chirruped  she. 

t 

''Then  so — so — so — so — "  as  he  kissed  her  apaoe^ 

*<  Will  I  widen  thee  out  till  thou  tumest 
Ttoxa  Margaret  Minnikin-mou',  by  God's  grace, 

To  MucUe-mouth  Meg  in  good  earnest  I  " 


ABCADES  AMBO. 

Tou  blame  me  that  I  ran  away  ? 

Why,  Sir,  the  enemy  adyanced : 
Balls  flew  about,  and — who  can  say 

But  one,  if  I  stood  firm,  had  glanced 
In  my  direction  ?    Cowardice  ? 
I  only  know  we  don't  Htc  twice. 
Therefore  —  shun  death,  is  my  adyieOi 
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B.  SlrandeftfthatanriBkB?    Well,  aiaomal 
Trae»  I  myself,  Sir,  though  I  aodU 
The  cowardly,  by  no  meana  come 

Under  reproof  bb  overbold 
— I,  who  woold  have  no  end  of  1 
Cat  op  alive  to  goess  what  saits 
My  case  and  saves  my  toe  from  shools. 


THE  LADT  AND  THE  PAINTER. 

She.  Tet  womanhood  yon  reverence, 

So  yon  profess  I 
Ee.  With  heart  and  sooL 

She.  Of  which  fact  this  is  evidence ! 

To  help  Art^tadv, —  for  some  doile 
Of  certain  wretched  shillings, —  yon 
Indace  a  woman— -virgin  too-— 
'     To  strip  and  stand  stark-naked  ? 
He.  True. 

She.  Nor  feel  yon  so  degrade  her  ? 

He.  What 

'—  (Ezense  the  interruption)  —  clings 
Half-savage-like  around  your  hat  ? 

She.        Ah,  do  they  please  you  ?    Wild-biid-wingi  1 
Next  season,  —  Paris-prints  assert, — 
We  must  go  feathered  to  the  skirt : 
My  modiste  keeps  on  the  alert 

Owls,  hawks,  jays — swaUows  most  approve. 
He.        Dare  I  speak  plainly  ? 
She.  Oh,  I  trust! 

He.    Then,  Lady  Blanche,  it  less  would  move 
In  heart  and  soul  of  me  disgust 

Did  you  strip  off  those  spoils  you  wear, 

And  stand  —  for  thanks,  not  shillings  ^-  haie 

To  help  Art  like  my  Model  there. 

She  well  knew  what  absolved  her — praise 
In  me  for  God's  surpassing  good, 

Who' granted  to  my  reverent  gase 
A  type  of  purest  womanhood. 

You  — -  doth^  with  murder  of  His  best 

Of  hannless  beings  —  stand  the  test! 

What  is  it  ^ott  know  ? 
She.  That  you  jest  I 
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PONTE  DELL'  AN6EL0,  VENIC3E. 

Stop  rowing !    This  one  of  our  bye-canals 
O'er  a  certain  bridge  voa  hare  to  cross 
That 's  named,  ^' Of  the  Angel "  :  listen  whjl 
The  name  '*  Ol  the  Devil "  too  mach  appals 
Venetian  acquaintance,  so  >—  his  the  loss. 
While  the  gain  goes  .  •  •  look  on  high ! 

An  angel  visibly  guards  yon  house : 
Above  each  scutcheon — a  pair  —  stands  he^ 
Enfolds  them  with  droop  of  either  wing : 
The  family's  fortune  were  perilous 
Did  he  thence  depart — yon  will  soon  agree^ 
If  I  hitch  into  verse  the  thing. 

For,  once  on  a  time,  this  house  belonged 
To  a  lawyer  of  note,  with  law  and  to  sparoi 
But  also  with  overmuch  lust  of  gain : 
Li  the  matter  of  law  you  were  nowise  wrongedf 
But  alas  for  the  lucre  I    He  picked  you  bare 
To  the  bone.    Did  folk  complain  ? 

^  I  exact,"  growled  he,  '<  work's  rightful  due : 
rr  is  folk  seek  me,  not  I  seek  them. 
Advice  at  its  price  I    They  succeed  or  fail. 
Get  law  in  each  case —  and  a  lesson  too: 
Keep  dear  of  the  Courts  —  is  advice  ad  rem: 
They 'U  remember,  I'U  be  baUI" 

So,  he  pocketed  fee  without  a  qualm. 
What  reason  for  squeamishness  ?    Labor  done^ 
To  play  he  betook  him  with  lightened  heart, 
Ate,  drank,  and  made  merry  with  song  or  psalm^ 
Since  the  yoke  of  the  Churdi  is  an  easy  one  — . 
Fits  neck  nor  causes  smart 

Brief :  never  was  such  an  extortionate 

Bascal — the  word  has  escaped  my  teeth! 

And  yet  —  (all 's  down  in  a  book  no  ass 

Lidited,  believe  me  I)  — this  reprobate 

Was  punctual  at  prayer^ime :  gold  lurked  benealh 

Alloy  of  the  rankest  brass. 
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For,  play  Ae  6xtoiti(mer  as  he  nugfat^ 
Fleece  folk  each  day  and  all  day  long, 
There  was  this  redeeming  ciienmstaaeo  * 
He  never  lay  down  to  sleep  at  ni^ 
But  he  pat  np  a  prayer  fixvt,  brief  yet 
*^  Our  Lady  avert  ndsehanee  I " 

Now  it  happened  at  close  of  a  fraetaoos  week 
^1  most  ask,"  ^noth  he,  '^  some  Saint  to  dine : 
I  want  that  widow  wdl  oat  of  mr  ears 
With  her  ailing  and  wailinff.     Who  bade  her  seek 
Bedressatmy  hands?    <  She  was  wronged  I '    FolkwUns 
If  to  Law  wrong  right  appears. 

'^Matteo  daBasdo-^be'smy  manl 
No  less  than  Chief  of  the  CapaeinB : 
Hu  presence  will  sarely  soffomigate 
My  hoase  —  fools  think  lies  onder  a  baa 
If  somebody  loses  what  somebody  wins. 
Hark,  there  he  knocks  at  the  grate  I 

''Come  in,  thoa  blessed  of  Mother  Chnreh! 
I  go  and  prepare  —  to  bid,  that  is, 
My  trusty  and  diligent  servitor 
Get  all  things  in  rmdiness.    Vain  the  seareh 
Throagh  Venice  for  one  to  compare  with  this 
My  model  of  ministrants :  for  ^- 

M  For -»  once  again,  nay,  three  times  over. 
My  helpmate 's  an  ape !  so  intelligent, 
I  train  him  to  dradge  at  hoosehold  woA  x 
He  toils  and  he  moSs,  I  live  in  dover : 
Oh,  yon  shall  see !    There 's  a  goodly  seenft^ 
IVom  his  cooking,  or  I  'm  a  Turk  1 

^ Scarce  need  to  descend  and  sapervise: 
I  '11  do  it,  however :  wait  here  awhile  1 " 
So,  down  to  the  kitchen  gayly  scattles 
Oiff  host,  nor  notes  the  alanned  sarmise 
Of  the  holy  man.    <'  O  depth  of  goile  I 
He  blindly  gazzles  and  gattles, 

''While — who  is  it  dresses  die  food  and  pours 
The  Uqaor  ?    Some  fiend — I  make  no  doabt  -^ 
In  likeness  of — which  of  the  loathly  brates  ? 
An  ape !    Where  hides  he  ?    No  boll  that  goresb 
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No  bear  thai  hugs  —  *t  is  the  moek  and  flout 
Of  an  ape,  fiend's  face  tbat  suits* 

.  *<8o  —  out  with  thee,  creature^  wherever  thou  hidestl 
I  charge  thee,  by  virtue  of  .  .  •  right  do  I  judge! 
There  skulks  he  perdue,  crouching  under  the  b^. 
Wcdl  done!    THiat,  forsooth,  in  beast's  shape  thou  oonfi* 

dest? 
I  know  and  would  name  thee  but  that  I  begrudge 
Breath  spent  on  such  carrion.    Instead  — 

<<I  adjure  thee  by "    '^Staj! "  laughed  the  portent  thai 

rose 
From  floor  up  to  ceiling :  ''No  need  to  adjure  I 
See  Satan  in  person,  liSe  ape  by  command 
Of  Him  thou  adjnrest  in  vain.     A  saint's  nose 
Scents  brimstone  though  incense  be  burned  for  a  lure. 
Tet,  hence !  for  I  'm  raf e,  understand ! 

•<  T  is  my  charge  to  convey  to  fit  punishment's  place 
This  lawyer,  my  liegeman,  for  cruelty  wrought 
On  his  clients,  the  widow  and  orphan,  poor  souls 
He  has  plagued  by  ezactiona  which  proved  law's  disgraoe. 
Hade  equity  void  and  to  nothingness  brought 
God's  pity.     Fiends,  on  with  fresh  coals !     . 

^Stay  I "  nowise  confounded,  withstands  Hell  its  match; 
*How  comes  it,  were  truth  in  this  story  of  thine, 

God's  punishment  suffered  a  minute's  delay  ? 

Weeks,  months  have  elapsed  since  thou  squattedst  at  watch 

For  a  spring  on  thy  victmi :  what  caused  thee  decline 

Advantage  till  challenged  to-day  ?  " 

'^lliat  challenge  I  meet  with  contempt,"  quoth  the  fiend. 
^  Thus  much  I  acknowledge :  the  man  's  armed  in  mail : 

I  wait  till  a  joint 's  loose,  then  quick  ply  my  daws. 

Thy  friend's  one  good  custom — he  knows  not  —  has  screened 

His  flesh  hitherto  from  what  else  would  assail : 

At '  Save  me.  Madonna ! '  I  pause. 

^  That  prayer  did  the  losel  but  once  pretermit, 
My  pounce  were  upon  him.     I  keep  me  attent : 
He 's  in  safety  but  till  he 's  caught  napping.    Enough! " 

*  A^,  enough  I "  smiles  the  Saint  — ''  for  the  biter  is  bit, 
llie  spy  caught  in  somnolence.     Vanish !     I  'm  sent 
To  smooth  up  what  fiends  do  in  rough." 
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<<I  yaniBh  ?    Ttnoogh  wall  or  thxoagh  root? "  die  r^^ 
Grinned  gsyly.    "  My  orders  were  — '  Lc»Te  not  nnhmmed 
The  abode  of  this  lawyer!     Do  damage  to  prove 
'T  was  for  something  thoa  qnittedst  the  land  of  the  kwt  — 
To  add  to  their  nnmber  this  unit !  *    Though  channed 
From  descent  there,  on  earth  that 's  above 

^*  I  may  hapiv  amerce  him."    *^  So  do,  and  begone, 

I  command  thee !    For,  look  I    Though  there 's  doorway  beUiid 

And  window  before  thee,  go  straight  through  the  wall, 

Leave  a  breach  in  the  bridcwork,  a  gap  in  the  stone 

For  who  passes  to  stare  at  I"    <<  Spare  speech !    I'mreoigned: 

Here  goes ! "  roared  the  goblin,  as  all  -» 


"Wide  batrwings,  spread  arms  and  legs,  tail  oat  i 

Crash  obstacles  went,  right  and  left,  as  he  soared 

Or  else  sank,  was  dean  gone  throng  the  hole  anyhow. 

The  Saint  retomed  thanks :  then  a  satisfied  gleam 

On  the  bald  polished  pate  showed  that  triumph  was  scored. 

*'  To  dinner  with  aj^ietite  now ! " 

Down  he  trips.     ''In  good  time!''  smirks  the  host    <<Didst 

thou  scent 
Bich  savor  of  roast  meat?    Where  hides  he^  my  ape  ? 
Look  alive,  be  alert!    He 's  awav  to  wash  plates. 
Sit  down,  Saint  I     What 's  here  r    Dost  examine  a  rent 
Li  the  napkin  thou  twistest  and  twirlest  ?    Agape  •  •  . 
Ha,  blood  is  it  drips  nor  abates 

**  From  thy  wringing  a  ckth,  late  was  lavendered  fair  ? 
What  means  such  a  marvel  ?  "    *'  Just  this  does  it  mean : 
I  convince  and  convict  tbee  of  sin  I "  answers  straight 
The  Saint,  wringing  on,  wringing  ever  —  O  rare  I  — 
Blood  —  blood  from  a  napeiy  snow  not  more  clean. 
*'  A  miracle  shows  ihee  thy  state  I 

*<  See — blood  thy  extortions  have  wrung  from  the  flesh 
Of  thy  clients  who,  sheep-like,  arrived  to  be  shorn, 
And  left  thee — or  fleeced  to  the  quick  or  so  flayed 
That,  behold,  their  blood  gurgles  and  grumbles  afresh 
To  accuse  thee  I    Ay,  down  on  thy  knees,  get  up  sworn 
To  restore  I    Restitution  once  made, 

**  Sin  no  more !    Dost  thou  promise  ?    Absolved,  theiif  arise  I 
Upstairs  follow  me  I     Art  amazed  at  yon  breach  ? 
Who  battered  and  shattered  and  scattered,  escape 
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From  thy  purlieus  obtaining  ?    That  Father  of  lies 
Thoa  wast  wont  to  extol  for  his  feats,  all  and  each 
The  Devil 's  disguised  as  thine  ape  I  " 

Be  sore  that  our  lawyer  was  torn  by  remorse. 

Shed  tears  in  a  flood,  Towed  and  swore  so  to  alter 

His  ways  that  how  else  could  our  Saint  but  dech^e 

He  was  cleansed  of  past  sin?    '*  For  sin  future  —  fare  worse 

Thou  undoubtedly  wilt,"  warned  the  Saint,  '^shouldst  thoa 

falter 
One  whiti  "    '<0h,  for  that  haTe  no  care  ! 

<<  I  am  firm  in  my  purposed  amendment.    But,  prithee^ 

Must  ever  affront  and  affright  me  yon  gap  ? 

Who  made  it  for  exit  may  find  it  of  use 

For  entrance  as  easy.    If,  down  in  his  smithy 

He  forges  me  fetters  —  when  heated,  mayhap. 

He  'U  up  with  an  armful  I    Broke  loose  — 

^  How  bar  him  out  henceforth  ?  "     *'  Judiciously  urged  I " 

Was  the  good  man's  reply.    *'  How  to  baulk  him  is  plain. 

There 's  nothing  the  Devil  objects  to  so  much, 

80  speedily  flies  from,  as  one  of  those  purged 

Of  lus  presence,  the  angels  who  erst  formed  his  train  — 

His,  their  emperor.    Choose  one  of  such  I 

^  Gret  &shioned  his  likeness  and  set  him  on  high 

At  back  of  the  breach  thus  adroitly  filled  up : 

Display  him  as  guard  of  two  scutcheons,  thy  arms : 

I  warrant  no  devil  attempts  to  get  by 

And  disturb  thee  so  guaraed.     Eat,  drink,  dine,  and  sop^ 

In  thy  rectitude,  safe  from  alarms ! " 

So  said  and  so  done.     See,  the  angel  has  place 
Where  the  Devil  has  passage !    ML 's  down  in  a  book* 
Gainsay  me?    Consult  it!    Still  faithless  ?    Trust  ma  f 
Trust  Father  Boverio  who  gave  me  the  case 
In  his  Annals — gets  of  it,  by  hook  or  by  crook, 
Two  confirmative  witnesses :  three 

Are  surely  enough  to  establish  an  act : 
And  thereby  we  learn  —  would  we  ascertain  truths 
To  trust  wise  tradition  which  took,  at  the  time. 
Note  that  served  tiU  slow  history  ventured  on  fact. 
Though  f dk  have  their  fling  at  tradition  forsooth  I 
Bow,  boys,  fore  and  aft,  rhyme  and  chime  1 
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This  strange  thing  happened  to  a  painter  ooee: 

interbo  boasts  the  man  among  her  sons 

Of  note,  I  seem  to  think :  his  ready  tool 

Picked  up  its  precepts  in  Cortona's  school—- 

That 's  Pietro  Berretini,  whom  they  eall 

Cortona,  these  Italians :  greatish-snudl. 

Our  painter  was  his  pnpil,  by  repute 

His  match  if  not  his  master  absolute, 

Though  whether  he  spoiled  fresco  more  or  lees. 

And  what 's  its  fortune,  scarce  repays  your  guess. 

Still,  for  one  circumstance,  I  saTe  ms  name 

—  Francesco  Bomanelli :  do  the  same ! 

He  went  to  Rome  and  painted :  there  he  knew 

A  wonder  of  a  woman  painting  too — 

For  she,  at  least,  was  no  Cortona's  drudge : 

Witness  that  ardent  fancy-shape  — I  jud 

A  semblance  of  her  soul  —  she  called,  <'  ] 

With  starry  front  for  guide,  where  sits  the  fire 

She  left  to  brighten  Buonarroti's  house. 

If  you  see  Florence,  pay  that  piece  your  vows. 

Though  blockhead  Baldinucci's  mind,  imbued 

With  monkish  monds,  bade  folk  *'  Drape  the  nude 

And  stop  the  scandal !  "  quoth  the  record  prim 

I  borrow  this  of :  hang  his  book  and  him ! 

At  Rome,  then,  where  these  fated  ones  met  firsti 

The  blossom  of  his  life  had  hardly  burst 

While  hers  was  blooming  at  fall  beauty's  stand : 

No  less  Francesco  —  when  half-ripe  he  scanned 

Consummate  Artemisia  —  grew  one  want 

To  have  her  his  and  make  her  ministrant 

With  every  gift  of  body  and  of  soul 

To  him.     In  vain.     Her  sphery  self  was  whoile-* 

Might  only  touch  his  orb  at  Art's  sole  point. 

Suppose  he  could  persuade  her  to  enjoint 

Her  life  —  past,  present,  future  —  aU  in  his 

At  Art's  sole  point  by  some  explosive  kiss 

Of  love  through  lips,  would  love's  success  defeat 

Artistry's  haunting  curse  —  the  Incomplete  ? 

Artists  no  doubt  they  both  were,  —  what  beside 

Was  she  ?  who  long  had  felt  heart,  soul  spread  wide 

Her  life  out,  knowing  much  and  loving  well. 

On  either  side  Art's  narrow  space  where  fell 

Reflection  from  his  own  speck :  but  the  germ 
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Of  indiTidaal  geniuB  —  what  we  term 

The  Yery  self,  the  God-^  whence  had  grown 

Heart's  life  and  soul's  life  —  how  make  that  hia  own  ? 

Vainly  his  Art,  reflected,  smiled  in  small 

On  Art's  one  facet  of  her  ampler  ball ; 

The  rest,  touch^free,  took  in,  gave  back  heaven,  eartb^ 

All  where  he  was  not    Hope,  well-nigh  ere  birth 

Came  to  Desire,  died  off  aU-nnf  nlfiUed. 

<<  What  though  in  Art  I  stand  the  ablei^skilled," 
(So  he  conceited :  mediocrity 
Toms  on  itself  the  self-transforming  eye) 

**  If  only  Art  were  suing,  mine  would  plead 
To  purpose :  man — by  nature  I  exceed 
Woman  the  bounded :  but  how  much  beside 
She  boasts,  would  sue  in  turn  and  be  denied  I 
Love  her  ?    My  own  wife  lores  me  in  a  aort 
That  suits  us  both :  she  takes  the  world's  report 
Of  what  my  work  is  worth,  and,  for  the  rest. 
Concedes  that,  while  his  consort  keeps  her  nest. 
The  eagle  soars  a  licensed  vagrant,  lives 
A  wide  free  life  which  she  at  least  forgives  — - 
Good  Beatrice  Signorini  I     Well 
And  wisely  did  I  choose  her.    But  the  spell 
To  subjugate  this  Artemisia  —  where  ? 
She  passionless  ?  —  she  resolute  to  care 
Nowise  beyond  the  plain  sufficiency 
Of  fact  that  she  is  she  and  1  am  I 

—  Acknowledged  arbitrator  for  .us  both 
In  her  life  as  in  mine  which  she  were  loth 
Even  to  leam  the  laws  of  ?    No,  and  no, 
Twenty  times  over !     Ay,  it  must  be  so : 
I  for  myself,  alas ! " 

Whereon,  instead 
Of  the  checked  lover'sHitterance  —  why,  he  said 

—  Leaning  over  her  easel :  ^'  Flesh  is  red  " 

(Or  some  such  just  remark)  —  ^'  by  no  means  white 
As  Gruido's  practice  teaches :  you  are  right." 
Then  came  the  better  impulse :  '^  What  if  pride 
Were  wisely  trampled  on,  whate'er  betide  ? 
If  I  grow  hers,  not  mine  —  join  lives,  confuse 
Bodies  and  spirits,  gain  her  not  but  lose 
Mvself  to  Artemisia  ?    That  were  love ! 
Of  two  souls  —  one  must  bend,  one  rule  above : 
If  I  crouch  under  proudly,  lord  turned  slave. 
Were  it  not  worthier  both  than  if  she  gave 
Herself -»  in  treason  to  herself  — to  me  ?  " 
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And,  all  the  while,  he  felt  it  oodd  not  he. 

Sach  love  were  tnie  love :  love  that  way  who  ean  I 

Some  one  that  *»  bom  half  woman  not  idiole  man : 

For  man,  preseribed  man  better  or  man  worse, 

Why,  whether  mierooosm  or  univerBe, 

What  law  prevails  alike  throogh  great  and  small. 

The  world  and  man  —  world's  miniatare  we  call  ? 

Male  is  the  master.     **That  way"  —  smiled  and  rij^ied 

Onr  true  male  estimator  —  ^^  puts  her  pride 

My  wife  in  making  me  the  oatlet  whence 

She  learns  all  Heaven  allows :  't  is  my  pretence 

To  paint :  her  lord  should  do  what  else  but  paint  ? 

Do  I  break  brushes,  cloister  me  turned  saint  ? 

Then,  best  of  all  suits  sanctity  her  spouse 

Who  acts  for  Hearen,  allows  and  disallows 

At  pleasure,  past  appeal,  the  right,  the  wrong 

In  all  things.    That 's  my  wife's  way.     But  this  strong 

Confident  Artemisia  —  an  adept 

In  Art  does  she  conceit  herself  ?    *  Except 

In  just  this  instance,'  tell  her,  ^  no  one  draws 

More  rigidly  observant  of  the  laws 

Of  right  design :  yet  here,  —  permit  me  hint,  — 

If  the  acromion  had  a  deeper  dint, 

That  shoulder  were  perfection.'    What  surprise 

—  Nay  scorn,  shoots  black  fire  from  those  startled  eyes! 

She  to  be  lessoned  in  design  forsooth  I 

I  'm  doomed  and  done  for,  since  I  spoke  the  truth. 

Make  my  own  work  the  subject  of  dispute  *- 

Fails  it  of  just  perfection  absolute 

Somewhere  ?    Those  motors,  flexors,  —  don't  I  know 

Ser  Santi,  styled  '  Tirititototo 

The  pencil-prig,'  might  blame  them  ?    Tet  my  wife  •— 

Were  he  and  his  nicknamer  brought  to  life, 

Tito  and  Titian,  to  pronounce  again  — 

Ask  her  who  knows  more  —  I  or  the  great  Twain, 

Our  colorist  and  draughtsman  I 

<' I  help  her, 
Not  she  helps  me ;  and  neither  shall  demur 
Because  my  portion  is  "  —  he  chose  to  think  — - 
**  Quite  other  than  a  woman's :  I  may  drink 
At  many  waters,  must  repose  by  none — 
Rather  arise  and  fare  forth,  having  done 
Duty  to  one  new  excellence  the  more, 
Abler  thereby,  though  impotent  before 
So  much  was  gained  of  knowledge.     Best  depaiti 
From  this  last  lady  I  have  learned  my  heart  I " 
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Dnifl  he  concluded  of  himself —  resigued 
To  play  the  man  and  master :  "  Man  boasts  mind : 
Woman,  man's  sport  calls  mistress,  to  the  same 
Does  body's  suit  and  sendee.    Woold  she  daim 
— My  placid  Beatric^wif  e  —  pretence 
Even  to  blame  her  lord  if,  going  hence, 
He  wistf oUy  regards  one  i^om  —  did  fate 
Concede  —  he  might  accept  qneen,  abdicate 
Kingship  becaose  of  ?  — one  of  no  meek  sort 
Bat  masterfol  as  he :  man's  match  in  short  ? 
Oh,  there 's  no  secret  I  were  best  conceal  I 
Bic^  shall  know ;  and  should  a  stray  tear  steal 
From  out  the  blue  eye,  stain  the  rose  cheek  —  bah ! 
A  smQe,  a  word's  gay  reassurance  —  ah, 
With  kissing  interspersed,  —  shall  make  amends, 
Tom  pain  to  pleasiue." 

"  What,  in  truth  so  ends 
Abruptly,  do  you  say,  our  intercourse  ?  " 
Next  day,  asked  Artemisia :  ^'  I  'U  divorce 
Husband  and  wife  no  longer.     60  your  ways. 
Leave  Rome !     Yiterbo  owns  no  equal,  says 
The  bye-word,  for  fair  women :  you,  no  doubt, 
May  boast  a  paragon  all  specks  without, 
Using  the  painter's  priyilege  to  choose 
Among  what 's  rarest.     Will  your  wife  refuse 
Acceptance  from — no  rival  —  of  a  gift  ? 
Tou  paint  the  human  figure  I  make  shift 
Humbly  to  reproduce :  but,  in  my  hours 
Of  idlesse,  what  I  fain  woidd  paint  is — flowers. 
Look  now!" 

She  twitched  aside  a  veiling  doth. 
*'  Here  is  my  keepsake  —  frame  and  picture  both : 
For  see,  tne  fnune  is  all  of  flowers  festooned 
About  an  empty  space,  —  left  thus,  to  wound 
No  natural  susceptibility : 
How  can  I  guess?    *T  is  you  must  fill,  not  I, 
The  central  space  with —  her  whom  you  like  best ! 
That  is  your  business,  mine  has  been  the  rest 
But  judge!" 

How  judge  them  ?    Each  of  us,  in  flowers, 
Chooses  his  love,  allies  it  with  past  hours, 
Old  meetings,  vanished  forms  and  faces :  no  — 
Here  let  each  favorite  unmolested  blow 
For  one  heart's  homage,  no  tongue's  banal  praise. 
Whether  the  rose  appealingly  bade  '*  Oaze 
Your  fill  on  me,  sultana  who  dethrone 
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Hie  gmdy  tuEp  I  "  or  't  wms  '<Me  alone 
Bather  do  homage  to,  who  lily  am, 
No  onabashed  roee ! "     *^  Do  I  vainly  cram 
My  cap  with  sweets,  your  lonqoil  ?  "     ^  Why  ioiget 
Vernal  ODdearments  with  the  violet  ?  " 
So  they  contested  yet  concerted,  all 
As  one,  to  cirde  round  aboat,  enthral 
Tet,  self -forgetting,  posh  to  prominence 
Ihe  midmost  wonder,  gained  no  matter  whenoeu 
There 's  a  tale  extan^  in  a  book  I  conned 
Long  years  ago,  whidi  treats  of  things  beyond 
Ihe  common,  antique  times  and  coontries  queer 
And  customs  strange  to  match.    ^<  T  is  said,  last  yestTy 
(Recounts  my  author)  "  that  the  King  had  mind 
To  view  his  kingdom — guessed  at  from  behind 
A  palace-window  hitherto.    Announced 
No  sooner  was  such  purpose  than  't  was  pounced 
Upon  by  all  the  ladies  of  the  land — ' 
Loyal  but  light  of  life :  they  formed  a  band 
Of  loveliest  ones  but  lithest  also,  since 
Proudly  they  all  combined  to  bear  their  prince. 
Backs  joined  to  breasts,  —  arms,  legs, — nay,  anUeSy 
Hands,  feet,  I  know  not  by  what  turns  and  twists, 
So  interwoven  lay  that  you  believed 
'Twas  one  sole  beast  of  burden  which  recdved 
The  monarch  on  its  back,  of  breadth  not  scant, 
Since  fifty  girb  made  one  white  elephant** 
So  with  the  fifty  flowers  which  shapes  and  hues 
Blent,  as  I  tell,  and  made  one  fast  yet  loose 
Mixture  of  beauties,  composite,  distinct 
No  less  in  each  combining  flower  that  linked 
With  flower  to  form  a  fit  environment 
For  —  whom  might  be  the  painter's  heart's  intent 
Thus,  in  the  midst  enhaloed,  to  enshrine  ? 
*  This  glory-guarded  middle  space — is  mine  ? 
For  me  to  fill?" 

«  For  you,  my  Friend  I    We  part, 
Never  perchance  to  meet  again.    Your  Art  — 
What  if  I  mean  it  —  so  to  speak  —  shall  wed 
My  own,  be  witness  of  the  tif  e  we  led 
Wlien  sometimes  it  has  seemed  our  souls  near  found 
Each  one  the  other  as  its  mate  —  unbound 
Had  yours  been  haply  from  the  better  choice  • 
^-  Beautiful  Bic^ :  't  is  the  common  voice, 
The  crowning  verdict     Make  whom  you  like  best 
Queen  of  the  central  space,  and  manifest 
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Toot  predilection  for  what  flower  beyond 

All  flowers  finds  favor  with  yon.     I  am  fond 

Of  —  say  —  yon  rose's  rich  predominance, 

While  yon  —  what  wonder  ?  —  more  affect  the  glanee 

The  gentler  violet  from  its  leafy  screen 

Ventures :  so  —  choose  y oar  flower  and  paint  your  queen 

Oh  bat  the  man  was  ready,  head  as  hand, 
Instracted  and  adroit.     '*  Jast  as  yoa  stand. 
Stay  and  be  made  —  woald  Natare  hot  relent  — 
By  Art  immortal !  " 

Every  implement 
In  tempting  reach — a  palette  primed,  each  sqaeeie 
Of  oil-paint  in  its  proper  patch  —  with  these, 
Brashes,  a  veritable  sheaf  to  grasp  I 
He  worked  as  he  had  never  dared. 

'^Uncksp 
My  Art  from  years  who  can !  "  — he  cried  at  length, 
As  down  he  threw  the  pencil  —  '*  Grace  from  Strragth 
Dissociate,  from  year  flowery  fringe  detach 
My  &ce  6i  whom  it  frames,  —  the  feat  will  match 
With  that  of  Time  shoald  Time  from  me  extract 
Tear  memory,  Artemisia !  "     And  in  fact, — 
What  with  the  pricking  impulse,  sudden  glow 
Of  soul  — head,  hand  cooperated  so 
That  face  was  worthy  of  its  frame,  'tis  said  — 
Perfect,  sappose ! 

They  parted.     Soon  instead 
Of  Rome  was  home,  —  of  Artemisia — well, 
The  placid-perfect  wife.    And  it  befell 
That  after  the  first  inoontestably 
Blessedest  of  all  blisses  ( —  wherefore  try 
Tour  patience  with  embracings  and  the  rest 
Due  ^m  Calypso's  all-onwilUng  gaest 
To  his  Penelope  ?)  —  there  somehow  came 
Hie  coolness  which  as  duly  follows  flame. 
So,  one  day,  ^'  What  if  we  inspect  the  gifts 
My  Art  has  gained  us  ?  " 

Now  the  wife  uplifts 
A  casket-lid,  now  tries  a  medal's  chain 
Bound  her  own  lithe  neck,  fits  a  ring  in  vain 
—  Too  loose  on  the  fine  finger,  —  vows  and  swean 
The  jewel  with  two  pendent  pearls  like  pears 
Betters  a  lady's  bosom  —  witness  else  \ 
And  so  forth,  while  Ulysses  smiles. 
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Sabdoe  soeh  natures— sex  miiBt  worship  tap 
-»  Trinkets  and  trash :  yet,  ah,  quite  other  joja 
Mast  stir  from  sleep  the  passionate  abyss 
Of  —  sach  an  one  as  her  I  know  —  not  thb 
My  gentle  consort  with  the  milk  for  blood  I 
"Wliy,  did  it  chance  that  in  a  careless  mood 
(In  those  old  days,  gone — nevfir  to  return  — 
When  we  talked  —  she  to  teach  and  I  to  learn) 
I  dropped  a  word,  a  hint  which  might  imply 
Consorts  exist  —  how  qoick  flashed  fire  from  eye^ 
Brow  blackened,  lip  was  pinched  by  fnrioos  lip ! 
I  needed  no  reminder  of  my  slip : 
One  warning  taught  me  wisidom.    Whereas  here  •  •  • 
Aha,  a  sportive  fancy !    Eh,  what  fear 
Of  harm  to  follow  ?    Just  a  whim  indulged ! 
^  My  Beatrice,  there 's  an  nndiyalged 
Surprise  in  store  for  yon:  the  moment's  fit 
For  letting  loose  a  secret :  out  with  it ! 
Tributes  to  worth,  you  rightly  estimate 
These  gifts  of  Prince  and  Bishop,  Church  and  State: 
Tet,  may  I  tell  you?    Tastes  so  disagree  I 
There 's  one  gift,  preciousest  of  all  to  me, 
I  doubt  if  you  would  value  as  well  worth 
The  obvious  sparkling  gauds  that  men  uneaitili 
For  toy-cult  mainly  of  you  womankind ; 
Such  make  yon  marvel,  I  concede :  while  Uind 
Hie  sex  proves  to  the  greater  marvel  here 
I  veil  to  baulk  its  enw.     Be  sincere  I 
Say,  should  yon  search  creation  far  and  wide, 
Was  ever  face  like  this  ?  " 

Hedrewande 
Hie  veil,  displayed  the  flower-framed  portrait  kepi 
For  private  delectation. 

No  adept 
In  florist's  lore  more  accurately  named 
And  praised  or,  as  appropriatdy,  blamed 
Specimen  after  specimen  of  skill, 
Than  Bic^.     <<  Rightly  placed  the  daifodil— 
Scarcely  so  right  tiie  blue  germander.    Gray 
Good  mouse-ear !     Hardly  your  auricula 
Is  powdered  white  enougL    It  seems  to  me 
Scarlet  not  crimson,  that  anemone : 
But  there 's  amends  in  the  pink  saxifrage. 
O  dialing  dear  ones,  let  me  disengage 
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Toa  innocents  from  what  yonr  hannlessnefls 
Clasps  lovingly !    Oat  thou  from  their  caress^ 
Serpent!" 

Whereat  forth-flashing  from  her  ooils 
On  coils  of  hair,  the  apUla  in  its  toib 
Of  yellow  wealth,  the  daggep-plajrthing  kept 
To  pin  its  plaits  together,  Uf e-like  leapt 
And  —  woe  to  all  inside  .the  coronal  I 
Stab  followed  stab^ —  cut,  slash,  she  ruined  all 
The  masterpiece.    Alack  for  eyes  and  mouth 
And  dimples  and  endearment — North  and  South, 
East,  West,  the  tatters  in  a  fury  flew: 
Tliere  yawned  the  circlet    What  remained  to  do  ? 
She  flung  the  weapon,  and,  with  folded  arms 
And  mien  defiant  of  such  low  alarms 
As  death  and  doom  beyond  death,  Bic^  stood 
Passively  statuesque,  in  quietude 
Awaiting  judgment 

And  out  judgment  burst 
With  frank  unloading  of  love's  lac^ter,  first 
Freed  from  its  unsuspected  source.    Some  throe 
Must  needs  unlock  love's  prison-bars,  let  flow 
The  joyance. 

*'  Then  yon  ever  were,  still  are, 
And  henceforth  shall  be — no  occulted  star 
But  my  resplendent  Bic^,  sun-revealed, 
Full-rondure !     Woman-glory  unconcealed, 
So  front  me,  find  and  cljum  and  take  your  own— 
My  soul  and  body  yours  and  yours  alone, 
As  you  are  mine,  mine  wholly !     Heart's  love,  take—* 
Use  your  possession  -^  stab  or  stay  at  will 
Here  —  hating,  saving — woman  with  the  skill 
To  make  man  beast  or  god !  " 

And  so  it  proved: 
For,  as  beseemed  new  godship,  thus  he  loved. 
Past  power  to  change,  until  ms  dying^lay,  — 
Good  fellow !    And  I  fain  would  hope  —  some  say 
Indeed  for  certain  —  that  our  painter's  toils 
At  fresco-splashing,  finer  stroke  in  oils, 
Were  not  so  mediocre  after  all ; 
Perhaps  the  work  appears  unduly  small 
From  having  loomed  too  large  in  old  esteem, 
Patronized  by  late  Papacy.     I  seem 
Myself  to  have  cast  eyes  on  certain  work 
In  sundry  galleries,  no  judge  needs  shirk 
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From  moderately  prairing.    He  designed 
CorrecUy,  nor  in  color  la^;ed  behind 
His  age :  but  both  in  Florence  and  in  Rome 
The  elder  race  so  make  themselves  at  home 
That  scarce  we  give  a  glance  to  ceilingfnls 
Of  sach  like  as  Francesco.    Still,  one  calls 
From  oat  the  heaped  laudations  of  the  time 
The  pretty  incident  I  pat  in  rhyme. 


FLUTE-MUSIC,  WITH  AN  ACCOMPANIMENT 

He,  Ah,  the  bird-like  fluting 

Through  the  ash-tops  yonder — 
Bollfinch-bubblings,  soft  sounds  suiting 

What  sweet  thoughts,  I  wonder  ? 
Fine-pearled  notes  that  surely 

Gkither,  dewdrop-fashion, 
Deep-down  in  some  heart  which  purely 

Secretes  globuled  passion— 
Passion  insuppressive — 

Such  is  piped,  for  certain ; 
Love,  no  doubt,  nay,  love  ezoessive 

Tis,  your  adi-tops  curtain. 

Would  your  ash-tops  open 

We  might  spy  the  player — 
Seek  and  find  some  sense  whieh  no  pen 

Yet  from  singer,  sayer, 
Ever  has  eztra^ed : 

Never,  to  my  knowledge^ 
Tet  has  pedantry  enacted 

That,  in  Cupid's  College^ 
Just  this  variation 

Of  the  old  old  yearning 
Should  by  plain  speech  have  8alvatio&» 

Yield  new  men  new  learning. 

<'  Love !  "  but  what  love,  nicely 

New  from  old  disparted, 
Would  the  player  teach  ] 

¥mi  of  all,  he  I 
In  my  brain  Assurance  — 

Trust  —  entire  Contentment — 
Passion  proved  by  much  endurance  } 

Then  came — not  resentment^ 
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No,  but  simply  Sorrow : 

What  was  seen  had  yaoished: 
Yesterday  so  blue !    To^norrow 

Blajiiky  all  sunshine  banished. 

Hark!    'T is  Hope  resurges,  ^ 

Stmggling  through  obstmotion-^ 
Forces  a  poor  smile  which  verges 

On  Joy's  introdaction. 
Now,  perhaps,  mere  Mosing: 

*<  Holds  earth  sach  a  wonder? 
Fairy-mortal,  sonl-sense-fosing 

Past  thought's  power  to  sunder  I  /' 
What?  calm  Acquiescence  ? 

^*  Daisied  turf  gives  room  to 
Trefoil,  plucked  once  in  her  presence  •» 

Growing  by  her  tomb  too ! " 

She.  All 's  your  fancy-spinning ! 

Here 's  the  fact :  a  neighbor 
Never-ending,  still  beginning, 

Recreates  his  labor: 
Deep  o'er  desk  he  drudges, 

Adds,  divides,  subtracts  and 
Multiplies,  until  he  judges 

Noonday-hour's  exact  sand 
Shows  the  hour-glass  emptied : 

Then  comes  lawful  leisure, 
Minutes  rare  from  toil  exempted) 

Fit  to  spend  in  pleasure. 

Out  then  with — what  treatise  ? 

Youth* B  Complete  Instructor 
Bow  to  play  the  Mute.     Qu{dpeti$t 

Follow  Youth's  conductor 
On  and  on,  through  Eas^y 

Up  to  Harder,  Hardest 
Flute-piece^  till  thou,  flautist  wheezy, 

Possibly  discardest 
Tootlings  hoarse  and  husky, 

Mayst  expend  with  courage 
Brea& — on  tunes  once  bright  now  dusky  ^ 

Meant  to  cool  thy  porridgid. 

That 's  an  ur  of  Tulou's 
He  maltreats  persistent, 
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Tin  M  lief  I  'd  hear  same  Zuln's 

Bone-piped  bag,  breatb-dietenty 
Madden  native  dances. 

I  'm  the  man's  familiar: 
Unexpectedness  enhances 

What  your  ear's  aoxiliar 
—Fancy — finds  soggestiTe. 

Listen  I    That 's  UgcOo 
Rightly  played,  his  fingers  restive 

Touch  as  if  staaeato* 

J76.  Ah,  yon  trick-betrayer  I 

Telling  tales,  unwise  one  ? 
So  the  secret  of  the  player 

Was — he  could  surprise  one 
Well-nigh  into  trusting 

Here  was  a  musician 
Skilled  consununately,  yet  lusting 

Through  no  vile  ambition 
After  middng  captive 

All  the  world, —rewarded 
Amply  by  one  stranger's  rapture^ 

Common  praise  discarded. 

So,  without  assistance 

Such  as  music  rightiy 
Needs  and  claims,  —  defying  distaafiee^ 

Overleaping  lighUy 
Obstacles  which  hinder,  — • 

He,  for  my  approval, 
All  the  same  and  all  the  kinder 

Made  mine  what  might  move  all 
Berth  to  kneel  adoring : 

Took  —  while  he  piped  Gounod's 
Kt  of  passionate  imploring  — 

Me  for  Juliet :  who  knows  ? 

No !  as  you  explain  things, 

All 's  mere  repetition, 
nraotise-pother :  of  all  vain  things 

Why  waste  pooh  or  pish  on 
Toilsome  effort  —  never 

Ending,  still  beginning  — 
After  wlut  should  pay  c^eavor 

— Bi^t-performance?  winning 
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Weariness  from  voa  who. 

Beady  to  admire  some 
Owl's  fresh  hooting  —  Tu-whit,  ta-who-» 

Find  stale  thrush-songs  tiresome. 

She.  Songs,  Spring  thought  perfection, 

Summer  criticises : 
What  in  May  escaped  detection, 

August,  past  surprises. 
Notes,  and  names  each  blunder. 

Tou,  the  just-initiate, 
Fhuse  to  heart's  content  (what  wonder?) 

Tootings  I  hear  vitiate 
Bomeo's  serenading  — 

I  who,  times  full  twenty. 
Turned  to  ice  —  no  ash-tope  aiding-^ 

At  )uBealdajnente* 

So,  't  was  distance  altered 

Sharps  to  flats  ?    The  missing 
Bar  when  syncopation  faltered 

(You  thought — paused  for  kissing  I) 
Ash-tops  too  felonious 

Intercepted  ?    Bather 
Say  —  they  well-nigh  made  euphonious 

Discord,  helped  to  gather 
Phrase,  by  phrase,  turn  patches 

Into  simulated 
Unity  which  botching  matches,— 

Scraps  redintegrated. 

He*  Sweet,  are  you  su^^^estire 

Of  an  old  suspicion 
Which  has  always  found  me  restive 

To  its  admonition 
When  it  ventured  whisper 

^*  Fool,  the  strifes  and  struggles 
Of  your  trembler  —  blusher  —  lisper 

Were  so  many  juggles. 
Tricks  tried  —  oh,  so  often  !  — 

Which  once  more  do  duty. 
Find  again  a  heart  to  soften. 

Soul  to  snare  with  beauty." 

Birth-blush  of  the  briar-rose. 
Mist-bloom  of  the  hedge-sloe^ 
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Some  one  gains  the  prize :  admire  roae 

Would  he,  when  noon's  wedge — slow—* 
Sore,  has  poshed,  expanded 

Rathe  pink  to  raw  redness  ? 
Wonld  he  covet  sloe  when  sanded 

By  road-dost  to  deadness  ? 
So  — restore  their  valne ! 

Vlj  a  water-sprinkle ! 
Then  guess  sloe  is  fingered,  shall  70a? 

Find  in  rose  a  wri^de  ? 

Here  what  played  Aquarius  ? 

Distance  —  ash-tops  aiding, 
Beconoiled  scraps  else  contrariouS} 

Brightened  stuff  fast  feding. 
Distance  —  call  your  shyness : 

Was  the  fair  one  peerish  ? 
Coyness  softened  out  of  slyness. 

Was  she  cunning,  thievish, 
All-but-proved  impostor  ? 

Bear  out  one  day's  exile. 
Ugly  traits  were  wholly  lost  or 

Screened  by  fancies  flexile  — 

Ash4ops  these,  you  take  me  ? 

Fancies'  inteHerence 
Cihanged  .  .  . 

But  since  I  sleep,  don't  wake  me  I 

What  if  aU  's  appearance? 
Is  not  outside  seeming 

Real  as  substance  inside  ? 
Both  are  facts,  so  leave  me  dreaming : 

If  who  loses  wins  I  'd 
Ever  lose,  —  conjecture, 

From  one  phrase  trilled  deftly, 
All  the  piece.     So,  end  your  lecturoi 

Let  who  Ued  be  left  lie ! 


"IMPERANTE  AUGUSTO  NATUS  EST—** 

What  it  was  struck  the  terror  into  me  ? 
This,  Publius :  closer !  while  we  wait  our  turn 
I  'U  tell  you.    Water 's  warm  (they  ring  inside) 
At  the  eighth  hour,  till  when  no  use  to  bathe. 
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Here  in  the  vestibiile  where  now  we  nt, 
One  scarce  stood  yesterday,  the  throng  was 
Of  loyal  gapeiSy  folk  all  eye  and  ear 
While  Lacius  Yarius  Bof  us  in  their  midst 
Bead  oat  that  long-planned  late-completed  pieoe^ 
Hia  Panegyric  on  the  Emperor. 

<«  Nobody  like  him,"  little  Fkccos  laughed, 
^  At  leading  forth  an  £po8  with  due  pomp ! 

Only,  when  godlike  Ctesar  swella  the  theme, 

How  should  mere  mortals  hope  to  praise  aright  ? 

TeU  me,  thou  offshoot  of  £tru8can  kings !  " 

Whereat  Miecenas  smiling  sighed  assent 

I  paid  my  quadrans,  left  the  Thermas's  roar 

Of  rapture  as  the  poet  asked,  '*  What  place 

Among  the  godshipe  Jove,  for  Cnsar's  sake, 

Would  bid  its  actual  occupant  vacate 

In  favor  of  the  new  divinity  ?  " 

And  got  the  expected  answer,  <^  Yield  thine  own !  **^ 

Jove  thus  dethroned,  I  somehow  wanted  air, 

And  found  myself  a-pacing  street  and  street. 

Letting  the  sunset,  rosy  over  Rome, 

Clear  my  head  dizzy  with  the  hubbub  — say, 

As  if  thought's  dance  therein  had  kicked  up  dust 

By  trampling  on  all  else  :  the  world  lay  prone, 

As  —  poet-propped,  in  brave  hexameters — 

Their  subject  triumphed  up  from  man  to  Grod. 

Caius  Octavius  Cnsar  the  August  — 

Where  was  escape  from  his  prepotency  ? 

I  judge  I  may  have  passed  —  how  many  piles 

Of  structure  dropt  like  doles  from  his  free  hand 

To  Bome  on  every  side  ?    Why,  right  and  left, 

For  temples  you  've  the  Thundering  Jupiter, 

AYvnffXkg  Mars,  Apollo  Palatine : 

How  count  Piazza,  Forum  — there 's  a  third 

All  but  completed.    You  've  the  Theatre 

Named  of  MarceUus — all  his  work,  such  work  I  «• 

One  thought  still  ending,  dominatmg  all— - 

With  warrant  Yarius  sang,  <•  Be  Cnsar  Gkkl !  " 

By  what  a  hold  arrests  he  Fortune's  wheel, 

Obtaining  and  retaining  heaven  and  earth 

Throu^  Fortune,  if  you  like,  but  favor — no  I 

For  the  great  deeds  flashed  by  me,  fast  and  thick 

As  stars  which  storm  the  sky  on  autumn  nights  — 

Those  conquests !  but  peace  crowned  them,  —  so^  of  peace 
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Count  op  his  tides  onlj-* these,  in  few- 
Ten  years  TVinmTir,  Consol  thirteen  timee. 
Emperor,  nay — the  ^oiy  topinng  all— - 
Hailed  Father  of  his  Goontry,  last  and  best 
Of  titles,  by  himaelf  accepted  so: 
And  why  not?    See  hot  feats  aehiered  in  Bome^ 
Not  to  say,  Italy — he  planted  there 
Some  thirty  colonies  —  bat  Rome  itself 
All  new-bmU,  '^marble  now,  brick  once,'*  he  boasts: 
This  Portico,  that  Cireos.    Woold  yon  sail  ? 
He  has  drained  Tiber  for  yon :  woold  yon  walk  ? 
He  strai^tened  out  the  long  Flaminian  Way. 
Poor?    rrofit  by  his  score  of  donatares ! 
Bich  —  that  is,  mirthful?    Half-Orhondred  games 
Challenge  your  choice !    There 's  Bome  — for  joa  and  i 
Only?    The  centre  of  the  world  besides ! 
For,  look  the  wide  world  over,  where  ends  Borne  ? 
Tosnnrise?    There's  £aphrates  — all  between! 
To  sonset  ?    Ocean  and  immensity : 
North,  stAre  till  Danube  stops  von :  Sonth,  see  Kle^ 
The  Desert  and  the  earth-apholding  Moont. 
Well  may  the  poet-people  Mch  with  each 
Vie  in  his  praise,  onr  company  of  swans, 
Virgil  and  Horace,  singers  —  in  their  way — 
Nearly  as  good  as  Variiis,  though  less  famed : 
Well  may  they  cry,  <<No  mortiS,  pkinly  God  I " 

TIius  to  nnrself  myself  said,  while  I  walked : 

Or  would  have  said,  could  thought  attain  to  speeeh^ 

Clean  baffled  by  enormity  of  Uus 

Ihe  while  I  strove  to  scale  its  heights  and  sound 

Its  depths  —  this  masterdom  o'er  all  the  world 

Of  one  who  was  but  bom  — like  you,  like  me. 

Like  all  the  world  he  owns  —  of  flesh  and  blood* 

But  he  —  how  grasp,  how  gauge  his  own  conceit 

Of  bliss  to  me  near  inconceivable  ? 

Or,  since  such  flight  too  much  makes  reel  the  braittf 

Let 's  sink — and  so  take  refuge,  as  it  were. 

From  life's  excessive  altitude  —  to  life's 

Breathable  wayside  shelter  at  its  base ! 

If  looms  thus  large  this  Cnsar  to  myself 

—  Of  senatorial  rank  and  somebody —« 

How  must  he  strike  the  vulgar  nameless  crowd, 

Innnmerous  swarm  that 's  nobody  at  all  ? 

Why,  —  for  an  instance,  —  much  as  yon  gold  shape 

Crowned,  sceptred,  on  the  temple  opposite  — 
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FnlgoiaiilJiipiter  — most  daie  the  i 
Of  —  say,  yon  oatcMt  begging  from  its  step  I 
**  What,  anti-Caaaar,  monareh  in  the  mud, 
Ab  he  is  pinnaeled  abore  thy  pate  ? 
Ay,  beg  away !  thy  lot  eontraats  foil  well 
With  lus  whose  bonnty  yields  thee  this  sapport  — 
Onr  Holy  and  Inviolable  One, 
Cssar,  whose  boanty  built  the  fane  above ! 
Dost  read  my  thonght  ?    Thy  garb,  alack,  displays 
Sore  usage  tnily  in  eaeh  rent  and  stain  — 
Fangh !    Wash  though  in  Saborra !     'Ware  the  dogs 
Who  may  not  so  dis&n  a  meal  on  thee  1 
What,  stretchest  forth  a  pafan  to  eatch  my  alms? 
Aha,  why  yes :  I  must  appear  •—  who  knows  ?  — 
I,  in  my  toga,  to  thy  rags  and  thee  — 
QiuBStor — nay,  iEdile,  Censor  —  Pol !  perhaps 
The  very  Gty-Prtetor's  noble  self ! 
As  to  me  Cnisar,  so  to  thee  am  I  ? 
Good:  nor  in  yam  shall  prove  thy  quest,  poor  rogue! 
Hither -—hold  pafan  out — take  tibis  quarteivas  I  ** 

And  who  did  take  it  ?    As  he  raised  his  head, 
(My  gesture  was  a  trifle  —  well  abrupt,) 
Bade  fell  the  broad  flap  of  the  peasant's-hat, 
The  homespun  eloak  that  muffled  half  his  cheek 
Dropped  somewhat,  and  I  had  a  glimpse — just  one  I 
One  was  enough.    Whose  —  whose  might  be  the  f  aee  ? 
That  unkempt  careless  hair  —  brown,  yellowish  — 
Tliose  sparkling  eyes  beneath  their  eyebrows'  ridge 
(Each  meets  ei^,  and  the  hawk-nose  rules  between) 
— That  was  enough,  no  glimpse  was  needed  more  I 
And  terrifyingiy  into  my  mind 
Game  that  quick-hushed  report  was  whispered  us, 

''They  do  say,  once  a  year  in  sordid  garb 
He  plays  the  mendicant,  sits  all  day  long, 
Aslong  and  taking  alms  of  who  may  pass, 
And  so  averting,  if  submission  help. 
Fate's  envy,  the  dread  chance  and  change  of  things 
When  Fortune — for  a  word,  a  look,  a  naught  — 
Turns  spiteful  and — the  petted  lioness  — 
Strikes  with  her  sudden  paw,  and  prone  f  alb  each 
Who  patted  late  her  neck  superiorly, 
Or  trifled  with  those  claw-tips  velvet^heathed." 

^  He 's  God ! "  shouts  Lueins  Varius  Rufns :  "  Man 
And  worms'-meat  any  moment ! "  mutters  low 
Some  Power,  admonishing  the  mortal-bom. 
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Avy  do  yoQ  mind  ?    There 's  meening  in  the  feet 

That  whoBO  conqaen,  trinmphB,  enters  Borne, 

Climbing  the  Cftpitolian,  soaring  thus 

To  gloiy*s  smmmit,  —  Pablins,  do  ^ou  mark-* 

Ever  the  same  attendant  who,  behmd, 

Abore  the  Conqaeror's  head  supports  the  crown 

A]l4oo<iemonstratiYe  for  homan  wear, 

—  One  hand's  employment— all  the  while  reserves 

Its  fellow,  backwwd  flong,  to  point  how,  dose 

Appended  from  the  car,  beneath  the  foot 

Of  the  ap-bome  exalting  Conqaeror, 

Frown— -half -descried— the  instrmnents  of  shame^ 

The  malefactor's  dae.    Crown,  now  —  Cross,  whoi? 

Who  stands  secure  ?    Are  even  Gods  so  safe? 
Jupiter  that  just  now  is  dominant  — 
Are  not  there  ancient  dismal  tales  how  once 
A  predecessor  reigned  ere  Saturn  came, 
And  who  can  say  if  Jupiter  be  last  ? 
Was  it  for  notluog  the  grav  Sibyl  wrote 
^'  CaBsar  Augustus  regnant,  shall  be  bom 
In  blind  Jnd»a  "  —  one  to  master  him, 
Him  and  the  uniTcrse  ?    An  old-wife's  tale  ? 

Bath-drudge !     Here,  slave !    No  cheating !    Our  torn  next 
No  loitering,  or  be  sure  you  taste  the  lash  I 
Two  strigils,  two  oil-drippers,  each  a  sponge ! 


DEVELOPMENT. 

My  Father  was  a  scholar  and  knew  Greek* 
When  I  was  five  years  old,  I  asked  him  once 
"  What  do  you  read  about  ?  " 

''The  siege  of  Troy/' 
''What  is  a  siege,  and  what  is  Troy?" 

Whereat 
He  piled  up  chairs  and  tables  for  a  town. 
Set  me  a-top  for  Priam,  called  our  cat 

—  Helen,  enticed  away  from  home  (he  said) 
By  wicked  Paris,  who  couched  somewhere  dose 
Under  the  footstool,  being  cowardly, 

But  whom  —  since  she  was  worth  the  pains,  poor  pnss- 
Towzer  and  Tray,  —  our  dogs,  the  Atreidai,  — -  sou^ 
By  taking  Troy  to  get  possession  of 

—  Always  when  great  Achilles  ceased  to  sulk. 
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(My  pony  in  the  stable)  —  forth  would  pranee 
And  pat  to  flight  Hector  —  oar  page-boy*8  self. 
This  taught  me  who  was  who  and  what  was  what : 
So  far  I  rightly  understood  the  case 
At  five  years  old :  a  huge  delight  it  proved 
And  still  proves  —  thanks  to  that  instructor  sage 
My  Father,  who  knew  better  than  turn  straight 
Learning's  full  flare  on  weak-eyed  ignorance, 
Or,  worse  yet,  leave  weak  eyes  to  grow  sand-blind. 
Content  with  darkness  and  vacuity. 

It  happened,  two  or  three  years  afterward, 
That  —  I  and  pkymates  phiying  at  Troy's  Siege  — 
My  Father  came  upon  our  inake-believe. 
^  How  would  you  like  to  read  yourself  the  tale 
Properly  told,  of  which  I  gave  you  first 
Merely  such  notion  as  a  boy  could  bear  ? 
Pope,  now,  would  give  you  the  precise  account 
Of  what,  some  day,  by  dint  of  scholarship, 
You  '11  hear  —  who  knows  ?  —  from  Homer's  very  mouth. 
Leam  Greek  by  all  means,  read  the  ^  Blind  Old  Man, 
Sweetest  of  Singers '  —  tuphlos  which  means  '  blind,' 
ffedistas  which  means  *  sweetest.'    Time  enough  1 
Try,  anyhow,*  to  master  him  some  day ; 
Until  when,  take  what  serves  for  substitute. 
Bead  Pope,  by  all  means ! " 

So  I  ran  through  Pope, 
Enjoyed  the  tale  —  what  history  so  true  ? 
Also  attacked  my  Primer,  duly  drudged, 
Grrew  fitter  thus  for  what  was  promised  next  — 
The  very  thing  itself,  the  actual  words. 
When  I  could  turn  —  say,  Buttmann  to  account 

Time  passed,  I  ripened  somewhat :  one  fine  day, 
*^  Quite  ready  for  the  Diad,  nothing  less  ? 
"niere's  Heine,  where  the  big  books  block  the  shelf: 
Don't  skip  a  word,  thumb  wdl  the  Lexicon  I " 

I  thumbed  well  and  skipped  nowise  iaXL  I  learned 
Who  was  who,  what  was  what,  from  Homer's  tongue^ 
And  there  an  end  of  learning.     Had  you  asked 
The  all-accomplished  scholar,  twelve  years  old, 
''  Who  was  it  wrote  the  Iliad  ?  "  -—  what  a  laugh  J 
**  Why,  Homer,  all  the  world  knows  :  of  his  life 
Doubtless  some  facts  exist :  it 's  everywhere : 
We  have  not  settled,  though,  his  place  of  birth : 
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He  beggbd,  for  certain,  and  was  blind  beside : 

Seven  cities  claimed  him  —  Scio«  with  best  right, 

Thinks  Byron.     What  he  wrote  ?    Those  Hymns  we  h«?a 

Then  there 's  the  '  Battle  of  the  Ytop  and  Mice,* 

That 's  all  —  nnless  they  dig  <  Margites  *  up 

(I  'd  like  that)  nothing  more  remains  to  know." 

Thus  did  yoaUi  spend  %  comfortable  time ; 

Until  — ''  What 's  this  the  Germans  say  is  fact 

That  Wolf  foand  out  first?    It 's  unpleasant  work 

Their  chop  and  change,  unsettling  one's  belief: 

All  the  same,  where  we  live,  we  learn,  that 's  sore.'* 

So,  I  bent  brow  o*er  PrUeffomena. 

And,  after  Wolf,  a  docen  of  his  like 
Proved  there  was  never  any  Troy  at  all, 
Neither  Besiegers  nor  Besieged,  — >  nay,  wone,  — 
No  actual  Homer,  no  authentic  text, 
No  warrant  for  the  fiction  I,  as  fact, 
Had  treasured  in  my  heart  and  soul  so  long — 
Ay,  mark  you  1  and  as  fact  hdd  still,  still  hoU, 
Spite  of  new  knowledge,  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
^d  soul  of  souls,  fact's  essence  freed  and  fixed 
From  accidental  fancy's  guardian  sheath. 
Assuredly  thenceforward  —  thank  mj  stars !  — 
However  it  got  there,  deprive  who  eould  — 
Wring  from  the  shrine  my  precious  tenantry, 
Helen,  Ulysses,  Hector  and  his  Spouse, 
Achilles  and  his  Friend  ? —though  Wolf — ah,  Wolf  I 
Why  must  he  needs  come  doubting,  spoil  a  dream  ? 

But  then,  '*  No  dream 's  worth  waking  "  —  Browning  says: 

And  here 's  the  reason  why  I  tell  thus  much. 

I,  now  mature  num,  you  anticipate. 

May  blame  my  FaUier  justifiably 

For  letting  me  dream  out  my  nonage  thus, 

And  only  by  such  slow  and  sure  degrees 

Permitting  me  to  sift  the  grain  from  chaff, 

Get  truth  and  falsehood  known  and  named  as  such. 

Why  did  he  ever  let  me  dream  at  all, 

Not  bid  me  taste  the  story  in  its  stronffth  ? 

Suppose  my  childhood  was  scarce  quaafied 

To  rightly  understand  mythology. 

Silence  at  least  was  in  his  power  to  keep : 

I  might  have — somehow  —  correspondingly — 

Well,  who  knows  by  what  method,  gained  my  gainst 

Been  taught,  by  f orthrights  not  meanderingp,     ^ 
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My  aim  ahonld  be  to  loathe,  like  Peleiu'  son, 
A  lie  as  Hell's  Gate,  love  my  wedded  wife. 
Like  Hectar,  and  so  on  with  all  the  reet 
Coold  not  I  have  excogitated  this 
Withoat  believing  such  men  really  were  ? 
That  is  —  he  might  have  pat  into  my  hand 
The  ''  Ethics  "  ?    In  translation,  if  you  please, 
Exact,  no  pretty  lying  that  improves, 
To  suit  the  moaem  taste :  no  more,  no  lees  •*» 
The  '<  Ethics" :  't  is  a  treatise  I  find  hard 
To  read  aright  now  that  my  hair  is  gray, 
And  I  can  manage  the  original. 
At  five  years  old  -^  how  iU  had  fared  its  leaves ! 
Now,  growii^  doable  o'er  the  Stagirite, 
At  least  I  soO  no  page  with  bread  and  milk, 
Nor  eromple,  dogs-ear  and  deface — boys'  way. 


EEPHAN.* 

How  I  lived,  ere  my  human  life  began 

In  this  world  of  yoors,  *-like  yoa,  made  man}*«* 

When  my  home  was  the  Star  of  my  God  Bephan  ? 

Come  then  aroand  me,  dose  aboat, 
World-weary  earth-bom  ones !     Darkest  doobt 
Or  deepest  despondency  keeps  yoa  oat  ? 

Nowise  I    Before  a  word  I  speak. 

Let  my  circle  embrace  yoor  worn,  year  weak, 

Brow-farrowed  old  ag^  youth's  hollow  cheek  -^ 

Diseased  in  the  body,  sick  in  sool. 

Pinched  poverty,  satiate  wealth,  -^  yoor  whole 

Arvay  of  despairs  I    Have  I  read  the  roll? 

All  here?  Attend,  perpend !  O  Star 
Of  my  God  Bephan,  what  wonders  are 
In  thy  brilliance  f agitiye,  faint  and  far  I 

Far  from  me,  native  to  thy  realm. 

Who  shared  its  perfections  which  o'erwhehn 

IGnd  to  conceive.    Let  drift  the  hehn, 

'Suggested  by  a  TSfy  eady  xeooDaetioii  of  ajn^ow  stmy  by  the  noble 
ramaii  and  himginaiaTe  writer,  Jane  Taylor,  of  Norwibh. 
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Let  dme  the  tail,  dare  Dnoonfined 

Embark  for  the  vastitade,  O  Mind, 

Of  anabsolnteblifls!    Leave  earth  behind ! 

Here,  by  extremes,  at  a  mean  yon  gaeu : 
There,  all's  at  most  — not  more,  not  less : 
Nowhere  deficiency  nor  excess. 

No  want  —  whatever  should  be,  is  now: 

No  growth — that's  change,  and  change  oomes*^ how 

To  royalty  bom  with  crown  on  brow  ? 

Nothing  begins — so  needs  to  end : 
Where  fell  it  short  at  first?    Extend 
Only  the  same,  no  change  can  mendl 

I  use  yoor  language :  mine — no  word 

Of  its  wealth  would  help  who  spoke,  who  heaidf 

To  a  gleam  of  intelligence.    None  preferred, 

None  felt  distaste  when  better  and  worse 
Were  onoontrastable :  bless  or  corse 
What — in  that  oniform  universe  ? 

Can  your  world's  phrase,  your  sense  of  things 
Forth-fignre  the  Star  of  my  God  ?    No  springs, 
No  winters  thronghont  its  space.    Time  brings 

No  hope,  no  fear :  as  to-day,  shall  be 
To-morrow :  advance  or  retreat  need  we 
At  our  stand-still  through  eternity  ? 

All  happy :  needs  most  we  so  have  been. 
Since  who  could  be  otherwise  ?    All  serene : 
What  dark  was  to  bamsh,  what  light  to  screen  ? 

Earth's  rose  is  a  bad  that 's  checked  or  grows 
As  beams  may  encourage  or  blasts  oppose : 
Oar  lives  leapt  forth,  each  a  fall-orbed  rose  — - 

Each  rose  sole  rose  in  a  sphere  that  spread 
Above  and  below  and  aroand — rose-red : 
No  fellowship,  each  for  itself  instead. 

One  better  than  I — would  prove  I  lacked 
Somewhat :  one  worse  were  a  jarring  fact 
Disturbing  my  faultlessly  exact 
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How  did  it  eome  to  pasB  there  lurked 
Somehow  a  aeed  of  change  that  worked 
Obflonre  in  my  heart  till  perfection  irked  ?  — 

TUl  oat  of  its  peace  at  length  grew  strife  — 
Hopes,  fears,  loves,  hates,  —  obscurely  rife,  •« 
My  life  grown  aptremble  to  torn  your  life  ? 

Was  it  Thou,  above  all  lights  that  are, 
Prime  Potency,  did  Thy  hand  unbar 
The  prison-gate  of  Bephan  my  Star  ? 

In  me  did  such  potency  wake  a  pulse 
Could  trouble  tranquilHty  that  lulls 
Not  lashes  inertion  till  throes  convulse 

Soul's  quietude  into  discontent? 

As  when  the  completed  rose  bursts,  rent 

By  ardors  till  forth  from  its  orb  are  sent 

New  petals  that  mar  —  unmake  the  disk  — 
Spoil  rondure :  what  in  it  ran  brave  risk, 
(Slanged  apathy's  calm  to  strife,  bright,  brisk. 

Pushed  simple  to  compound,  sprang  and  spread 

TUl,  fresh-formed,  faceted,  floreted, 

The  flower  that  slept  woke  a  star  instead  ? 

No  mimic  of  Star  Bephan !    How  long 
I  stagnated  there  where  weak  and  strong, 
The  wise  and  the  foolish,  right  and  wrong, 

Are  merged  alike  in  a  neutral  Best, 

Can  I  tell?    No  more  than  at  whose  behest 

The  passion  arose  in  my  passive  breast, 

And  I  yearned  for  no  sameness  but  difference 
In  thing  and  thing,  that  should  shock  mv  sense 
With  a  want  of  worth  in  them  all,  and  thence 

Startle  me  up,  by  an  Infinite 
Discovered  above  and  below  me — height 
And  depth  alike  to  attract  my  flight, 

Bepel  my  descent :  by  hate  taught  love. 
Oh,  gain  were  indeed  to  see  above 
Supremacy  ever  -—to  move,  remove, 
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Not  reach  —  aqnre  yet  never  attain 

To  the  object  aimed  at  1    Scarce  in  yain,  -* 

As  each  stage  I  left  nor  touched  again. 

To  softer,  did  PMiffs  bring  the  bved  one  Uias, 
Wring  knowledge  from  ignorance,  —  jost  for  tiUs- 
To  add  one  drop  to  a  loye^byasl 

Enoogh :  for  yon  doaht,  you  hope,  O  men. 
Ton  fear,  yon  agonize,  die :  what  then? 
Is  an  end  to  your  life's  work  ont  of  ken? 

HaTc  you  no  aasoranee  that,  earth  at  end. 
Wrong  will  prove  right?    Who  made  shall  mend 
In  the  higher  sphere  to  which  yearnings  tend? 

Why  should  I  speak?    Ton  divine  the  teat 
When  the  troaUe  grew  in  my  pregnant  breast 
A  voice  said,  ^<So  wooldst  then  strive^  not  rest  ? 

M  Bom  and  not  smoalder,  win  by  worth, 
Not  rest  content  with  a  wealth  that 's  dearth? 
Thoa  ait  past  Bephan,  thy  place  be  Earth  r' 


REVERIE. 

I  KNOW  there  shall  dawn  a  day 
—Is  it  here  <m  homely  oaith? 

Is  ityonder,  worlds  awi^, 
Where  the  strange  and  new  have  bixth. 

That  Power  comes  fall  in  play  ? 

Is  it  here,  with  grass  aboot. 

Under  befriending  trees, 
When  shy  bods  venture  oat, 

And  the  air  by  mild  degieeB 
Bits  winter's  dealh  past  donbt? 

Is  it  up  amid  whirl  and  roar 

Of  uie  elemental  flame 
Which  star-flecks  heaven's  daik  floor, 

That,  new  yet  still  the  same, 
Fall  in  play  comes  Power  once  more? 
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Somewhere,  below,  abore,  ' 

Shall  a  day  dawn  —  this  I  know^ 
When  Power,  which  vainly  itrove 

My  weaknesB  to  o'erthrow. 
Shall  triumph.    I  breathe,  I  morOy 

I  truly  am,  atlastl 

For  a  veil  is  rent  between 
Me  and  the  tmth  which  passed 

Fitfol,  half -gaessed,  half-seen, 
Grasped  at — ^not  gained,  held  fast 

I  for  mj  race  and  me 

Shall  apprehend  life's  law : 
In  the  legeiDd  of  man  shall  see 

Writ  large  what  small  I  saw 
In  my  life's  tale :  both  agree. 

As  the  record  from  jyoizth  to  age 

Of  my  own,  the  smgle  sool — 
So  the  world's  wide  book :  one  page 

Deciphered  explains  the  whole 
Of  our  eommon  heritage. 

How  but  from  near  to  &r 

Should  knowledge  proceed,  inerease  ? 
Try  tibe  clod  ere  test  the  star ! 

Bring  our  inside  strife  to  peace 
Ere  we  wage,  on  the  outside,  war  I 

So,  my  annals  thus  begin : 

Willi  body,  to  life  awoke 
Soul,  the  immortal  twin 

Of  body  which  hove  soul's  yoke 
Since  mortal  and  not  akin. 

By  means  of  the  flesh,  grown  fit» 

Mind,  in  snrview  of  things, 
Now  soared,  anon  alit 

To  treasure  its  gatherings 
IVem  the  ranged  expanse  ^-to-wity 

Nature, — esrtfi's,  heaven's  wide  sho* 

Which  taught  aU  hope,  aU  fear : 
Acquainted  with  joy  and  woe, 

I  could  say,  <*  Thus  much  is  clear,  I 

Doubt  annulled  thus  much :  I  know. 

I 
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^  AH  is  effeet  of  caase : 

As  it  woold,  has  willed  and  done 
Power :  and  mj  nund's  applanse 

Goes,  passing  laws  each  one^ 
To  Omnipotence,  lord  of  laws.'' 

Head  praises,  but  heart  refrains 
From  loving*8  acknowledgment 

Whole  losses  outweigh  half-gains : 
Earth's  good  is  with  evil  blent: 

Good  straggles  bat  eyil  reigns. 

Yet  since  Earth's  good  proved  good  — 

Incontrovertibly 
Worth  loving — I  anderstood 

How  evil — did  mind  descry 
Power's  object  to  end  pursued— 

Were  haplj  as  doud  across 
Good's  orb,  no  orb  itself : 

Mere  mind  —  were  it  found  at  loss 
Did  it  play  the  tricksy  elf 

And  from  life's  gold  purge  the  dross  ? 

Power  is  known  infinite : 
Good  struggles  to  be  —  at  best 

Seems  —  scanned  by  the  human  eighty 
Tried  by  the  senses'  teot  — 

Good  palpably :  but  with  right 

Therefore  to  mind's  award 

Of  loving,  as  power  claims  praise  ? 

Power  —  which  finds  naught  too  hard, 
Fulfilling  itself  all  ways 

Unchecked,  unchanged :  whUe  baned. 

Baffled,  what  good  began 

Ends  evil  on  every  side. 
To  Power  submiasive  man 

Breathes,  « £*en  as  Thou  art,  abide !  '* 
While  to  good  ^  Late-found,  long^oo^ 

**  Would  Power  to  a  plenitude 
But  liberate,  but  enlarge 
Good's  strait  confine,  —  renewed 
Were  ever  the  heart's  discharse 
Of  loving !  "    Else  doubts  intruae. 
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For  70Q  dominmto,  stsra  alll 

For  a  sense  informs  you  —  brate^ 
Bird,  wonn,  flj,  great  and  small. 

Each  with  your  attribute 
Or  low  or  majestical ! 

Hioq  earth  that  embosomest 

Offspring  of  land  and  sea  — 
How  thy  hills  first  sank  to  rest, 

How  thy  vales  bred  herb  and  tree 
Which  dizen  thy  mother-breast  — 

Do  I  ask ?    "Be ignorant  ^ 

Ever ! "  the  answer  clangs : 
Whereas  if  I  plead  world's  want, 

Sool's  sorrows  and  body's  panga^ 
Flay  the  homan  applicant,  — 

Is  a  remedy  far  to  seek? 

I  question  and  find  response : 
I  —  all  men,  strong  or  weak, 

Conceive  and  deohire  at  once 
For  each  want  its  cure.     "  Power,  speak  I 

^  Stop  change,  avert  decay. 

Fix  life  fast,  banish  death. 
Eclipse  from  the  star  bid  stay. 

Abridge  of  no  moment's  breath 
One  creature  I     Hence,  Night,  hail.  Day ! " 

What  need  to  confess  again 

No  problem  this  to  solve 
By  impotence  ?    Power,  once  plain 

Proved  Power,  —  let  on  Power  devolve 
Grood*s  right  to  co-equal  reign ! 

Past  mind's  conception  —  Power ! 

Do  I  seek  how  star,  earth,  beast, 
Bird,  worm,  fly,  gain  their  dower 

For  lif  e*s  use,  most  and  least  ? 
Back  from  the  search  I  cower. 

Do  I  seek  what  heals  all  harm. 

Nay,  hinders  the  harm  at  first. 
Saves  earth  ?    Speak,  Power,  the  charm ! 

Keep  the  life  there  unamerced 
By  duuice,  change,  death's  alarm  I 
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As  pronptlj  as  inind  conodtrM^ 

Let  Power  in  its  torn  deelaie 
Some  law  which  wrong  retrievesy 

AbolisheB  everywbAre 
What  thwarts,  what  irks,  what  grieveal 

Never  to  be !  and  yet 

How  easy  it  seems  —  to 
Like  man's  —  if  somehow  met 

Power  with  its  match — 
Love,  limitless,  nnbeset 

*  By  hindrance  on  every  side  I 

Conjectured,  nowise  known, 
8aeh  may  be :  could  man  oondfide 

Such  would  match  —  were  Love  but  shown 
Stript  of  the  veils  that  hide- 
Power's  self  now  manifest ! 

So  reads  my  record :  thine, 
O  world,  how  runs  it  ?    Gaessed 

Were  the  purport  of  that  prime  line» 
Fh>phetie  of  all  the  rest ! 

^  Li  a  beginning  Ood 

Made  heaven  and  earth."    Forth  flaahed 
Knowledge :  from  star  to  dod 

Man  knew  things :  doabt  abashed 
Closed  its  long  period. 

Knowledge  obtained  Power  praise. 

Had  G^ood  been  manifest, 
Broke  out  in  cloadless  blaze, 

XJncheqnered  as  onrepressed, 
Li  all  things  Good  at  best  — 

Then  praise  -— >  all  praise,  no  blame  -* 
Had  hailed  the  perfection.    No ! 

As  Power's  display,  the  same 

Be  Good's  — praise  forth  shall  flow 

tlnisonoas  in  acdaim  I 

Even  as  the  world  its  life, 

So  have  I  lived  my  own  — 
Power  seen  with  Love  at  strife,  » 

That  sttre.  this  dimly  shown, 
—  Good  rare  and  evil  rife. 
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Whereof  (be  effect  be — faith 

That,  some  far  day,  were  found 
Bipenees  in  things  now  rathe, 

Wrong  righted,  each  chain  nnbomidf 
Renewal  bom  oat  of  scathe. 

Why  faith —but  to  lift  the  load, 

To  leaven  the  lamp,  where  lies 
Mind  prostrate  through  knowledge  owed 

To  the  loveless  Power  it  tries 
To  withstand,  how  vain !    In  flowed 

Ever  resistless  fact : 

No  more  than  the  passive  day 
Disputes  the  potter's  act, 

Could  the  whelmed  mind  disobey 
Knowledge  the  cataract 

But,  perfect  in  every  part. 

Has  the  plotter's  moulded  shape, 
Leap  of  man's  quickened  heart, 

Tnroe  of  his  thought's  escape, 
Stings  of  his  soul  wluch  dart 

Through  the  barrier  of  flesh,  till  keen 
She  climbs  from  the  calm  and  dear, 

Through  turbidity  all  between, 

From  the  known  to  the  unknown  here. 

Heaven's  "Shall  be,"  from  Earth's  "Has  been **? 

Then  life  is  —  to  wake  not  sleep. 

Rise  and  not  rest,  but  press 
From  earUi's  level  where  blindly  creep 

Things  perfected,  more  or  less, 
To  the  heaven's  height,  far  and  steep, 

Where,  amid  what  strifes  and  storms 

May  wait  the  adventurous  quest. 
Power  is  Love  —  transports,  transforms 

Who  aspired  from  worst  to  best, 
Sought  the  soul's  world,  spumed  the  worms'* 

I  have  faith  such  end  shall  be : 

From  the  first.  Power  was  —  I  knew. 

life  has  made  clear  to  me 

That,  strive  but  for  closer  view. 

Love  were  as  plain  to  see. 
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When  see?    When  there  dawns  a  dqri 
If  not  on  the  homely  earth, 

Then  yonder,  worlds  away, 
Where  the  strange  and  new  haye  hirth. 

And  Power  oomes  fall  in  pUy. 


EPIL06UK 

At  the  midnight  in  the  silenee  of  the  deep-timei 

When  yon  set  your  fancies  free, 
Will  they  pass  to  where  —  by  death,  fools  think,  imi 
Low  he  Ues  who  once  so  loTcd  yon,  whom  you  loved  so, 

—  Pity  me? 

Oh  to  love  so,  be  so  loved,  yet  so  mistaken ! 

What  had  I  on  earth  to  do 
With  the  slothful,  with  the  mawkish,  the  unmanly  ? 
Like  the  aimless,  helpless,  hopeless,  did  I  drivel 

—  Being  —  who  r 

One  who  never  tamed  his  back  bat  marched  breast  forwaid, 

Never  doubted  clouds  would  break, 
Never  dreamed,  though  right  were  worsted,  wrong  wouU  tvi- 

umph. 
Held  we  fall  to  rise,  are  baffled  to  fight  better, 
Sleep  to  wake. 

No,  at  noonday  in  the  bustle  of  man*s  work-time 

Greet  the  unseen  with  a  cheer  1 
Bid  him  forward,  breast  and  back  as  either  should  be, 
^  Strive  and  thrive  1 "  cry  "  Speed,  — fight  on,  &re  ever 
There  as  here  1" 


Digitized  by 


Google 


APPENDIX 


POEMS  UNCOLLECTED  BT  BBOWNING 


SONNET 

Em,  caJm  beside  thee,  (Lady  oonld'st  thoa  know!) 

May  turn  awaj  thick  with  fast-gathering  tears : 
I  glance  not  where  all  gaxe :  thrilling  and  low 

Their  passionate  praises  reach  thee — my  cheek  wears 
Alone  no  wonder  when  thoa  passest  by ; 
Thy  tremulous  lids  bent  and  suffused  reply 
To  the  irrepressible  homage  which  doth  |^ow 

On  every  lip  but  mine :  if  in  thine  ears 
Their  accents  linger — and  thou  dost  recall 

Me  as  I  stood,  still,  guarded,  yery  pale, 
Beside  each  votarist  whose  lighted  brow 
Wore  worship  like  an  aureole,  ''0*er  them  all 

My  beauty,"  thou  wilt  murmur,  **  did  prevail 

Save  that  one  only : "  —  Lady  oonld'st  thou  know! 

Augutt  17, 1834.  Z. 


BEN  EABSHOOE'S  WISDOM 


''  Would  a  man  'scape  the  rod? " 
Rabbi  Ben  Earshook  saith, 

<«  See  that  he  turn  to  God 

The  day  before  hia  death." 

**  Ay,  could  a  man  inquire 

When  it  shall  come !"  I  say. 
The  Rabbi's  eye  shoots  fire  — 
''Then  let  him  turn  today  I " 


Quoth  a  voung  Sadduoee: 
''  Beaded  of  many  roUs, 
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Ib  h  10  eertein  we 
Haye,  m  they  tell  us,  ■oula?'* 

<<Soii«  tbereis  no  replTp' 
TheBabbiMthkbeefd: 

**  Certain,  a  booI  have  I— 

We  may  have  none,"  he  sneered* 

ThuB  Karahook,  the  ECiram'a-Hamniery 
The  Bight-hand  Temple-eolmnn, 

Taoght  babes  in  grace  Uieir  grammary 
And  stmck  the  simple,  solemn. 
Bomb,  iiprS  27, 1864. 


HELEN'S  TOWEB 

Who  hears  of  Helen's  Tower,  may  dream  perehanoe 
How  the  Greek  Beauty  from  the  Scaean  Gate 
Grazed  on  old  friends  unanimous  in  hate, 

Death-doom'd  because  of  her  fair  countenance. 

Hearts  would  leap  otherwise,  at  thy  advance, 
Lady,  to  whom  this  Tower  is  consecrate ! 
Like  hers,  thy  face  once  made  all  eyes  elate. 

Yet,  unlike  hers,  was  bless'd  by  every  glance. 

The  Tower  of  Hate  is  outworn,  far  and  strange: 
A  transitory  shame  of  long  ago, 

It  dies  into  the  sand  from  which  it  sprang ; 
But  thine,  Love's  rock-built  Tower,  shalt  lear  no  diNigf 
God's  self  laid  stable  earth's  foundations  so, 
When  all  the  moming^tars  together  sang. 
Apra  26,1870. 

O  LOVE!  LOVEI 


O  Love !  Love!  thou  that  from  the  eyes  diffnaesl 
Teaming,  and  on  the  soul  sweet  grace  inducest,— 
Souls  against  whom  thy  hostile  oiarch  is  made,— 
Never  to  me  be  manifest  in  ire. 
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Nor,  oot  of  time  and  tone,  mj  peace  inyade ! 

Since  neither  from  the  fire  — 

No,  nor  from  the  stars  —  is  laonched  a  bolt  more  mightjr 

Than  that  of  Aphrodite 

Hurled  from  the  hands  of  Ldve,  the  boy  with  Zeus  for  siroi 

n 

Idly,  how  idly,  by  the  Alpheian  river 
And  in  the  Pythian  shrines  of  Phoebas,  quiver 
Blood-offerings  from  the  bull,  which  Hellas  heaps : 
While  Love  we  worship  not  —  the  Lord  of  men ! 
Worship  not  him,  the  very  key  who  keeps 
Of  Aphrodite,  when 

She  closes  up  her  dearest  chamber-portals : 
—  Love,  when  he  comes  to  mortals, 
Wide-wasting,  through  those  deeps  of  woes  beyond  the  deep  I 
December  18, 1878. 

THE  BLIND  MAN  TO  THE  MAIDEN 

(TnuMlated  from  Wflhelmine  von  Hillem's  TTie  Hour  Will  Come) 

The  blind  man  to  the  maiden  said, 

^^  O  thou  of  hearts  the  truest, 
Thy  countenance  is  hid  from  me ; 
Let  not  my  question  anger  thee  ! 

Speak,  Uiough  in  words  the  fewest. 

**  Tell  me,  what  kind  of  eyes  are  thine  ? 

Dark  eyes,  or  light  ones  rather  ?  " 
"My  eyes  are  a  decided  brown  — 
So  much,  at  least,  by  looking  down. 

From  the  brook's  glass  I  gather/' 

"  And  is  it  red  —  thy  little  mouth  ? 

That  too  the  blind  must  care  for." 
"  Ah  !  I  would  tell  it  soon  to  thee, 
Only  — none  yet  has  told  it  me. 

I  cannot  answer,  therefore. 

'^But  dost  thou  ask  what  heart  I  have  — 
There  hesitate  I  never. 
In  thine  own  breast 't  is  borne,  and  so 
lis  thine  in  weal,  and  thine  in  woe, 
For  life,  for  death — thine  ever  I " 
187ft 
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ALBUM  LINES 

(Riplanatory  to  Epilogae  of  Dramatic  IdjfU,) 

Thus  I  wrote  in  London,  musing  on  my  betters. 
Poets  dead  and  gone ;  and  lo,  the  critics  cried, 
^  Out  on  such  a  boast  I "  as  if  I  dreamed  that  fetters 
Binding  Dante  bind  up  — -  me !  as  if  true  pride 
Were  not  also  humble  I 

So  I  smiled  and  sighed 
As  I  oped  your  book  in  Venice  this  bright  morning, 
Sweet  new  friend  of  mine  I  and  felt  the  day  or  sand. 
Whatsoe'er  my  soil  be,  break  —  for  praise  or  scorning - 
Out  in  grateful  fancies  —  weeds ;  but  weeds  expand 
Almost  into  flowers,  held  by  such  a  kindly  hand. 
Venice,  Ociober  14, 188a 


IMPROMPTU 

All  singers,  trust  me,  have  this  common  vice : 
To  sing  'mid  friends,  you  '11  have  to  ask  them  twice. 
If  you  don't  ask  them,  't  is  another  thing, 
Until  the  judgmentniay  be  sure  they'll  sing. 
1883. 

GOLDONI 

Groldoni  — good,  gay,  sunniest  of  souls,  — 

Glassing  half  Venice  in  that  verse  of  thine,  — 

What  though  it  just  reflect  the  shade  and  shine 
Of  common  life,  nor  render,  as  it  rolls, 
Grandeur  and  gloom  ?     Sufficient  for  thy  shoals 

Was  Carnival :  Parini's  depths  enshrine 

Secrets  unsuited  to  that  opaline 
Surface  of  things  which  laughs  along  thy  scrolls. 
There  throng  the  People :  how  they  come  and  go, 

Lisp  the  soft  language,  flaunt  the  bright  garb,  —  » 
On  Pukzza,  Calle,  under  Portico 

And  over  Bridge !  Dear  king  of  Comedy, 
Be  honored !     Thou  that  didst  love  Venice  so, 

Venice,  and  we  who  love  her,  all  love  theel 
Venice,  November  27, 1883. 
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RAWDON  BROWN 

*'Tntli  ga  i  to  gosti,  e  mi  go  i  ndL'* 

{Vemdian  tajfing.) 

Sidled  Bawdon  Brown:  ^Tas,  I'm  departing,  Tonil 
I  needs  must,  jnst  this  once  before  I  die, 
Reyisit  England :  Anglus  Brown  am  I, 
AlthoQgh  my  heart 's  Venetian.     Tes,  old  crony  — 
Venice  and  London  —  London 's  '  Death  the  bony ' 
Compared  with  Life — that 's  Venice !     What  a  sky, 
A  sea,  this  morning !     One  last  look !     Qood-bye, 
Ck  Pesaro !  No,  lion  —  I  'm  a  coney 

To  weep  I  I  'm  dazzled ;  't  is  that  son  I  view 

Rippling  the  .  •  .  the  .  .  •  CospettOy  Toni !  Down 
With  carpet-bag,  and  off  with  yalise-straps  I 
Bella  Veneziay  nan  ti  laaeio  piu  I " 

Nor  did  Brown  ever  leave  her :  well,  perhaps 
Browning,  next  week,  may  find  himself  qaite  Brown  I 
AbMmft«r  28, 188a 

THE  NAMES 

Shakespeare ! — to  snch  name's  sounding,  what  succeeds 
Fitly  as  silence  ?    Falter  forth  the  spell,  — 
Act  follows  word,  the  speaker  knows  fall  well. 

Nor  tampers  with  its  magic  more  than  needs. 

Two  names  there  are :  ThsX  which  the  Hebrew  reads 
With  his  sonl  only :  if  from  lips  it  fell. 
Echo,  back  thundered  by  earth,  heaven  and  hell. 

Would  own  ''  Thou  did'st  create  us  I  *'  Naught  impedes 

We  voice  the  other  name,  man's  most  of  might, 
Awesomely,  lovingly :  let  awe  and  love 

Mutely  await  their  working,  leave  to  sight 
All  of  the  issue  as  —  below  —  above  — 
Shakespeare's  creation  rises :  one  remove, 

Though  dread — this  finite  from  that  infinite. 
Jfar«A12,1884. 

THE  POUNDER  OP  THE  FEAST 

*^  Enter  my  palace,"  if  a  prince  should  say  — 

^  Feast  with  the  Painters  I  See,  in  bounteous  roWf 
Tliey  range  from  Titian  up  to  Angelo  I " 
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Could  we  be  silent  at  the  rieh  Bwrmy? 

A  hoet  ao  kindly^  in  as  great  a  wa/ 
Invites  to  banqaet,  siSwtitates  for  show 
Soand  that 's  diviner  stUl,  and  bids  as  know 

Bach  like  Beethoven ;  are  we  thankless,  pray  ? 

Thanks,  then,  to  Arthur  Chappell,  — thanks  to  him 
Whose  every  gnest  henceforth  not  idly  vaonts 
**  Sense  has  received  the  utmost  Nature  grants, 

Mycnp  was  filled  with  n^itore  to  the  brim. 

When,  night  by  niffht, — ah,  memory,  how  it  haimlsl  - 
Music  was  poured  by  perfect  ministrants, 

By  Halle,  Schumann,  Fiatti,  Joachim." 
AprUa^lSSL 

WHY  I  AM  A  UBEBAL 

'« Why?"  Because  all  I  haply  can  do. 
All  that  I  am  now,  all  I  hope  to  be,-* 
Whence  comes  it  save  from  fortune  setting  free 

Body  and  soul  the  purpose  to  pursue, 

Grod  traced  for  both  ?  If  fetters,  not  a  few. 
Of  prejudice,  convention,  fall  from  me. 
These  shall  I  bid  men  —  each  in  his  degree 

Also  God-guided  —  bear,  and  gayly,  too  ? 

But  little  do  or  can  the  best  of  us : 
That  little  is  achieved  through  liberty. 

Who,  then,  dares  hold,  emancipated  thutf, 
His  fellow  shall  continue  bound  ?    Not  I, 

Who  live,  love,  labor  freely,  nor  discuss 
A  brother's  right  to  freedom.    That  is  *'  Why." 


EPITAPH  ON  LEVI  LINCOLN  THAXTBB 


LeTi  Lmooln  Thaztw.    Bom  ia  Watsrtown,  MiiinhnsiHii  Minisfy  1, 
1824.    Died  May  81, 1884. 

Thou,  whom  these  eyes  saw  never  I  Say  friends  tma 
Who  say  my  soul,  helped  onward  by  my  song. 
Though  all  unwittingly,  has  helped  thee  too  ? 
I  gave  of  but  the  litde  that  I  knew : 
How  were  the  gift  requited,  while  along 
Life's  path  I  pace,  conldst  thou  make  weakness  strong! 
Help  me  with  Knowledge — for  life 's  Old — Deatii  's  New  * 
B.  B.  to  L.  L.  T.,  Apra,  1885. 
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JUBILEE  MEMORIAL  LINES 

(For  A  window  in  St  llaigaiet'i,  WetlDiinitar.) 

Fl%' years'  flight!  wherein  should  he  rejoioe 

Who  hailed  their  birth,  who  as  they  die  deeajs  ? 
This — England  eehoes  his  attesting  voice ; 
Wondrous  and  well  —  thanks,  Aneient  Thoa  of  daj8» 
1887. 
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T%B  mmber  of  ik§  page  ii  givm^foUowed  immediaidtf  bw  ik§  mtmber  tftkt 
Km  on  the  page,  I%e  word  orpaeeage  which  ie  interprtledie  given  in  italice. 
AU  thepaaaagee  on  apage  arepuA  ivto  one  paragraph,  hut  in  eaee  there  i$  mare 
than  one  the  page  number  ie  not  rtpeatod  and  the  wnndter  of  the  line  iepnt  in 
j^arentheaie.  Where  etanaae  are  numbered  thie  numbering  ie  eomeiimee  uaed 
tnetead  of  that  ^  the  page, 

4.  Tbb  AffiAMnnfoy  of  JEbchtlub.  (3)  Atreidai^  pationymio 
siTen  by  Homer  to  Affamenmoii  and  MeneUuM  as  boiib  of  Atrens. 
(9)  Troia,  Troy,  to  whioh  Paxil  oamed  Helen.  (11)  man'f-toay. 
planmng,  aots  planned  by  a  woman,  nsnally  thought  cmly  capable  of 
perf ormanoe  b;^  a  man.     (28)  lUon^  eitadel  of  Troy. 

6: 2,  thrie&<iiXf  the  higheet  throw  with  dice  in  gambling,  three  dioe 
bein^  uaed.  (5)  on  tongue  abigoxhae  trodden,  a  proverbial  expreedon 
fornlenoe.  (9)  Priamof '  ^rral  malcA,  Friam'a  antagooista,  Agamen- 
non  and  lus  brother.     (14)  damoring  *  Aree*  ahonting  for  war.  Area 


boinff  god  of  war.  (27)  Erinm,  to  avenge  wrong.  ^35)  Danaioi, 
peo^e  of  Argos,  also  applied  to  all  Greeka ;  TVoef ,  Trojana. 

6: 11,  Tvndareue,  King  of  Laoedmnon,  who  married  Leda,  mother 
of  Helen  and  Klntaimoestra.  (38)  Teubrie  land,  that  of  Trojana, 
from  their  king  Tenoer.  (40)  AehakuCe  two4knmed  en^^erg,  mle  of 
the  brothers  Agamemnon  and  Menelaoa. 

7: 3,  Linoe,  a  legendary  poet,  torn  in  pieces  by  doga ;  he  became 
typical  of  grief  a^  lamentation  becanse  of  early  death :  the  word 
means  same  as  woe.  (19)  virgin  Artemu,  a  goddess  who  protects 
mothers,  and  here  resents  feast  of  eagles  on  mother^hare.  (34)  looe 
Pakui,  Apollo,  brother  of  Artemis,  ud  able  to  avert  her  y 


8: 1,  (hat  M thUdren^e  fate  ;  Thnestes,  ancestor  of  hoase  of  Atrens, 
feasted  on  flesh  of  his  own  children  given  him  as  a  banqnet  by  his 
brother,  and  this  woe  has  led  to  new  ones.  (2)  Kakkae,  a  sooth- 
sayer who  decreed  saorifloe  of  Iphigenia.  (17)  the  great  of  yore, 
Uranos  and  Cronos,  gods  before  Zens.  (41)  Kalchie,  the  chief  city 
of  Enbcea,  founded  by  Athenians.  (42)  Atiu,  a  town  on  mainland 
opposite  Kalchis  ;  winds  from  Strunwn,  adverse  winds  from  Stmmonic 
Chilf  in  Thrace  blowing  across  iBgean. 

10: 29,  Apian  land,  that  of  Aleves,  from  Apis,  a  physician  who 
freed  it  from  monsters  who  devoued  men,  as  aeseribed  m  The  Stqh 
pUante  of  iEschylos,  line  269. 

11: 13^  Hephmetoe,  the  god  of  fixe ;  Idi,  Monnt  Ida,  on  island  of 
Iiemnos.    (17)  Athoan  nmmit,  that  of  Momt  Athos,  in  Macedonia. 

12: 1,  Maldttoit  a  mountain  in  Eubcea.  (4)  Eur^,  the  strait 
separating  Euboea  from  Boeotia.  (5)  Meeatqnoe,  on  ooast  of  Bceotia. 
(9)  Plain  Aeopos,  that  of  river  of  that  name  in  Thessaly.  (10) 
Mount  Kithairon,  in  southern  part  of  Bceotia.    (14)  Lake  OorgopiB, 
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a  bay  of  Corinthian  Golf.  (15)  Mcuni  AigMxnktMf  in  Magazia. 
(20)  Strait  Saronie,  in  Saronio  Gulf.  (22)  Mount  Aradknaiott  in 
ArgoB  and  yiaible  from  palaoe.  (25)  rvlet  prtMcribeiy  thoae  of  toieb- 
raoes,  described  hy  Paosaniaa,  L  90,  2. 

13: 30,  Atk^  goddess  of  leyenge. 

16:2,  Erinues,  Furies. 

17: 9,  PtUhian,  Apollo.  (11)  ShammdroB,  river  of  Troaa.  (35) 
Prianfidai,  patronymic  of  descendants  of  Priam. 

20: 9,  hronzt^ipping^  tempering  of  bronze,  not  onderstood  by  the 
Qneen. 

21: 36,  water-Haidetf  the  engolfing  sea. 

22: 18,  Zephurotf  west  wind.  r23)  iStmotf,  ri^er  in  Troaa  iHueli 
rises  in  Mount  Ida  and  falls  into  the  Aanthns. 

25:159  the  Argeian  momter^  wooden  horse  eoweiiating  ArgiTeSb  bj 
means  of  which  Troy  was  entered,  Myw«y,  iy.  353. 

26: 16,  triple-hodM  Oerwm^  Gerfoi^  Idngof  Balearic  Islands,  who 
had  three  bodies  and  three  heads,  slain  by  Herayes.  (27)  Sinpkkm 
the  Phohiar^  with  whom  Orestes  f oond  zefnge  and  was  taoght  hf 
Pylades. 

30: 22,  KauandrOy  daughter  of  Priam,  slain  by  Klntainnsatxa. 
(27)  Alkmen^s  child,  Herakles. 

31: 9,  Kan,  mutes.  (20)  Otototoi,  alas  i  (22)  Xoawifya  aomaiM 
of  Apollo. 

83: 11,  papai,  vapai,  O  strange  I  wonderful  1 

34:  24,  Itus—Itvs,  Philomela  turned  into  nightingale,  and  tallii^ 
sorrowful  story  of  her  sister's  son  Itus,  Odyuey,  xiz.  518. 

35: 2,  Orthian  style,  in  shrill  tones  of  Sjpartan  boys  iriiippod  at  altar 
of  Artemis.  (9)  Kokutoi,  river  of  waihng  ;  iicfteron,  nyer  of  woe ; 
both  in  under-world. 

37: 24,  same  amphitb€nna  means  donble-coer,  serpent  with  ^ 
)at  both  ends;  Sbula,  searmonster  deseribed  in  Od}fuey,  ziL  85. 

40:9,  burton,  Syrian. 

44: 34,  Chruieids,  patronymie  of  descendants  of  Astynome,  danght» 
of  Chryses,  in  Iliad,  i.  133^  (SO)  swan/ashum  .  .  .  dfing^  beeanae^ 
haying  gift  of  foresight  and  prophecy,  rejoice  when  dymg,  deaoribed 
inPUto%P*a5do,85; 

45:32,  Tantalidai,  descendants  of  Tantahis,  father  of  Pelopib  «bo 
was  father  of  Thuestes. 

48: 24,  Daimon  of  Pleitthenidai,  genins  of  famity  of  Plaiathenoi^ 
father  of  Tantalus,  ancestor  of  Agamemnon. 

49: 8,  Thuestea,  son  of  Pelora,  brother  of  Atreoa.  (20)  Pekpidm, 
descendants  of  Pelops,  son  of  Tantalus. 

54.  La  Sauiaz.  (24)  CoUonge,  small  town  near  Geneya,  Switnr> 
land. 

55: 12,  Salhfe,  mountain  near  Geneya  that  giyea  view  of  Jura  and 
Mont  Blanc. 

56:28»  the  ManhaPe  next  mom  .  .  .  Gambetta'e  eounter-plag,  the 
contest  in  France,  at  the  time  of  the  writing  of  the  poem,  between 
Marshal  MacMahon,  President  of  the  French  Bepnblic,  and  Leon 
Gambetta,  afterward  president,  that  led  to  the  imprisonment  of  Gmb* 
betta,  his  election  to  the  Assembly,  and  his  compelling  Marnnahoa  to 

•    I  in  1879. 
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57: 17,  fiMBzy  ilrtw,  river  Arra^  that  flows  into  Lake  Geneya. 

Q\:2^ phrase  the  solemn  Tuscan  fashioned,  Dante's  words  abont 
his  meeting  hereafter  with  Beatrice,  in  Convito,  ii«  9,  quoted  at 
end  of  Browning's  letter,  given  in  Introduction  to  this  Tolume. 

68: 23,  such  grudge  in  Chd  as  scared  die  ancient  Greek  refers  to  feel- 
ing of  the  jealousy  of  the  sods  toward  men,  as  expressed  hj  Solon, 
in  Herodotus,  L  32:  "  The  divinity  is  always  jealous  and  delights  in 
confusion,"  and  also  by  iBschylus,  in  Agamemnon,  622:  '*oy  the 
will  of  the  gods,  some  minister  of  At^  hsAh  been  fostered  in  this 
house." 

73:5,  AtkanoMwa  contra  mundum,  Athanasius  against  the  world, 
words  used  by  Richard  Hooker  in  describing  the  tl^logical  attitude 
of  this  bishop  of  Alexandria  in  his  defence  of  Nicene  doctrine  of  the 
Trinity  against  that  of  the  Arians.  (12)  Bossex,  birthplace  of  Jean 
Jacques  Kousseau,  who  preached  the  j;o8pel  of  nature,  and  held  that 
•*  ML  that 's  good  is  gone  and  past**^  (14)  DiodaU^  yiUa  on  Lake 
Geneva,  where  Byron  lived.  Byron's  hatred  of  men  was  equalled 
only  by  his  love  ol  nature,  a  mental  attitude  described  by  Browning 
in  **  Dying  day  with  dolphin-hues,"  and  **  Man  is  meanest" 

74: 10,  pine4ree  ofMakistos,  referred  to  in  Browning's  Agamemnon, 
lines  302-310,  Macstos,  being  highest  point  in  £ubcE»,  used  as  place 
for  beacon-light  in  signalling  news  from  Troy  of  its  downfall,  and 
from  there  conveyed  to  maimand  and  to  Athens ;  hence  beaoon-li^ht 
of  the  great  men  referred  to,  who  signal  to  men  across  the  centuries. 
(13)  Lausanne,  town  where  Gibbon  studied  as  a  young  man,  and  to 
which  he  returned  to  write  his  Decline  and  FcJl,  (14)  the  aspic,  — 
sparldes,  .  .  .  and  now  condensed, thepvthon; here  the  asp  and  python 
are  used  to  symbolize  the  wit  of  Voltaire.  (17)  Femey,  a  village 
near  Geneva,  near  which  was  the  house  occupied  b^  Voltaire  for 
manv  vears.  (19)  terM^-tree,  turpentine  tree,  which  b  used  to 
symbolize  Rousseau's  fervid  eloquence  and  vivid  imag^tion.  (21^) 
Viodati,  Byron,  so  called  from  the  place  of  his  residence  m  Switzerlano. 

77.  Thb  Two  Posts  of  Croibic.  L4,  crusted  .  .  .  with  copper, 
driftwood  that  gives  out  colored  flames  from  deposits  of  metal. 

iv.  6,  octogenarian  Keats  ;  this  poet  would  have  been  fourscore  had 
he  lived,  but  even  his  early  death  did  not  prevent  his  being  of  more 
worth  than  the  pampered  son  of  fortune  who  lived  long  and  did  the 
world  no  good. 

vi.  7,  JS>  and  HArew  name.  Job  v.  7;  xviii.  5;  Isaiah  L  31;  1. 11. 

xi.  1,  Croisic,  described  in  Mrs.  Eatherine  S.  Macquoid's  Through 
Brittany:  <<At  first  sight  it  looks  like  a  dull  little  fishing^village. 
The  port  is  completely  enclosed  bysmall  islands,  and  a  long  artifical 
causeway,  called  the  Chauss^  de  Tembron,  built  to  preserve  the  salt 
marshes  from  the  inroads  of  the  sea,  for  there  seems  to  be  little  doubt 
that  the  whole  of  the  peninsula,  induding.Le  Croisic,  Bats,  and  Le 
Ponliguen,  was  at  one  time  an  island,  and  that  by  degrees  the  chan- 
nel between  it  and  the  mainland  has  transformed  itself  into  salt- 
marshes.  There  are  plenty  of  fishing-boats  and  stalwart-looking 
fishermen;  but,  following  the  straggling  line  of  granite  houses  whi£ 
surrounds  the  bay,  we  remarkMl  that  many  of  them  were  very 
curious,  and  almost  all  were  very  ancient  in  appearance.  Farther 
»u  is  some  higher  ground,  grassed  sand-hills  with  f  urzo  and  broom  at 
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intervals,  and  ihaded  by  treea,  and  from  thii,  at  aDine  diatanoe,  «• 
saw  the  pier  stretehuiff  into  the  lea.  Near  the  pier  are  the  ^tafali»> 
lement  des  bains  ana  the  h6teL  .  .  .  There  is  little  to  see  in  Ls 
Croisio  itself,  thoagh  it  is  a  good  jilan  to  stajr  a  few  days  there,  so  ss 
to  see  something  of  the  yery  oriffinal  inhabitants  of  this  peninsBla 
The  ohuroh  N6tre  Dame  de  la  Fiti^  is  not  remarkable.  Another 
ehapel,  St.  Goostan,  b  now  elosed,  but  the  women  of  Croine  still 
pray  there  for  those  at  sea.  From  the  Mont  Esprit,  at  the  end  of 
the  promenade  oalled  Le  Mail,  there  is  an  ezoellent  view  of  the  town 
and  harbor  of  Le  Croisio;  the  town  sorronnded  by  the  sandy  waste 
of  salt-pans,  and  rising  from  these  the  ehuroh  towers  of  Batz  and  of 
La  Gutfrande.  Beyond  the  harbor  is  the  Atlantic;  there  is  a  fine  sea 
▼iew  from  Mont  Leniso.  The  population  seems  to  be  partly  eom- 
posed  of  fishermen  and  partly  of  salt-workers;  but  there  is  here,  as 
well  as  in  the  Boorg  de  Bats,  a  certain  separateness  and  exelosive- 
ness  of  both  oostome  and  ideas.  The  people  of  Le  Croisie  call  them- 
seWee  Croisioais,  in  contradistinction  to  Bretons,  but  they  do  not 
seem  so  fine  a  race  as  the  people  of  the  Boorg  de  Bats.  Alain  Boi^ 
chart,  the  historian,  Was  bom  at  Le  Croisio;  and  in  the  fifteenth  een- 
tnry  this  town  seems  to  haye  been  rich  and  prosperous,  the  eentxe  of 
the  salt-trade." 

zL  3,  QuerantUt  village  near  Le  Croisie.  (4)  BaiZj  village  near 
Le  Croisie. 

zii.  2,  Dnddi  were  powerful  in  this  region  in  nagan  times,  it  being 
the  chief  seat  of  their  worship;  and  they  eatherea  here  from  all  plaoea 
of  their  worship  for  oonf erence  and  for  the  most  imposing  rites.  The 
survivals  of  their  practices  are  mentioned  by  the  poet  He  also 
speaks  of  the  prominence  given  to  women  among  the  Druids. 

xiv.  3,  JfsnAtr,  monument,  consisting  of  single  tall  stone,  used  to 
mark  a  battie  or  a  grave. 

xz.  8,  Herve  Riel,  bom  in  Le  Croisie,  whose  deed  is  described  in 
note  on  poem  devoted  to  him  in  Paechiarotto, 

zzi.  5,  gule$t  in  heraldry  the  color  red;  vert^  ^reen. 

xzv.  1,  Reni  OentUhommet  bom  in  Le  Croisie,  in  161(^  of  whom 
littie  is  known,  so  little  that  his  name  does  not  appear  in  any  of  the 
usual  sources  of  information  on  Ino^phical  and  literary  subjeets. 
He  was  a  maker  of  Tcrses,  as  was  his  lather  before  him.  Having 
become  the  page  of  the  prince  of  Condtf ,  he  spent  his  leisure  in  writ- 
ing complimentary  verses.  As  Louis  XIII.  and  his  brother  were 
both  childless,  the  prince  of  Condd,  usually  called  the  Duke,  was  the 
heir  to  the  throne.  One  day  a  ducal  crown  in  the  room  where  Ben^ 
sat  was  shi^tered  by  lightning.  He  took  this  as  a  sign  from  heaves 
that  the  prince  of  Condtf  was  not  to  become  king;  and  he  made  a 
bold  poem,  in  which  he  declared  that  a  dauphin  would  be  bom  the 
next  year.  When  this  came  to  the  king^s  ears,  he  made  Rentf  his 
royal  poet.  As  a  dauphin  was  bora  the  next  year,  Ren^  was  regarded 
as  a  seer,  and  got  all  the  honors  due  that  kind  of  a  personage.  After 
this  the  poet  wrote  no  more  poetry,  and  a  thin  volume  of  rhvmes  was 
all  that  could  be  given  to  the  public  as  the  product  of  his  muse. 

g)  Prince  of  CoiuKt  the  Huguenot  statesman  of  time  of  Louis  XIII., 
ough  he  gradually  changed  to  the  Catholic  side,  but  did  not  realise 
his  high  ambitions. 
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zktL  4^  Afme  of  AuttriOf  daughter  of  Philip  III.  of  Spain,  wile 
of  Louis  XIII.,  bat  lived  separately  from  him  for  twenty-three 
years. 

zzzrii.  1,  neat  crowquUl  oaUiffrapk^  fine  penmanship  Uarred  by  slov- 
enly writing. 

xzxriii.  $  dwinior  mcrw,  diviner  thought.  (6)  Rkadamanihinef  from 
Badamanthns,  jadge  of  the  dead  in  Hi^es. 

xl.  8,  Dauphuif  heix^pparent  to  Ftench  throne. 

zlii.  7,  cony-kind,  simpleton  or  dupe. 

xIt.  8,  Simeon,  Cfenesxs  zziz.  33. 

xlviii.  8,  liforked  hill,  that  of  Pamassns,  with  two  peaks,  one  sacred 
to  Muses,  the  other  to  Apollo.  (8)  Oede,  from  Get»,  ancient  in« 
habitants  of  Thrace,  who  became  GK>ths ;  hence  contrast  of  Greek  and 
Gothic  culture. 

hd.  4,  reed  it  crushed,  bj  beast,  as  it  seeks  warmer  climate  owing  to 
ioe-movements  in  early  tunes,  migrating  by  a  blind  instinct  to  a  fitter 
place  of  habitation.     (9)  fortalicef  outwork  of  fort. 

Ixix.  2,  Paul  Deaforffea  Maillard,  bom  in  Le  Croisic,  in  1699.  He 
was  a  man  of  some  importance  in  his  neighborhood,  for  he  was  a 
member  of  the  academies  of  BocheUe,  Caen,  and  Nanc^.  Almost 
nothing  is  now  known  of  him,  except  an  incident  which  occurred  in 
connection  with  his  competition  for  a  prize  on  the  art  of  navigation, 
offered  by  the  French  Academy.  He  did  not  obtain  the  prize,  and 
^is  poem  was  returned  to  him.  At  this  he  was  indignant,  and  his 
indignation  led  him  to  seek  to  prove  to  the  public  that  he  had  not 
been  justly  dealt  with  by  the  jucbcs.  To  this  end  he  sent  his  poems 
to  Le  Mercure,  but  the  editor.  La  Roque,  respectfully  declined  to 
print  them.  Desforses  insisted  upon  their  puDlioation,  taking  the 
editor's  praise,  and  his  declaration  that  he  did  not  wish  to  offend  the 
Academy,  as  an  expression  of  cowardice.  ^  When  he  wrote  La  Boque 
an  angry  letter,  takine  him  to  task  for  his  want  of  bravery  and  jus- 
tioe,  the  editor  threw  his  poems  into  the  fire,  and  wrote  him  that  they 
were  too  poor  to  print.  I)esforses,  in  despair  at  this  cruel  cutting 
short  of  the  fame  he  had  hoped  for,  had  recourse  to  a  singular  arti- 
fice. He  was  living  then  at  Brederac,  close  to  a  vineyard  called 
Malcrais.  Taking  a  sister  into  his  confidence,  he  had  her  copy  out 
some  of  his  poorest  poems,  which  he  sent  to  La  Bo<jue  as  the  poems 
of  MUe.  Malcrais  de  la  "Vigne.  With  these  the  editor  was  greatly 
delighted,  comine  to  him  as  they  did  in  a  feminine  handwriting,  and 
perhaps  with  a  bttle  feminine  flattery  added.  La  Boque  not  only 
printed  the  poems,  but  wrote  a  most  glowing  letter  to  the  supposed 
poetess,  and  even  conceived  a  violent  passion  for  the  muse  of  La 
Croisic.  He  took  the  liberty  of  writing  her  :  "  I  love  you,  my  dear 
friend  of  Brittany.  Pardon  me  this  confession,  but  the  words  have 
slipped  from  my  pen."  La  Boque  was  not  the  only  one  duped  by 
this  poetical  deception.  One  could  not  speak  enough  in  Paris  of  the 
verses  of  the  divine  Malcrais.  There  ^^as  not  a  poet  who  was  not 
eaeer  to  render  her  honor  through  the  medium  of  Le  Mercure,  YoU 
taire  and  Destouches,  amonff  the  leading  authors,  made  themselves 
the  most  conspicuous  ;  and  uiey  were  for  the  moment  jealous  of  each 
other  because  of  the  answers,  more  or  less  tender,  which  they  re- 
ceived ^m  the  coquette.    Voltaire  wrote  of  her  this  line :  "  Thoa 
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whose  brilliant  voioe  hast  leaounded  apon  our  banks.'*  This  poem 
was  printed  in  the  works  of  Ycdture,  ana,  of  all  the  many  yerset  with 
whien  the  false  Malorais  inspired  her  lovers,  these  are  the  only  ones 
which  remain.  Those  of  Destoaohes  had  no  Talne  whatever,  and 
have  passed  into  obliTion. 

When  Desforges  at  last  new  tired  of  his  little  oomedy,  and  re- 
vealed his  true  sex,  most  of  his  admirers  were  at  first  not  a  little 
ashamed  beoanse  of  the  pablio  part  he  had  made  them  play  as  his 
admirers.  As  soon  as  they  had  reoovered  from  the  first  sorpriae  and 
mortification,  they  saw  tibat  the  mystery  he  had  created  was  more 
awkward  for  him  than  for  them.  They  sought  to  depreciate  his 
verses  and  to  render  him  ridicolons ;  and  this  it  was  easy  to  aoeom- 
plisli,  for  he  had  too  little  real  merit  to  resist  the  reaction  whieh  his 
own  methods  had  created. 

Some  time  after  this  oocnrrence  Desfor^,  who  was  not  rieh, 
beg:{^  of  Voltaire  to  aid  him  in  finding  friends  and  a  position  in 
Pans.  The  author  of  Zoxrt^  who  was  too  cunning  or  too  generous 
to  harbor  the  least  resentment,  exerted  himself  with  a  good  ^raoe 
to  help  the  onee  famous  writer  of  Lt  Mercurt,  '^I  am  reminded 
always,"  wrote  Voltaire,  **  of  the  coanetries  of  Mdlle.  Malcrsis,  in 
spite  of  your  beard  and  of  mine ;  and  if  I  cannot  make  love  to  yoo, 

i  will  try  and  render  yon  a  service.    I  expect  to  see  M ,  the  con- 

trSleur-gdndral,  this  summer.  I  shall  look  for  a  good  opportunity  to 
serveyou  ;  and  I  shall  be  veir  happy  if  I  can  obtain  something  nom 
the  Flutus  of  Versailles  in  fisvor  of  the  Apollo  of  Brittany.**  It 
would  appear,  however,  that  the  praises  of  Voltaire  were  greater 
than  his  practical  helpfulness. 

Very  correct  in  his  morals  and  npright  in  his  character,  Desforses 
has  not  ranked  high  as  a  poet.  He  was  destitute  of  taste,  and  his 
style  was  flat  and  verbose.  A  few  of  his  poetical  tales  remind  one  in 
a  distant  way  of  the  epigrams  of  Rousseau.  The  Poisies  de  MUa, 
Malcraig  de  la  Vigne  were  published  in  1736,  and  a  volume  of  ldyl$ 
by  Desforges  was  publishea  in  1751.  His  Works  in  Verse  and  Prou 
were  issued  in  two  volumes  at  Amsterdam  in  1759.  Paul  Desforges 
Maillard  died  December  10, 1772.  The  incident  which  forms  the 
chief  event  in  the  life  of  Desforges  became  the  subject  of  a  oomedy 
^y  Piron,  which  he  called  Mitromanie.  See  Biograp&e  UrdoersdLe  for 
the  leading  facts  in  the  life  of  Desforges. 

Ixxiii.  1,  Academy,  the  celebrated ^Vench  Academy,  founded  by 
Cardinal  Richelieu  in  1635. 

Ixxiv.  4,  It  *s  Virgil,  who,  in  JEtiM^  tells  how  the  fleet  of  iBneas 
was  likely  to  be  wrecked,  but  Neptune  came  to  his  rescue,  with  aid 
of  Triton  and  sea  nymph.  (5^  De  MaUle^  VendSme,  Vermandoiif 
dnkes  or  counts,  who  cause  blowing  of  winds. 

Isdx.  2,  brain-mhrios,  bacterium  with  vibratory  movement 

Ixxxiv.  5,  crambo,  rhyme  made  at  suggestion  of  a  word  in  game  of 
rhymine. 

xcL  f,  RoUnuTs  crest,  the  nnoonqnerable  hero  of  romance  ;  Carlo- 
vingian  cycle. 

xcvi.  1,  Deidamia,  mother  of  Pyrrhns,  by  Achilles  ;  Achilles^  hers 
•f  Trojan  war  in  Iliad,    (7)  lady*s  smock,  a  flower. 

zoix.  2,  Brederae,  small  town  in  Normandy. 
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fLlyOd  hoCj  to  this. 

om.  8,  DeBhouUarh,  Antoiiiette  dn  Ligier,  1634-1694^  a  writer  of 
note  in  her  time,  publiahing  many  poeins^lays,  and  operas. 

eiz.  6,  DacieTf  Ajine  Lefevre,  a  learned  French  woman,  1664-1720 : 
first  translator  of  lUad  and  Odyssey  into  French  prose,  and  enjoyea 
high  repatation  for  scholarship. 

cziL  3^  Trivoux,  town  fourteen  miles  from  Lyons. 

eziv.  8,  Donne,  English  divine  and  poet,  1573-1631. 

ozzL  6^  PhcBbe,  general  name  for  heroine  in  pastoral  poetry;  Pto- 
hutf  A^Uo,  by  whom  Python  of  Meant  Pamassns  was  killed. 

ezm.  8,  IdaUafif  from  town  of  Idalia,  sacred  to  Venns. 

ezzziti.  6,  haut-de-cKausses,  hose. 

ezzzTiL  3,  carte-^md-tieree,  fencing  term. 

oxlL  4,  MacchiaoelU,  statesman  of  Florence,  1469-1527,  whose 
Prince  is  regarded  as  the  consummation  of  intrijfae  in  politics. 

d.  6,  hdUd  the  cat  refers  to  meeting  of  lords  m  Scotland  to  get  rid 
of  Cochrane,  who  had  risen  from  a  mason  to  Earl  of  Mar,  when  Earl 
Gray  called  to  mind  the  fable  of  mice  who  wished  to  prevent  attacks 
of  the  cat  by  putting  a  bell  on  her  neck.  "  Who  will  bell  the  cat  ?  " 
it  was  asked.  "That  will  I,"  at  once  replied  Archibald  Donelass, 
Earl  of  Angus,  who  was  always  after  known  as  Archibald  Bell-the- 
oat 

eliii.  7,  eftoioM,  cheat  or  swindle. 

eliy.  8,  Beddoes,  ph^ician  and  poet,  1760-1808. 

Epilogue,  i.  4,  was  Uprose  or  was  it  rhyme  f  The  tale  told  here  was 
taken  from  the  Greek  Anthology,  yi  54  and  iz.  584.  It  first  ap- 
peared in  Hmnos,  and  was  retold  by  Strabo,  Emperor  Julian,  and 
Clemens  Alezandnnus.  It  will  be  found  in  J.  W.  Mackail's  Select 
Epigrams  from  Greek  Anthology,  iL  14,  p.  127.  It  is  given  there  in 
Greek,  also  in  a  prose  trandation,  as  follows  :  "  Eunomus  the  Locrian 
hangs  up  this  brazen  grasshopper  to  the  Lycarean  god,  a  memorial  of 
the  contest  from  the  crown.  The  strife  was  of  the  lyre,  and  Parthis 
stood  up  against  me  ;  but  when  the  Locrian  shell  sounded  under  the 
plectrum,  a  lyre-string  rang  and  snapped  jarringly;  but  ere  ever 
the  tune  halted  in  its  nur  harmonies,  a  delicate-truling  grasshopper 
seated  itself  on  the  lyre  and  took  up  the  note  of  the  last  string,  and 
turned  the  rustic  sound  that  till  then  was  vocal  in  the  groves  to  the 
strain  of  our  touch  upon  the  lyre  ;  and  therefore,  blessed  son  of  Leto, 
he  does  honor  to  thy  grasshopper,  seating  the  singer  in  brass  upon 
his  harp." 

zL  5,  his  LoU^s  power  too  spent,  reference  to  Goethe's  relations  with 
young  women  he  tired  of  and  sought  others,  Lotte  being  the  heroine 
m  Werther. 

117.  Martin  Rblph.  An  indistinct  remembrance,  of  something 
heard  by  the  poet  when  a  boy,  gave  origin  to  this  story  in  verse. 
The  speaker  is  a  grandson  of  a  man  who  saw  Martin  Relph  as  an 
old  man,  and  he  tells  the  story  as  it  was  repeated  to  him  by  his 
grandfather. 

118: 13,  quarrd  .  .  .  between  King  Oeorge  and  his  foes,  probably 
George  II.  and  rebellion  of  1740-1745,  when  Charles  Edward 
Stuart,  called  the  **  Young  Pretender,**  made  effort  to  secure  the 
throne. 
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123: 15,  9oimdi  Frtnek^  effort  of  Chftriflf  Edwud  to  aeeofe  aid  of 
the  Frendi  in  his  attempt  to  obtain  the  Enriiah  throne. 

124.  PHEii>iPFn>B8.  This  poem  ia  baaeS  on  an  incident  related  in 
Herodotna,  J7tftory,  tL  106,  106 ;  Ftaaanias,  DeaeriptUm  of  Ortetx, 
L  28,  yiii.  54 ;  Comelins  Nepoe,  Afiiiiadm,  4.  In  Fknaaniaa  and  Cok^ 
nelioa  Nepoa  the  name  of  the  hero  ia  Fhilippides ;  and  in  Herodotna 
both  forms  are  given  in  diflerent  mannsenpts.  In  the  year  490  BjO, 
when  the  Persians  were  inyading  Greeee,  thej  landed  on  the  ooaat 
of  Attiea,  and  camped  on  the  shore  near  the  plain  of  Marathoe. 
Word  of  diis  having  been  receiTed  in  Athens,  a  consoltation  waa 
held  by  the  generals,  who  sent  a  swift  ronner  to  Sparta  to  beg  for 
aid.  His  adVentnrea  are  deseribed  by  Herodotna  in  his  Hiitorjf,  aa 
translated  by  Rawlinson: — 

^  And  first,  before  they  left  the  dty,  the  generals  sent  off  to  Sparta 
a  herald,  one  Pheidippides,  who  waa  bybirth  an  Athenian,  and  by 
birth  and  practice  a  trained  mnner.  This  man,  aeeording  to  the 
acoonnt  which  he  gave  to  the  Athenians  on  his  retnm,  when  he  waa 
near  Monnt  Partheninm,  above  Teg^  fell  in  with  the  god  Fan»  who 
called  him  by  hia  name,  and  bade  hmi  ask  the  Athenians  '  wheraf  ore 
they  neglected  him  so  entirely,  when  he  was  kindly  dinMsed  towards 
them,  and  had  often  helped  tiiem  in  times  past,  and  woold  do  ao 
again  in  time  to  come  ? '  The  Athenians,  entirely  believing  in  the 
tnith  of  this  report,  as  soon  aa  their  affairs  were  once  more  in  good 
order,  set  np  a  temple  to  Pan  under  the  Acropolis,  and,  in  retnm  for 
the  message  which  I  have  recorded,  established  in  his  honor  yearly 
sacrifices  and  a  torch-race. 

*<  On  the  occasion  of  which  we  speak,  when  Pheidippides  was  seat 
by  the  Athenian  generals,  and,  according  to  his  own  accoont,  saw 
Pan  on  his  journey,  he  reached  Sparta  on  the  very  next  day  after 
quitting  the  city  of  Athena.  Upon  his  arrival  he  went  before  the 
rulers,  and  said  to  them:  -^ 

*<'Men  of  Lacedaemon,  the  Athenians  beseech  yon  to  hasten  to 
their  aid,  and  not  allow  tibuftt  state,  which  b  the  most  ancient  in  all 
Greece,  to  be  enslaved  by  the  barbarians.  Eretria,  look  yon,  is 
already  carried  away  captive,  and  Greece  weakened  by  the  loss  of  no 
mean  city.* 

^  Thus  did  Pheidippides  deliver  the  message  committed  to  him. 
And  the  Spartans  wished  to  help  the  Athenians,  but  were  unable  to 
give  them  any  present  succor,  as  they  did  not  like  to  break  their 
established  law.  It  was  the  ninth  day  of  the  first  decade,  and  thsy 
could  not  march  out  of  Sparta  on  the  ninth,  when  the  moon  had  not 
reached  the  full.    So  they  waited  for  the  full  of  the  moon." 

Xa(p«rf ,  rtiefi/icr,  Rejoice  ;  we  conquer  t 

124: 4,  Her  of  the  cegia  and  ipear^  Athene,  whose  implements  wers 
a  shield  and  spear.  ^5)  ye  of  the  how  and  ike  huhn^  Artemis,  who 
was  represented  with  oow  and  buskined  legs  of  hunter.  ^8)  Pan, 
god  of  woods,  fields,  and  flocks,  said  to  have  won  battle  of  Msirathoa 
by  producing  a  panic  amongst  Persians.    TO)  teOtx,  grasshopper, 

Slden  imases  of  which  insect  were  worn  by  Athenians  to  represent 
ey  were  descendants  of  original  inhabitants,  as  they  were  regarded 
as  having  sprung  from  the  ground. 
125: 1,  Spartaf  about  140  milea  from  Athens,  but  trained  mnneii 
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aeeomplished  the  feat  (7)  Penia  bidt  Athens  proffer  sUwet^-iribuie^ 
the  demand  of  Darins,  in  493  B.  c,  for  earth  and  water  as  tokena  of 
sabmission,  hia  heralds  going  into  eyexy  part  of  Greece.  (8)  Ereiria^ 
one  of  chief  cities  of  Eubcaa.  (21^  Pkmbas^  Apollo.  ^22)  Olumpoi^ 
mountain  in  northern  Greece  whicn  myth  made  home  oi  gods. 

126: 7,JUleUd  vietim  refers  to  decoration  of  sacrificial  victimfl  with 
ribbons  and  wreaths;  /idsame  Ubathn^  very  large  and  rich.  (12) 
Pomes,  mountains  in  north  of  Attica,  therefore  not  on  route  of 
Fheidippides. 

127: 11,  we  Hand  no  more  on  the  razor^e  edge,  a  nrorerbial  expres- 
sion for  extreme  peril.  (13)  MtUiadea,  general  in  command  at 
Marathon,  490  B.  o. 

128: 1,  Maraikon  day,  that  on  which  the  battle  was  fought,  in  Sep« 
tember,  long  remembered  b^  the  Greeks,  and  undoubtedly  saved 
Europe  from  Persian  domimon.  (2)  AkropoUs,  citadel  of  Athens. 
(5)  Penad-field,  in  Greek,  Maradum;  in  giving  the  fennel.  Fan 
meant  to  indicate  the  place  where  the  yictc^  would  be  won.  (16) 
Pheidippides  dies  ;  neither  Herodotus  nor  Plutarch  gives  any  account 
of  the  runner  after  the  battle,  as  related  by  Browning ;  this  part  of 
the  poem  is  probably  original,  or  suggested  by  the  poet's  general 
Imowledge  of  Greek  legend  and  custom. 

128.  Ualbebt  and  Hob.  The  basis  of  this  story  is  an  anecdote 
related  by  Aristotle  in  his  Ethics,  Book  VII.  chap.  vi.  section  6» 
where  he  is  discoursing  of  anger  and  its  hereditary  manifestatiotts. 
<*  Anger  and  asperit^,'^  he  says,  ''are  more  natural  than  excessive 
and  unnecessary  desires.  It  is  like  the  case  of  the  man  who  defended 
himself  for  beating  his  father,  and  he  again  beat  his;  and  he  also 
(pointing  to  bis  chud)  will  beat  me,  when  he  becomes  a  man;  for  it 
runs  in  our  family.  And  he  that  was  dragged  by  his  son,  bid  him 
stop  at  the  door,  for  that  he  himself  had  dragged  his  father  so  far." 
*<The  style  of  this  idyl,"  says  Mr.  R.  H.  Hutton,  « seems  expiessly 
made  to  reflect  the  passing  ferocity  of  the  Yorkshire  boors.''  The 
quotation  in  next  to  last  line  is  from  Lear,  iii.  6,  81. 

131.  IvXn  IvXnovitch.  This  story  is  freonently  told  in  Russia, 
and  is  given  in  detail  in  The  Englishwoman  in  ItvMna,  by  a  lady,  pub- 
lished in  London  in  1856.  It  is  probably  of  folk-lore  origin,  though 
it  may  have  had  a  basis  in  fact  (14)  m  Peter^s  time,  that  of  Peter 
Alexeievitch  I.,  1672-1725,  called  tiie  Great.  (19)  verst,  two  thirds 
of  a  mile.  (28)  highway  broad  and  straight  refers  to  the  legend  that 
when  the  first  railzoad  was  proposed,  to  run  from  St.  Petersburg  to 
Moscow,  the  Emperor  Nicholas  ordered  that  it  should  run  absolutely 
straight,  himself  marking  it  with  a  ruler  on  the  map.  (35)  Iv& 
IvanovUch,  equivalent  to  Jack  Jackson,  being  used  to  designate 
national  traits,  as  in  case  of  Uncle  Sam  and  Jolm  BulL 

132: 17,  Droug  =  druk,  friend.  (19)  motherldn,  Russian  mhtushka^ 
endearing  form  of  mat,  mother,  familiar  form  of  address;  always 
applied  to  an^  old  peasant  woman. 

134: 19,  tmn  pigeons ;  the  most  familiar  term  of  endearment  in 
Russia  is  golubt^,  which  is  the  diminutive  of  the  word  for  pigeon, 
k    138: 23,  Pope;  every  priest  is  called  papa,  or  pope  (without  capi- 
tal).    (23)  Commxme,  vUlace  government,  communal  in  form,  with 
the  oldest  man  at  head.    (24)  SthrostOf  bailiff  of  a  village  or  over> 
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seer  of  an  estate,  litenllj  meaiu  M.  man,  from  rfftroK;  oid  ageu 
(26)  Ponuichyc  =  pomytediik,  landed  proprietor. 

141: 21,  the  Sacred  Picturdt  ikons  or  samd  paintings  and  mosaies 
in  all  Russian  churches,  one  of  Christ  on  right  of  holj  doors,  one  at 
left  of  the  Theotooos.  (29)  Krtmim,  fortress  in  Moscow,  boilt  in  1166, 
and  made  by  Peter  the  Great  the  palaee  and  plaoe  of  coronation  of 
the  Czars.    (38)  Kolokol^  large  bell  of  the  Kremlin. 

142.  Trat.  This  poem  deseribes  an  aetnal  ineident  witnessed  in 
Paris  bjT  a  friend  of  Jorowning'a,  and  with  aocniaoy  of  detail.  The 
poem  was  written  as  a  protest  aninst  TiTiseetion,  which  the  poet 
called  "bh  infamous  practice."  He  was  early  associated  with  Miss 
Frances  Power  Cobbe  in  her  efforts  to  prevent  ▼iyisection;  and  he 
was  a  vice-president  of  the  *'  Victoria  Street  Society  for  the  Protec- 
tion of  Animals."  Dr.  Berdoe  says:  <^He  always  enressed  the 
utmost  abhorrence  of  the  practices  which  it  opposes.  To  Miss 
Cobbe  he  wrote  in  1874:  '<  x  ou  have  heard,  *  1  take  an  equal  interest 
with  yourself  in  the  effort  to  suppress  vivisection.'  I  dare  not  so 
honor  my  mere  wishes  and  prayers  as  to  put  them  for  a  moment 
beside  your  noble  acts;  but  tlus  I  know,  I  would  rather  submit  to  the 
worst  of  deaths,  so  fa^  as  pain  ^oes,  than  have  a  single  doj^or  eat 
tortured  on  the  pretence  of  spazug  me  a  twinge  or  two."  He  goes 
even  so  far  as  to  say  that  the  person  not  willing  to  sign  the  petition 
against  vivisection  certainly  could  not  be  numbered  among  his 
fnends.  To  Miss  Stackpoole  he  wrote  in  April,  1883:  **  I  despise 
and  abhor  the  pleas  on  behalf  of  that  infamous  practice,  vivisection." 
Dr.  Berdoe  says  of  this  poem:  **  The  poet  ridicules  the  idea  that  the 
seat  of  the  soul  can  be  discovered  by  a  more  intimate  knowled|^  of 
the  brain,  and  bitterly  satirizes  the  heartleesness  and  base  ingratitude 
of  our  physiologists  who  use  the  dog,  notwithstanding  his  intimate 
relationship  to  and  friendship  for  man,  as  the  material  for  the  cmel 
experiments  in  the  physioloncal  laboratory.  Not  only  did  Mr. 
Browning  think  this  to  be  useless  and  wicked,  but  he  denounced  it  as 
cowardly,  even  if  it  could  be  proved  to  be  usefuL" 

143.  Ned  Brattb.  In  writing  to  Dr.  Fnmivall  of  this  poem, 
Browning  said  :  **  The  story  of  <  Old  Tod,'  as  told  in  Bunyan's  Life 
and  Deam  of  Mr,  Badman^  was  distinetlv  in  my  mind  when  I  wrote 
Ned  Bratts^  at  the  Splttgen,  without  reference  to  what  I  had  read 
when  quite  a  boy."  This  was  in  reply  to  a  statement  that  he  took  the 
story  from  his  memory  of  it  as  resd  when  a  boy.  As  told  by  Bunyan 
the  story  is  as  follows:  <' At  a  summer  assizes  holden  at  Hertford, 
while  the  judge  was  sitting  upon  the  bench,  comes  this  old  Tod  into 
the  Court,  clothed  in  a  green  suit,  with  his  leathern  girdle  in  his 
hand,  his  bosom  open,  and  all  on  a  dung  sweat,  as  if  he  had  run  for 
his  life;  and  being  come  in,  he  spake  uoud,  as  follows:  *My  lord,' 
said  he,  <  here  is  the  veriest  rogue  that  breathes  upon  the  face  of  the 
earth.  I  have  been  a  thief  frmn  a  child:  when  I  was  but  a  little  one, 
I  eave  myself  to  rob  orchards  and  to  other  such  wicked  things,  and 
I  have  continued  a  thief  ever  since.  My  lord,  there  has  not  been  a  rob- 
bery committed  these  man^  years,  within  so  many  miles  of  this  j  * 
but  I  have  either  been  at  it,  or  priv 


privy  to  it.'  The  judge  thought  the 
fellow  was  mad,  but  after  some  conference  with  some  of  the  justices, 
they  agreed  to  indict  him;  and  so  they  did  of  several  felonioos  astions; 
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to  an  of  whioh  he  heartily  ooofeeaed  gniltr,  and  so  was  hanged,  with 
his  wife  at  the  same  time."  Tl)  Bedfora^  where  John  Bunyan  was 
bom,  where  he  was  imprisonea  for  many  years,  and  made  the  scene 
of  the  events  of  this  poem,  instead  of  Hertford,  as  Banyan  states  in 
telling  the  story,  probably  in  order  to  hrinff  the  story  into  closer 
relations  with  Banyan,  whose  book  brooght  UNmt  the  conversion  of 
Ned  Bratts,  who  sought  hanging  in  order  that  the  punishment  might 
insure  him  future  salvation.  (15)  Chirf  Juttice  Juha^  imaginary 
person;  Brother  Smallf  imaginary. 

145: 12,  Public,  ale-house.  (19)  quean,  woman,  from  Anglo-Saxon 
ctMn,  same  word  as  queen,  but  the  present  spelling  gives  a  term  of 
reproach.  (20^  noggin^  cup,  here  used  to  signify  contents  thereof. 
(23)  midden,  duuff^ill.  (dS)  houghed  the  mare,  cutting  sinews  of 
hind  leg  between  fetlock  and  knee. 

146: 3»  ihe  Book,  Bunyan's  PUgrm'e  Progress,  published  in  1678, 
the  reading  of  winch  had  converted  Ned  Bratts.  (12)  wrote  it  in  the 
JaU  refers  to  writing  of  Pilgrim's  Progress  in  jail  on  Bedford  Bridse, 
probably  in  1675-1676.  (15)  Oammer,  old  wife;  crab  on  Yule-tuie 
loud,  apple  roasted  in  Christmas  ale  bowL  (20)  Oaffer,  old  fellow. 
r28)  th^e  laces;  Bunvan  made  laces  in  mil  to  support  his  family. 
(36)  his  girl,  Bunyan's  eldest  danghtor,  Mary,  was  blind,  and  he  was 
especially  fond  of  her. 

147: 17,  Dives,  the  passage  in  Luke  xvi.  20  is  cited  by  Mr.  Inter- 
preter to  Christian  in  Pilgrim's  Progress.  (18)  Charles,  the  second 
of  that  name,  restored  in  1660.  (17)  drerimeni  =  dreariment,  dread* 
fulness,  terror.  (31)  Why  cumbers  it  the  ground  f  Luke  ziii.  7.  (30) 
Tophet,  Isaiah  zzz.  33,  quoted  by  Christian  in  Pilgrim's  Progress. 
(41)  outstreats,  Old  Engbsh  for  ont^streams.  Reference  is  to  Num- 
bers zx.  10. 

148: 1,  Be  vow  sins  scarlet,  Isaiah  i.  18.  ([21)  a  jueUugged  hear, 
a  newly-caught  bear  led  by  rope.  (23)  Christmas  toas  meant  for  me, 
reference  is  to  Christian  in  Pilgrim's  Progress,  who  carries  burden  on 
his  back.  (24)  Joseph's  sack;  reference  is  to  Benjamin's  sack  in 
Genesis  zliv.  12,  Bratts'  Biblical  knowledge  not  yet  being  accurate. 
(31)  slack  straps  and  into  pit,  referenoe  to  Christian's  song  in  PH- 
grim's  Progress  when  his  burden  slips  from  his  back.  (34)  Destrue* 
tion,  referenoe  to  City  of  Destruction  in  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

149:12,  Master  Faithful,  whose  rapid  progress  to  the  Heavenly 
City,  in  Bunyan's  book,  Bratts  hopes  to  nval  if  he  is  hung  for  his 
sins. 

150: 9,  Sackerson,  name  for  bear  given  by  Shakespeare.  (12)  Iron 
Cage,  referenoe  to  Backslider  in  Pilgrim's  Progress,  who  once  had 
faith,  but  when  he  fell  away  was  shut  up  in  iron  cage.  (31)  Reg* 
nard's  game,  that  of  being  sly;  feggs,  faith. 

151:1,  iltntcuf  Curia,  friend  of  the  Court  (13)  twelve  gean^ 
pious  reign,  reference  to  twelve  years'  imjiriaonment  of  Bunyan  in 
bedford  jail.  (14)  Astnea  Rudex,  the  reign  of  justice  restored. 
(26)  Bunyan's  Statue,  that  of  Bunyan  in  bronze,  by  Boehm. 

153.  EcHETLOS.  This  poem  is  based  on  a  legend  ^ven  by  Psnsa- 
nias,  in  his  Description  of  Greece,  i.  32,  chapter  on  Attica,  in  which  he 
describes  the  place  where  the  battle  of  Marathon  was  fought,  as  f ok 
lows:  — 
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^The  township  of  MamtlKm  vb  aboot  equidistant  from  Athens  and 
Carvstos  in  EnboDa.  It  was  this  part  of  Attica  that  the  Peniaiifl 
landed  at,  and  were  defeated,  and  tost  some  of  their  ships  as  th^ 
were  putting  oat  to  sea  in  retreat.  And  in  the  plain  is  the  tomb  of 
the  Athenians,  and  on  it  are  pillars  with  the  names  of  the  desMl 
according  to  their  tribes.  And  another  for  the  FlataBans  of  Bosotift 
and  their  slaves  ;  for  this  was  the  first  engagement  in  which  slarea 
fought.  And  there  is  apart  a  monument  to  Miltiadea,  the  son  of 
Gimon,  whose  death  ooonrred  afterwards,  when  he  failed  to  captnze 
Paros,  and  was  on  that  account  put  on  his  trial  by  the  Athenians. 
Here  every  night  one  may  hear  horses  neighing  and  men  fighting : 
those  who  come  on  purpose  to  see  the  sight  suffer  for  their  enriositf  , 
but  if  they  are  there  as  spectators  accidentally,  the  wrath  of  the  goda 
harms  them  not.  And  the  people  of  Marathon  highly  honor  those  that 
fell  in  the  battle,  calling  them  heroes,  as  also  they  payhonors  to  Mar- 
athon (from  whom  the  township  gets  its  name)  and  Uercules,  whom 
they  sav  they  first  of  all  the  (creeks  worshipped  as  a  god.  And  it 
chanced,  as  they  sav,  in  the  battle,  that  a  man  of  rustic  appearance 
and  drMS  appeared,  who  slew  many  of  the  Persians  with  a  plough- 
share, and  vanished  after  the  fight ;  and  when  the  Athenians  made 
inquiry  of  the  oracle,  the  god  gave  no  other  answer,  but  bade  them 
honor  the  god  £chetl»us.  Ana  a  trophy  of  white  stone  was  erected 
there."      ^  ^^ 

Echetlotf «  wielder  of  the  ^oughshare."  A  picture  of  this  hero  was 
in  the  Poscile  at  Athens.  Browning  contrasts  him  with  Miltiades, 
who  made  war  on  Paros  for  his  own  personal  gain ;  and  Themisto- 
kles,  who  went  over  to  the  Persians. 

154:  6,  Kallimachot  PoUmarek;  Kallimaobos  was  polemareh,  or 
arohon,  one  of  nine  persons  having  charge  of  military  affairs  in 
Athens  at  time  of  Marathon,  and  foil  in  that  battle.  ^9)  SaJaan^ 
Scythian  tribe  of  Sak»,  on  border  of  Baktria,  which  paia  tribute  to 
Persia. 

164.  Clive.  Robert  Olive  was  bom  in  Shropshire,  Engl&od,  in 
1725.  His  youth  was  devoted  to  mischief.  He  went  to  India  as  a 
clerk  in  1744,  became  a  soldier,  showed  great  courage  and  consum- 
mate skill  as  a  military  leader,  and  built  up  the  English  empire  in 
India.  He  won  the  battle  of  Plassey  in  1757;  and  he  secured  great 
wealth  by  means  not  strictly  honest  In  England  he  entered  Pu>li»- 
ment.  His  conduct  in  India  was  investigated  in  1773^  and  he  was 
acquitted.  The  opposition  he  met  with,  and  his  excessive  use  of 
opium,  led  to  suicide  in  1774.  England  owes  to  him  her  vast  empire 
in  India. 

The  story  told  by  Browning  is  of  a  weU-authentieated  character. 
It  was  first  published  in  the  second  edition  of  the  Biographia  Britoii- 
nka  in  a  biography  of  Clive,  written  bjr  Henry  Beau^,  from  family 

Sapers  and  other  similar  sources  of  mf ormation.  This  was  repro- 
uced  substantially  in  Chalmers's  Biographical  DictUmant,  In  Mal- 
colm's Life  of  Lord  CUoe^  voL  L  p.  46,  it  is  repeated,  and  the  above 
authorities  referred  to,  the  aooount  being  in  these  words  :  — 

"  Soon  after  his  arrival  at  Fort  St.  David  he  was  engaged  in  a  duel 
with  an  officer,  to  whom  he  had  lost  some  money  at  cards,  but  who, 
with  his  companion,  was  deafly  proved  to  have  played  unfairly. 
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Clive  was  not  the  only  loeer ;  but  the  othen  were  terrified  into  pay« 
ment  by  the  threats  of  those  who  had  won  their  money.  This  example 
had  no  effect  on  him  ;  he  persisted  in  refusing  to  pay,  and  was  called 
out  by  one  of  them,  who  deemed  himself  msulted  by  his  oondnct. 
They  met  without  seconds ;  CUye  fired  and  missed  his  antagonist, 
who  immediately  came  close  op  to  him,  and  held  the  pistol  to  his 
head,  desiring  him  to  ask  his  life,  with  which  he  complied.  The  neit 
demand  was  to  recant  his  assertions  respecting  unfair  play.  On 
oompliance  with  this  being  refused,  his  opponent  threatened  to  shoot 
him.  '  Fire  and  be  damned  1 '  said  the  dauntless  youngman;  *  I  said 
you  cheated ;  I  say  so  still,  and  will  neyer  pay  you.'  The  astonished 
ofiGioer  threw  away  his  pistol,  saying  Cliye  was  mad.  The  latter 
reoeiyed  from  his  young  companions  many  compliments  for  the  spirit 
he  had  shown  ;  but  he  not  only  declined  coming  forward  against  the 
officer  with  whom  he  had  foneht,  but  neyer  afterwards  spoke  of  his 
behayior  at  the  card-table.  <  lie  has  giyen  me  my  life,'  he  said,  <  and 
though  I  am  resolyed  on  neyer  payinff  money  which  was  unfairly  won, 
or  again  associating  with  him,  1  shaU  neyer  do  him  an  injury.' '' 

Macaulay,  in  his  essajr  on  Lord  Cliye,  which  is  based  on  Malcolm's 
work,  mentions  this  incident  as  follows  :  <<His  personal  courage,  of 
which  he  had,  while  still  a  writer,  giyen  signal  proof  by  a  desperate 
duel  with  a  military  bully  who  was  the  terror  of  Fort  St.  Dayid, 
speedily  made  him  conspicuous  eyen  among  hundreds  of  braye  men.- ' 
Colonel  Molleson,  the  h^t  biographer  of  CUye,  passes  this  incident 
by  hastily  in  these  words :  **  Stories  haye  been  handed  down  of  the 
ooolness  and  resolution  he  displayed  at  the  pastime  of  card-playing ; 
alike  in  unmasking  a  cheat,  in  putting  down  a  bully,  and  in  meeting 
good  and  bad  fortune." 

Mrs.  OxT  says  the  story,  as  told  by  Browning,  was  related  to  him, 
in  1846,  by  Mrs.  Jameson,  who  had  shortly  before  heard  it  at  Lans- 
downe  House  from  Macaulay.  Browning  myented  the  <*  fnend,"  and 
the  repetition  of  the  story,  and  wrote  rae  poem  a  week  before  the 
death  of  Cliye. 

155:  4,  qxriled  the  clever  foreign  garnet  that  of  the  French,  who 
opposed  the  congest  of  Incua  by  Great  Britain.  (12)  rummer^lasSf 
for  drinking  Rhine  wine. 

156: 6t  siege  ofArcotf  capture  of  that  city  by  Cliye,  and  destruction 
of  French  power  in  the  proyince  of  the  Camatic.  (13)  bees'-wing^ 
film  to  port  wine,  the  amount  indicating  age.  (25)  CUve  crumbled 
dow  in  London:  failure  of  his  physical  powers,  partly  owing  to  his 
hard  life  in  Inaia,  and  partly  to  fits  of  melancholy. 

157: 6,  drug-boXf  use  of  opium  to  secure  release  from  pain. 

158:  27,  Thyrsis  locked  with  ChloCt  pastoral  loyers  introduced  so 
unexpectedly  as  to  produce  climax. 

162: 29,  rent  and  taxes  for  half  India,  paid  by  East  India  Company 
to  natiye  princes,  who  were  larj?ely  under  control  of  French. 

163.  MmiYKRH.  A  story  of  the  .Bedouins,  told  in  books  of  adyen- 
ture  and  trayel,  is  here  usea  by  the  poet.  Jabal  possessed  a  mare  of 
great  celebrity,  which  Hassad  Facha,  goyemor  oi  Damascus,  wished 
to  buy;  but  all  his  offers  were  refused.  Gafar  stole  the  horse,  and 
was  paid  his  nose-bag  full  of  gold  as  reward.  He  secured  it  by 
ereepmg  into  the  tent  between  Jabal  and  his  wife,  and  gradually 
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poshing  agaiiut  eaeh  until  he  had  looeened  the  pieket  fostened  ondev^ 
neath  their  bbuiket. 

li^:26j  ker  fortfironi  wkUms;  Aimb  idea  that  it  was  fottiinate  to 
have  a  hone  with  white  numinff  down  to  lip. 

165: 21,  /  noear  6y  the  Holy  Haute^  the  family  of  Mahomet. 

167.  PUTBO  or  Abako.  In  writing  to  Miss  Banett,  Febniary  9^ 
1846,  Browning  said:  *'Poor,  dear,  wonderfnl,  peraeonted  Fietro 
d'  Abano  wrote  this  qoatrain  <m  the  people  plaguing  him  about  his 
mathematical  studies  and  wanting  to  burn  him  :  he  helped  to  build 
Padua  GathednJ ;  wrote  a  Treatise  on  Magie,  still  extan^  and  passes 
for  a  conjurer  in  his  country  to  this  day.  When  there  is  a  storm,  the 
mothers  tell  the  ohildxen  that  he  is  in  the  air ;  his  paet  with  the  EWl 
One  obliged  him  to  drink  no  milk,  —  no  natural  human  food  I  You 
know  Tieok's  novel  about  him  ?  Well,  this  quatrain  is  said,  I  be- 
lieve truly,  to  have  been  discovered  in  a  well  near  Padua  some  fifty 
veart  ago."  Browning  gives  the  Italian,  and  his  own  translation,  aa 
m  foot-note  to  the  poem,  and  adds :  **  Affecting,  is  it  not,  in  its 
simple,  child-like  plaining?''  Then  follows  Mrs.  Browning's  trans- 
lation : — 

**  Wtfb  mj  ooBUMM  I  talte  up  my  dphsra,  poor  MlMlar ; 
Who  m^df  uaU  bo  takon  doini  Mon  nadflr  tho  groaod  .  • 
Binoe  tho  world  at  mj  leomlnff  roon  out  in  its  ohoisr. 
And  tho  Moekheadi  faRTo  fongbt  mo  oU  round.*' 

167: 1,  Petnu  Aponentii  ;  Peter  or  Pietro  of  Abano  was  bom  in 
1260,  took  his  name  from  the  place  of  his  birth,  which  was  located 
five  and  a  half  miles  from  Pkdua.  He  left  the  villa^  of  Abano  to 
study  at  Padua,  then  went  to  Constantinople  to  aequire  Greek,  and 
afterwards  he  continued  his  studies  in  Pans,  where  he  became  a  doe- 
tor  of  medicine  and  philosophy.  Returning  to  Padua,  he  became  a 
professor  of  medicine,  and  acquired  a  great  reputation  as  a  phvriciatt. 
He  followed  the  Arabian  physicians  lx>th  in  his  practice  and  in  the 


medical  works  he  wrote.  He  charged  enormous  prices  for  his  ser- 
vices, and  was  very  avaricious,  amassing  large  wealth.  Hb  personal 
e|;otism,  together  with  his  dabUings  in  magic  and  astrology,  raised 
him  up  many  enemies.  He  gained  such  a  reputation  as  a  magician 
that  he  was  cited  before  the  Inquisition  in  1906.  One  charge  popu- 
larly made  against  him  was  that  his  league  with  the  Devil  enabled 
him  to  bring  oaok  into  his  purse  all  the  money  he  paid  out ;  and  an- 
other was,  uiat  he  possessed  the  philosopher's  stone.  He  defended 
himself  so  successfully  before  the  inouisition,  where  he  was  charged 
with  being  a  heretic  snd  atheist,  that  he  was  acquitted.  He  removed 
to  Treviso  in  1314,  but  the  next  year  he  was  again  before  the  Inqui- 
sition on  a  charge  similar  to  the  first.  He  died,  however,  before  he 
could  be  brought  to  trial,  in  the  year  1316.  The  trial  was  continued, 
he  was  condemned,  and  his  body  was  ordered  to  be  burnt  A  friend 
had  hidden  the  body,  and  the  Inquisition  burnt  him  in  effigy,  after 
promulgating  its  sentence.  He  was  a  follower  of  Averrhoes  and  the 
Arabian  writers,  he  translated  their  medical  works,  and  he  promul- 
gated their  philosophical  opinions.  He  was  not  an  original  thinker 
or  investigator,  but  he  skilfully  used  the  knowledge  he  acquired  from 
others.  His  best  work  is  his  CaneiUater  diJfferentUxrum  quae  inter  jA^ 
Jotopkoi  et  medicat  vertantur.    (14)  Petrue  tpss,  Peter  himself. 
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168: 1,  a  aaUey  needing  neitker  mU  nor  oan:  an  inTention  of  the 
poet,  probably,  as  there  seems  to  be  no  eyidence  that  Peter  had 
anticipated  the  steamboat.  (29)  true  moly^  herbs  given  by  Hermes  to 
Odjsseos  to  ward  off  spells  of  ^jrke,  Otfyssey,  z.  3d7.  (32)  iris  mygdO' 
lettered^  of  which  reference  Browning  wrote :  *'  There  is  an  old  super- 
stition that,  if  you  look  into  the  iris  of  a  man's  eve,  you  see  the 
letters  of  his  name,  or  the  word  telling  his  fate."  (33)  note  my 
cor,  —  iii  twan-^baped  caoitjff  indication  of  gift  for  leadership,  as  is  a 
awan-like  nature. 

170: 33,  Petri  enpubnumee^  lo,  the  Innn  of  Peter. 

171:6,  Ipee  dixi.  So  let  it  be.  (12)  Michael  .  .  .  Hone,  scientists 
of  same  kind  as  Peter  of  Abano, 

172: 3^  de  carde  natue  haud  de  maile,  bom  of  the  heart,  not  of  the 
mind.  (26)  Bene,  first  flnrllables  of  BenedieUe^  grace  used  by  Peter, 
rest  not  hewd  until  the  Greek  wakens. 

173: 1,  Piato*9  tractate^  RanMic.  (2)  Doa  of  Egypt,  Anubis,  d( 
faced  god.  (33)  Jezebel,  2  Kings  iz.  30.  (34)  Jam  eatie!  Enouj 
now  I 

174: 30,  Padua's  boasts  hall  in  Palaszo  della  Ragione,  built  in  1306 
bv  Frate  Gioyanni,  and  decorated  by  Giotto  under  directions  of  Ptetro 
of  Abano. 

175:  9,  Tantalus's  treasure^  evanescent,  slips  easily  away.  (30) 
hare  feet  dina  to  bole  with,  boot  with  curved  toe  fastened  to  knee, 
worn  in  Middle  Age  by  nobility. 

176: 2,  dream  Elysian,  shadowy,  like  Greek  idea  of  Elysian  Fields; 
and  hence  fanciful  honesty,  like  that  of  a  jockey.  (6)  Per  Baeco,  by 
Bacchus.  ri4)  Sakmo  n  ndssei  (noisset),  had  Solomon  but  known 
this.  (10^  Teneor  oir,  I  scarcely  contain  myself.  (26)  hactenus,  hith* 
erto.  (28)  Nee  Ultra  Plus,  no  farther ;  inscription  Heracles  put  on 
nUars  of  Heracles,  according  to  legend. 

177: 15,  the  erozier  .  .  .  the  erowiiU;  the  first  is  shepherd's  erwik 
of  a  bishop,  therefore  meaning  spiritual  sway;  the  other,  as  a  crowbar, 
means  control  of  earth.  (^)  peason,  Old  English  for  peas.  (26) 
pou  stou,  where  I  mav  stand,  saying  of  Archimedes. 

178: 18,  Lateran,  Palace  of  the  Pope  in  Rome,  as  well  as  bead 
church.  ^22)  Purple,  color  in  which  a  cardinal  dresses;  die  Conclave, 
meeting  ox  College  of  Cardinals  for  the  election  of  a  new  Pope;  saw 
mg  coop  ojfe  ;  at  uiis  election,  each  cardinal  has  a  cell,  or  coop,  during 
the  meeting.  (29)  TVtfton,  brother  of  King  Priam  of  Troy,  whose 
beauty  caurod  Aurora  to  fall  in  love  with  him  and  call  him  to  heaven, 
secured  for  him  immortality  but  not  perpetual  youth:  Ovid,  Metamor^ 
phases,  13. 

179:7,  Conciliator  Differentiarum,  Pietro*s  book.  Conciliator  of 
Differences.  (9)  De  Spedebus  Ceremonialis  Magias,  The  Kinds  of 
Ceremonial  of  Magic.  (12)  Fisher's  ring  or  foot  that  boasts  the  Cross, 
the  signet  ring  of  the  Pope  and  cross  embroidered  on  his  slipper. 

$19)  Apage,  Sathanas,  avaunt,  Satan !  (20^  Dieam  verbum  Salomonis, 
command  it  in  the  name  of  Solomon;  dicite,  the  closing  syllables 
of  the  benedicite  begun  in  172:26,  and  indicates  the  awakening  of 
the  younff  Greek.  (21)  What  was  changed  f  The  story  of  the  young 
Greek  ctuling  upon  Pietro  is  taken  from  the  legends  of  the  time.  A 
Spanish  oollMtion  of  early  stories,  El  Conde  Luoanor,  gives  a  similar 
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legend,  and  the  poet  Chamino  hM  pot  into  Getmui  Tene  a  itay  of 
li£e  character.  In  BiBhop  Thirlwall't  Lelten  to  a  Friend  he  lelates 
a  story  of  a  similar  natore^  ineked  np  in  Spain:  '<  A  young  stndent 
calls  on  Don  Manuel  at  SeTille,  and  asks  for  a  speU  to  get  him  along 
in  life.  Don  Mannel  calls  to  his  housekeeper, '  Jaeintay  roast  the 
partridges.  Don  Diego  will  stay  to  dinner.'  The  stndent  makes  a 
grand  career;  is  Dean,  Bishops  and  then  Pope  soon  after  he  is  forty. 
When  Don  Mannel  calls  on  him  in  Rome,  he  threatens  the  macieiai^ 
who  has  made  him,  with  the  prisons  of  the  Holy  Office,  and  then 
hears  Don  Manuel  call  out,  *  Jacinta,  yon  need  not  put  down  the 
partridges.  Don  Diego  will  not  stay  to  dinner.*  And,  lo!  Die^o 
found  lumself  at  Don  Manuel's  door,  —  with  his  way  yet  to  make  m 
the  worid."  (26)  BenedicUel  used  hy  boy  as  si^  of  good  omen. 
(27)  Idmenf  ttfrncn,  we  know,  we  know.  (32)  ScSnda  Compendkm^ 
compendium  of  science.  (32)  Admiratkmem  maait^  it  inspires  adp 
miration. 

180:4,  axe  andfoioei;  axe  tied  with  bundle  of  rods  was  Roman 
badge  of  authority.  (5)  ani^9opet  opposer  of  the  Pope.  (11)  Tibe- 
nitf,  became  Emperor  of  Rome  in  14  A.  D.,  of  whom  Suetonius  says 
in  his  Live$  of  Ae  CoMon^  in  Alexander  Thomson's  quaint  transla- 
tion :  «  Soon  after,as  he  was  marching  to  Dlirricum,  he  called  to  con- 
snlt  the  oracle  of  Geryon,  near  PatoTium  [Padua];  and,  haTins  drawn 
a  lot  by  which  he  was  desired  to  throw  golden  iaU  into  the  f cHmtsin 
of  Aponus  for  an  answer  to  his  inquiries,  he  did  so^  and  the  highest 
numbers  came  up.  And  those  yery  tdii  are  still  to  be  seen  at  the 
bottom  of  the  fountain."  This  fountain,  situated  in  the  Euganian 
hills,  near  Padua,  famous  for  its  mineral  waters,  is  celebrated  by 
Clandian  in  one  of  his  elegies.  (10)  Venm^  hirhest  throw  at  dice 
so  called.  (21^  not  tung^  mU  Ulted^  refers  to  his  humming  his  metres 
in  composing  his  poems. 

181.  Doctor.  Hie  story  told  in  this  poem  is  similar  to  one  oon- 
tained  in  Roquette's  OevaUer  Tod^  in  which  a  young  doctor  is 
befriended  by  Death,  who  shows  himself  at  the  head  of  the  bed 
when  the  patient  is  to  die.  The  outcome  of  the  story  is  different> 
however.  Mrs.  Orr  says  it  is  an  old  Hebrew  leeend,  founded  upon 
the  sayinff  that  a  bad  wife  is  stronger  than  deatL  Professor  Toy, 
Harvsrd  iJniTersity,  sends  the  anuor  this  note:  *<I  have  heard  of 
Browning's  story  of  Death  (Satan)  and  his  wife,  as  a  Jewish  oral 
legend,  apparently  invented  as  a  commentary  on  Eodesiastes  t.  26. 
I  know  01  no  written  form  of  the  story." 

183:20,  OaUih  celebrated  Greek  physician,  130-200. 

184: 35,  Machaon  redivimu,  Macfaaon  come  to  life  again,  physician 
with  Greeks  at  Troy,  Iliad,  ii.  880,  iv.  250. 

185: 27,  meal  of  duet.  Genesis  ii.  7,  iii.  14. 

188:  7,  Talmudf  a  Jewish  work  of  history,  biography,  ceremonials, 
and  Scripture  comment,  bcffun  about  a  century  before  Christ. 

188.  Pan  and  Lttka.  Pan  was  the  Greek  god  of  flocks  and 
shepherds,  the  chief  place  of  his  worship  being  in  Arcadia.  He  had 
charge  of  pastoral  life,  and  was  intimately  associated  with  it  in 
mythology  and  poetry.  He  had  a  terrific  voice,  was  of  a  coarse  and 
rude  appearance,  was  fond  of  noise  and  riot,  slumbered  at  midday, 
and  was  fond  of  music    Luna  was  the  Roman  goddess  of  the  mooi^ 
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haXf  delicatoy  and  beaatifoL  The  basis  of  the  ]^m  is  an  allusion  in 
the  third  of  the  Oeorgics  of  VizgiL  The  motto  is  from  the  same,  and 
means,  *'If  it  is  proper  to  be  credited,*'  or,  **JI  no  disrespect  is 
implied.**  Probns  sa^  that  Pan,  being  in  love  with  Luna,  made  her 
a  present  of  his  whitest  sheep,  thus  deceiving  her,  as  the  whitest 
fleeces  were  not  nn&iling  indications  of  the  best  sheep.  Virgil  said, 
in  the  tnmslation  of  WiI|tMh:  — 


••b  wool  thy  MM  r    8to,flnfc,tlwt1mdMiTOiig|i 
And  \mn  and  thonio  find  in  Ha  Hold  no  piMo; 
Kor  let  the  food  bo  rioh,  and  uwaji  ahoep 
With  flooooi  Mfk  and  wbite  do  tboa  Mleot. 
The  ram,  although  be  may  a  white  fteeoe  ahow, 
Tet  *neath  bia  iwate  moiat  may  hATe  a  toogne 
That  *a  black;  Ifao,  reject  thoa  him,  leat  apota 
Of  daAlah  hue  mar  atain  the  lamba*  pore  oooft% 
And  rovnd  the  Sold  look  for  a  better  ohoioe. 
Thoa  (if  the  tale  to  credit  to  the  Ooda 
Ko  diarepeot  ImpUea)  thee,  Lon*,  Pui, 
Aroadie'a  Ood,  oeoeiTed,  and  priaoner  made, 
Thee  In  the  deep  grorea  wooing  with  a  gift 
Of  anowy  fleeoea  aoft,  thoa  not  at  all 
Thy  wooer  apumlng  from  thy  aOvwy  anna.** 

Browninff  has  taken  the  brief  hint  of  these  last  lines  from  Yirgil 
and  expanded  them  into  his  poem,  giving  to  Lnna  a  modesty  not  sug- 
gested oy  the  older  poet  He  translates  them  near  the  end  of  the 
poem. 

189: 36^  AmphUnte*8  dome  refers  to  sea,  Amphitrite  being  daughter 
of  Oceanos  and  wife  of  Poseidon. 

19a  Waktino  IB  — What  ?  (9)  0  comer  b  one  of  the  titles  of 
the  Messiah  in  the  New  Testament  He  is  called  6  4^6fiwot,  the  Fn- 
tnre  One,  He  who  shall  come,  in  Matthew  zL  3^  Luke  viL  19,  and  in 
other  passages. 

DoKALD.  This  hunting  anecdote  was  told  to  Browning  by  one  who 
had  heard  it  from  the  so-called  Donald  himself.  It  is  related  in 
detail  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  The  Keeptake  for  1832,  an  annual  pub- 
lished in  London.  Browning  follows  the  story  very  closely  as  it  is 
told  by  Scott  (5)  hofhy,  hut  of  boughs  built  for  shooting.  (10) 
Awef,  tripod  from  which  to  hang  kettle.  (12)  Olenlwet^  Scotch 
whiskey. 

194:30,  DauNe-First,  honors  in  two  branches  at  universities. 

196: 1£^  Ben,  Gaelic  for  mountain. 

197: 9,  volt&/acef  turn-about-face.  (12)  EUmdin^  celebrated  rope- 
walker  forty  years  ago. 

199: 11,  ttnef,  forks  of  the  deer's  horns.  (34)  as  Homer  toouid  say, 
Odyssey,  L  63. 

200.  Solomon  and  Bai.xi8.  This  legend  is  based  on  1  Kings  x. 
1-13,  and  2  Chronicles  iz.  1,  and  is  one  of  the  many  stories  told  of 
Solomon  and  the  Queen  of  Sheba  or  Balkis.  fispecially  in  the 
Mohammedan  legends,  which  have  grown  up  out  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment narratives,  lias  Balkis  found  a  prominent  place.  As  she  there 
appears,  she  is  a  person  of  much  importance,  and  marvellous  are  the 
tales  told  of  her.  In  the  Talmud  somewhat  less  exaggerated  stories 
are  told,  and  Jami's  Sdldman  and  Ahsal  gives  such  a  legend.  The 
eonversation  of  the  poem  contains  an  amount  of  humor  such  as  does 
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not  appear  in  the  Tilmndie  or  other  legends.    There  is  no 

for  snpposing  that  Solomon  spoke  Gxeeky  as  Browning  makes  him 

do. 

200: 10,  mUffo  oonster,  to  oonstme  in  ynlgar  or  eonunon  speeeh. 
(1^)  ^heieran  do^  his  home. 

201: 4^  wimpUj  plaited  hood.  (8)  Ring  ^Oiidi  hare  the  Name^  simi 
ring,  having  magical  power  beoaose  containing  secret  name  of  Uod. 
^22)  habitat f  plMO  of  habitation.    (24)  hyuop^  the  caper  or  antfiA 

202.  Cbistina  and  Mokaldbschi.  This  poem  is  based  on  a 
well-known  historical  incident  Christina  was  daaghter  of  GostaTus 
Adolphns  of  Sweden,  and  succeeded  him  on  the  thz^e  in  1632.  She 
refused  to  marry,  abdicated  in  1654,  but  retained  royal  control  over 
her  own  servants.  Her  master  of  horse  was  the  Marquis  Mo- 
naldeschi;  and  while  living  in  the  palace  of  Fontainebleau,  in  1667, 
she  accused  him  of  treason,  and  caused  his  death  by  stabbing.  Gossip 
made  Monaldeschi  the  lover  of  the  queen,  who  caused  his  deau 
because  he  had  deserted  her  for  others;  but  probably  there  was  no 
truth  in  this.  The  poem  is  spoken  to  Monaldeschi  by  Cristinay 
who  describes  Francis  I.  and  his  favorite  mistress,  IKana  of  Poitiezs. 
(5)  Quii  9epairabitf  Who  shall  separate  ?  motto  on  fnume  of  a  pio- 
tnre  in  the  gallery  of  the  palace.  (13)  CreKeni  with  Sakmandtt^ 
$ign  ;  her  emblem  was  Diana  and  her  crescent  moon;  his,  a  a^iawiMy- 
der  eating  fire. 

205:5,  Juno  strikes  Ixion;  when  Izion  made  love  to  Jnno  she 
struck  him,  as  in  Browning's  /xton,  lines  79-83.    (6)  Pftsutftce,  fVaa- 


cesco  Primaticcio,  1604-1570,  fresco  painter  at  Fontainebleau.  (7) 
Florentine  Le  Rouxf  the  Florentine  painter  Rossi  is  meant  (12) 
GaUery  of  the  Deer,  m  Royal  Chateau  at  FohtaineUean,  La  Galerie  des 
Cerfs,  (16)  iloon, village  near Fontaineblen;Mes9ef/ and  cursecf/Ua 
and  falsehood;  in  the  account  of  the  death  of  Monaldeschi  published 
by  Cristina's  Court,  as  giving  her  version  of  the  alEair,  occurs  the 
following:  '<  The  Queen  made  pretence  of  believing  that  the  treachery 
came  from  that  other,  and  assured  the  Marquis  she  had  no  doubts  of 
himself,  in  order  the  better  to  discover  all.  Tht  Marquis,  thinking 
he  had  succeeded  in  his  object,  said  one  day  to  the  Queen:  *  Madam, 
your  Majesty  is  betrayed,  and  the  betrayer  is  the  absent  one  known 
to  your  Majesty  and  me;  and  it  can  be  no  other.  Your  Majes^  will 
soon  find  out  who  it  is;  I  beg  her  not  to  pardon  him.'  The  Queen 
said:  <  What  does  the  man  deserve  who  betrays  me  ? '  llie  Marquis 
said:  'Your  Majesty  should  put  him  to  deatii  at  once,  and  I  offer 
myself  to  be  the  executioner  or  victim,  for  'tis  an  act  of  justice.' 
*  Good,'  replied  the  Queen,  <  remember  your  words;  as  for  me,  I  pro- 
mise you  I  will  not  pardon  him.'  " 

206.  Mart  WoixsTONBORAfr  and  Fusbll  Mary  Wollstone- 
craft,  175&-1707,  author  of  The  Rights  of  Woman,  was  the  wife  of 
William  Godwin,  and  mother  of  Shelley^  second  wife,  a  woman  of 
great  ability  and  genius.  FuseU,  1741>1826,  was  a  Swiss  by  birth,  a 
mediocre  painter,  a  lecturer  and  author.  Early  biographers  of  Mazy 
Wollstoneoraft  reported  that  she  was  deeply  in  love  with  Fuseli  and 
urged  herself  upon  hb  attention,  although  he  had  a  wife  living. 
Kegan  Paul,  in  his  biography  of  God^rin,  and  Mrs.  Pemudl  in  her 


Digitized  by 


Google 


NOTES  468 

bio^phj  of  Mary  WolltftoneoiBft,  diaoredit  theae  atorieay  flnding  no 
baaiB  for  ihem. 

207.  Adam,  Lhjth,  and  Etb.  Aooording  to  Jewish  tradition, 
Adam  had  a  wife  before  Eve.  Thia  was  the  wife  created  with  him- 
aelf  ont.of  clay.  Later  Ere  waa  created  from  his  side,  and  remained 
his  mate.  Browning  oses  nothing  of  the  legend  but  the  namea, 
except  in  the  contrasted  characters  of  the  two  women  and  the  man. 

Ijuon.  According  to  Greek  mythology,  Ldon  was  the  son  of 
Fhlesyas;  his  wife  was  a  daughter  of  Deianens.  He  was  kine  of 
the  Lapithn  or  Fhlegy»,  and  the  father  of  Peirithons.  When 
Deianens  demanded  ofizion  the  bridal  gifts  he  had  promised,  Ldon 
treacherously  invited  him  as  if  to  a  hanqnet,  and  tiuon  contrived  to 
make  him  fidl  into  a  pit  filled  with  fire.  All  Uie  gods  were  indignant 
at  Izion  for  this  emel  murder,  and  no  one  of  them  would  purify  him 
until  Zeus  did  so.  Then  Zeus  invited  Ldon  to  his  table;  but  the 
latter  was  ungrateful,  and  attempted  to  secure  the  love  of  Hera. 
When  Zens  knew  of  this,  he  qpiade  an  apparition  resembling  his  ^e, 
who  became  the  mother  of  a  centaur.  In  order  that  Izion  mieht  be 
punished  for  his  crime,  and  for  his  want  of  gratitude,  ^rmea 
chained  him  by  his  hands  and  feet  to  a  wheel  that  was  fiezy  or 
winffcd.  This  wheel  constantly  rolled  through  the  air  in  the  lower 
world.  Izion  was  also  scourged,  and  oompelfed  constantly  to  repeat 
these  words,  ''Benefactors  uionld  be  honored."  Browning  makes 
Isdon  represent  man's  righteous  revolt  against  the  tyranny  of  an 
unjust  God. 

208:3,  AU  for  a  purpOBe  of  hate;  this  was  the  attitude  of  Zeus 
toward  man,  aocordmg  to  several  Greek  myths.  (16)  Sisuphoi,  con- 
demned to  punishment  in  Hades  for  deceiving  Zeus,  that  of  rolling 
a  stone  to  top  of  hill  only  to  find  it  iaJl  back  again;  Tantaloi  in- 
sulted the  gods,  and  was  punished  by  standing  in  water  to  his  chin 
but  unable  to  drink,  and  to  see  fruits  before  his  eyes  he  oonld  not 
reach. 

209: 2S,  forfeit  through  arrogance^  conceit  of  Izion  in  presuming  to 
aspire  to  place  of  Zeus. 

210: 8,  (Humpos  to  Ereboi,  from  home  of  gods  to  region  of  primeval 
darkness. 

211.  JooHAKAK  Hakkadobh.  This  poem  is  purely  a  p^ooe  of 
invention,  although  it  has  the  appearance  of  being  drawn  mm  the 
Talmud.  The  author  has  given  various  realistic  touches  to  the  poem 
by  means  of  quotations,  historic  references,  and  biojpaphio  details. 
Browning  himself  wrote  that  the  two  Hebrew  quotations  were  ''put 
in  to  give  a  grave  look  to  what  is  mere  fun  and  mvention."  "  Much 
heart-breakine  has  been  caused  by  the  bad  Hebrew  of  the  title," 
says  Joseph  Jacobs  in  the  Jewith  Quarterljf  Remew^  "  but  Browning 
would  prooably  have  given  the  Johnsonian  explanation:  '  Ignorance, 
madam,  ignorance.'  Aa  some  indication  of  the  slightness  of  his 
acquaintance  with  Hebrew  idiom,  I  may  mention  that  he  was  going 
to  call  his  Jochanan '  Hakkadoah  Jochanan '  (= John  Saint).  Through 
a  common  friend  I  pointed  out  the  error  of  the  poet,  and  the  adjective 
was  put  in  its  proper  position.  The  fact  seems  to  be  that  Browning 
coula  read  his  Hebrew  Bible,  and  that  was  about  the  extent  of  his 
Hebrew  learning,  though  it  waa  a  foible  of  his  to  give  an  impression 
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of  Incondite  leaminff."  (2)  iltiAfia,  that  part  of  the  Talmud  deroled 
to  doctrine,  which  tne  word  means,  that  is,  to  those  ordinanoes  and 
regulations  determining  the  ritnalistio  ohservanoes  of  the  Jews  after 
the  destmotion  of  Jeinsalem;  Jew  aforeMoU  named  in  the  title,  who 
was  probably  Jndah  Hannasi,  sometimes  called  Rabbi  Yehndah  and 
also  **  The  Prince."  He  was  more  freqaentlj  known,  however,  as 
**  Hakkadosh,*'  or  holy,  and  he  was  called  ^  Jochanan,"  or  John.  He 
lived  daring  the  second  century  A.  D.,  and  is  the  supposed  author  of 
the  Mishna^  (12)  eTonUoui,  elect;  Jochanan  Ben  SMaikai,  fiotitious, 
but  intended  as  a  representatiTe  Jew  of  the  time. 

213: 35,  KhuMezleht  imaginary. 

214:30,  TVir^tiw,  paraphrases  or  translations  of  (Hd  Teetameni 
into  Aramaic,  with  Talmndic  interpretations.  (32)  Nine  Pomte  of 
Perfection^  probably  a  reference  to  the  seyen  points  of  perfeetion 
mentioned  in  that  part  of  the  Miahna  called  the  Pirke  AboA. 

215: 18,  Tsaddik^  not  historical,  the  use  of  olive-branch  before  his 
name  indicating  youthfulness.  (22)  Job  to  Satam,  succession  of 
Hebrew  thinkers.  (24)  Dob,  bear,  here  used  for  constellation  of 
that  name,  but  not  so  used  in  Old  Testament  or  Talmud.  (26)  Aith 
(spelled  Aisch  on  paee  229,  line  25),  Great  Bear,  but  the  Arabic 
meaning  of  <*The  fiier"  is  here  given  the  word.  (28)  Banatk^ 
daughters.  (30)  the  eaet'Cone  rolled^  movement  of  Bear  about  the 
Pole-etar,  ana  the  movement  of  the  dying  man,  by  analogy,  around 
the  place  of  peace. 

216:6,  Old  Jmt  Ones,  ten  Jewish  martyrs  who  suffered  under 
Hadrian.  (13)  Alaba^  a  &moas  rabbi,  one  of  the  ten  martyrs  who 
took  part  in  tne  insurrection  under  Barookheba  and  was  captured; 
according  to  the  Miskna^  his  flesh  was  scraped  from  his  bones  by  the 
Romans  with  an  iron  eomb.  During  his  torture  he  repeated  coii-> 
stantly  the  declaration  of  the  unity  3t  God.  (15)  Jiachab,  probaUy 
Yoshobeb,  another  of  the  ten  martyrs.  (26)  -plant  our  lion^ag,  that 
of  the  tribe  of  Judah,  planted  on  Mount  Zion  when  David  took  it 
from  the  Jebusites. 

217: 17,  Perida;  of  him  it  is  related  in  the  Talmud  that  he  re- 
peated his  teaching  to  a  dull  pupil  four  hundred  times,  and  again  the 
same  number,  when  he  still  fuled  to  comprehend  it,  whereupon  a 
supernatural  voice  declared  that  four  hundred  (not  five  hundred) 

5 ears  should  be  added  to  his  life.  (23)^  Usszean^  from  Uz,  place  of 
ob's  residence,  therefore  like  him  in  patience. 
218:22,  rudesby,  rude  boy.  (26)  awoke  in  health:  « I  got  an 
American  paper  last  night,"  wrote  Browning  in  1883^ "  wherein  there 
is  repeated  that  Jochanan  revived  by  *  a  transfusion  of  blood.'  There 
is  not  a  word  about  such  a  thing ;  on  the  contrary,  the  account  in 
the  poem  makes  it  impossible.  How  could  the  *  transfusion '  bring 
experiences  with  it  ?  or  how  could  the  boy's  gift,  <  which  he  threw 
and  it  stuck,'  be  taken  in  that  manner  ?  This  comes  of  the  critics 
reading  attentively  the  criticisms  of  their  brethren,  and  paying  no 
attention  at  all  to  the  text  criticised.  The  writer  of  the  artick  in 
The  Times  made  the  mistake  first,  and  even  The  Academy  article 
must  needs^  follow  him.  The  whole  story  is  a  fiction  of  my  own, 
with  just  this  foundation,  —  that  the  old  Rabbins  &ncied  that  earnest 
wishing  might  add  to  a  valued  life." 
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221: 15,  sycamine,  fl^tzee. 

222: 21,  iJjmn,  Arabio  genie,  a  sapematnrAl  oreatoie. 

223:2,  Edom's  children^  Romans  or  Christiaiu,  in  the  Talmud 
Edoin  being  the  name  given  to  both  Borne  and  Christianity.  (3) 
Sic  Jetus  wU,  BO  bids  Jesus,  in  Matthew  t.  36. 

227:5,  AhUhophd^  Absalom's  oompanion  in  his  conspiracy  against 
David,  2  Samuel  zv.  31.  (23)  Shimbi^  2  Samuel  zvi.  5.  (30) 
alkahestf  the  universal  solvent  sought  for  by  the  alchemists  by  whicn 
to  turn  base  metal  into  gold. 

228: 21,  3ft8TOtm,  Egypt.  (22)  Ooihefh  region  in  Egypt  inhabited 
by  Hebrews. 

230:7,5Attf;km,lily. 

231: 22,  toAti-6oAu,  void  and  waste,  Genesis  L  2. 

232: 24,  rajve,  that  of  Ixion  on  cloud  made  bv  Zens. 

233:6,  HfUaphta,  the  name  of  several  Taimudic  teachers.  (9) 
Ruach,  breath,  soul,  or  spirit  (30)  SchiphaZf  on  Bendimir,  in  Faru' 
ttan,  seems  to  be  an  imaginary  city  on  river  Bundemeer,  flowing  into 
Persian  Gulf. 

The  prose  note  sufficiently  indicates  the  origin  of  the  poem  in  say* 
ing  its  sources  are  "  ezistinff  dispersedly  in  fragments  of  Rabbinical 
writing,''  and  in  the  use  of  the  two  Hebrew  titles,  the  first  being 
^  A  ejection  of  Many  lies,"  and  the  second  **  From  Moses  to  Moses 
arose  none  like  to  Moses,"  the  second  Moses  being  Moses  Mendel- 
sohn. Joseph  Jacobs  says  of  the  three  sonnets:  ''Attached  to 
Jochanan  Hakkadosh  are  three  sonnets  on  the  well-known  Taimudic 
LUgenm&rchen,  to  use  the  folk-lore  term,  of  liie  legend  of  Og*s 
bones  and  bedstead.  They  are  said  to  be  from  a  work  which  I 
need  scarcely  say  neither  exists  nor  could  exist  under  such  a  title." 

235.  Pambo.  The  story  of  Pambo  is  first  told  in  the  EcdesiasHcal 
History  of  Socrates,  book  iv.  chap,  xxiii.,  which  contains  *'  A  list  of 
holy  monks  who  devoted  themselves  to  a  solitary  life."  In  this 
chapter  Socrates  gives  an  account  of  the  monks  of  Esypt,  as  they 
existed  in  the  year  373,  and  relates  many  anecdotes  of  them.  Of 
Pfeunbo  he  says,  as  translated  in  Bohn's  EcdenasHcal  Library :  ''  Pam- 
bos,  being  an  illiterate  man,  went  to  some  one  for  the  purpose  of 
being  taujrht  a  psakn ;  and  having  heard  the  first  verse  of  the  thirty- 
eighth,  *  I  said  1  will  take  heed  to  my  ways,  that  I  offend  not  with 
my  tongue,'  he  departed  without  staying  to  hear  the  second  verse, 
saying  this  one  would  suffice  if  he  could  practically  acquire  it  And 
when  the  person  who  had  given  him  the  verse  reproved  him  because 
he  had  not  seen  him  for  the  space  of  six  months,  he  answered  that  he 
had  not  yet  leamt  to  practice  the  verse  of  the  psalm.  After  a  con- 
siderable lapse  of  time,  being  asked  by  one  of  his  friends  whether  he 
had  made  himself  master  of  the  verse,  his  answer  was:  'I  have 
scarcely  succeeded  in  accomplislung  it  during  nineteen  years.'  A 
certain  individual,  having  placed  gold  in  his  lumds  for  distribution  to 
the  poor,  requested  him  to  reckon  what  he  had  ^ven  him.  '  There 
is  no  need  of  counting,'  said  he,  'but  of  integrity  of  mind.'  The 
same  Pambos,  at  the  desire  of  Athanasius  the  bishop,  came  out  of  the 
deeert  to  Alexandria;  and  on  beholding  an  actress  there,  he  wept 
When  those  present  asked  the  reason  of  his  doing  so,  he  replied: 
*Two  causes  have  affected  me:  one  is,  the  destruction  of  this  woman; 
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the  other  u,  that  I  exert  myself  len  to  please  my  God  than  she  does 
to  please  wanton  eharaeters.'  ^    (2)  crambo,  rhyming  to  a  given  vord. 

236: 8,  Nme-and-tkirtieth,  Fludm  zzxix.  1. 

237:6,  Arcades  nanus  anAo^  We  are  both  Areadians,  VngQ, 
EdogueSf  vii. 

239.  Feribhtah'b  Fakczbs:  Prologue.  Thevalleyof  the  Aoeta, 
in  which  this  poem  was  written,  is  in  the  northern  part  of  Piedmont, 
Italy.  (1)  ortolans,  garden  bantings,  yery  common  in  Italy;  song- 
sters and  used  for  fo<^  When  fattened,  this  bird  is  a  mere  lump  of 
fat,  of  a  loscioos  fiaror,  and  is  highly  prized  by  gonrmands.  (38) 
Gnssoney,  a  Tillage  in  the  Aosta  Yuley. 

240.  The  Eagle.  Based  on  one  of  The  Fahles  of  PUpay,  which 
relates  that  a  dervish  in  his  yooth,  passing  through  a  wood,  saw  a 
falcon,  holding  a  piece  of  flesh  in  his  beak,  tear  it  in  bits,  and  feed  a 
young  raven  raat  lay  bald  and  featherless  in  his  nest.  There  follow 
comments  on  the  goodness  of  the  Creator.  (1)  dervish,  a  Moham- 
medan religious  mendicant,  wandering  the  country  or  living  in  a 
monastery.  He  ben  from  door  to  door,  and  the  name  means  **  the 
sill  of  the  door."    (6)  Ferishtah,  imaginary. 

241: 11,  Ispahan,  ci^  of  Persia,  in  seventeenth  century  was  impor- 
tant, being  capital  of  Irak. 

242.  The  Melon-Seller.  ^21)  Nishapwr,  small  city  in  province 
of  Kborassan ;  EUfruz,  mountam  peak  near  Nishapur.  (27)  Per- 
Stan  phrase  ;  the  Hebrew  is  from  Job  i.  10,  the  quoted  words  being 
a  translation  of  the  Hebrew.  The  Prime  Minister  of  the  Shah  be- 
come a  seller  of  melons  was  also  probably  suggested  by  the  Book  of 
Job. 

242.  Shah  Abbab.  A  ruler  of  Persia  by  this  name  reigned  from 
1584  to  his  death  in  1628.  He  conquered  the  Turks  and  Tartars, 
and  widely  extended  his  kingdom,  xhe  story  told  of  him  is  ficti- 
tious. 

243: 3,  Lord  Ali,  cousin  of  Mohammed,  and  one  of  his  chief  sup- 
porters.    (44)  Zal,  a  character  in  the  Shah  Nameh. 

244: 34,  Tahmasp,  character  in  Shah  Nameh,  but  incidents  are  ficti- 
tious.   (37)  Ziarah,  Persian  name  of  Venus. 

245:  7,  Ishak,  imaginary  person.  (10)  Yezdt,  fortified  city  in  pro- 
vince of  Irak.    (15)  Muoid,  Persian  magician. 

246.  The  Familt.  (4)  Oudarz,  character  in  Shah  Nameh,  but 
here  used  fictitiously. 

247: 5,  Shiraz,  once  capital  of  Persia,  now  of  province  of  Pars  ;  at 
one  time  prosperous  and  splendid  ;  home  of  Saadi  and  Hafiz.  (33) 
Hakim,  Mohammedan  Messiah. 

249.  The  Sun.  (10)  during  our  ignorance,  reference  to  period  of 
fire-worship.  In  the  Shah  Nameh  it  is  described  how  Hnsheug  insti- 
tuted the  worship  of  fire  and  established  the  sacred  flame,  l^e  pas> 
sage  indicates  the  source  of  Browning's  symbolism  :  — - 

**  P»nliiff»  one  day,  towuds  the  moantaln*!  dde, 
Attended  by  Us  train,  anrpriied  he  nw 
BometMng  in  eapeet  terriue, — Ita  egret 
Fonntaine  of  blood ;  ita  dreadful  mouth  aent  foortli 
▼olumea  of  amoke  that  darkened  all  the  air. 
Fixing  hJa  ga<e  upon  that  hideoua  foim. 
He  aeiaed  a  atone,  and  with  prodlffionaforae 
Hurling  it,  ohaooed  to  atrike  a  Jutting  rook. 
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WlMDoe  nvki  vom,  and  pnantly  a  ftw 
O*onpraftd  ttie  ]»lAin,  in  which  ttM  monator  pariihud. 

hahed 


Ihoa  uuhang  foiiiid  the  alamaat  whloh  i 

light  Uiroagh  the  world.    Tha  mfOiiaroh  praafecafea  bowad, 

Pniaing  tha  great  Craator  for  tha  good 

Baatowad  on  man.  and^ooa,  than  ha  aatd, 

Thia  ia  tha  Ught  from  Haavan,  aent  down  tram  Ood ; 

If  ja  ba  wiaa,  adora  and  wonhip  it !  ** 

253b  MiHRAB  Shah.  This  person  is  an  invention,  bat  the  poem 
diaws  largely  upon  the  Shah  ifamek  for  its  mythological  symbolism 
and  atmosphere.  (27)  Fvrdauti^  one  of  the  greatest  Persian  poets, 
941-1020,  whose  real  name  was  Aba  1  Citoin  Mansar,  the  author  of 
the  Shah  Nameh,  or  **  Book  of  Kings." 

255: 10,  Sinwrghf  a  fabnlons  oreatore  of  Persian  mythology,  noted 
for  its  benoTolence  and  its  ability  to  bestow  magical  powers.  It  has 
a  large  part  in  the  Shah  Namek^  where  it  is  the  nnrse  of  Zal  when  he 
is  abMiooned  by  his  father  Sam,  on  aoooont  of  his  having  white  hair, 
the  color  of  evil  in  Persia.  (21)  TViris,  an  ancient  and  important 
eity,  capital  of  province  of  Axerbaiian. 

257.  A  Gambl-Drivsb.     Tl)  sobier-^fuid^  imaginary  person. 

268: 5,  Rakhsh^  the  horse  of  JEtnstem,  the  great  hero  of  the  Shah 
Nameh.  He  was  the  ofbpring  of  Abresh,  and  bom  of  a  Diw,  or 
Demon.  Bustem  sabdaea  him  after  great  diffioalty,  bat  foond  in 
him  ever  after  a  most  trasty  companion,  that  carried  him  throngh 
all  his  marvellous  adventures. 

260,  Two  GAMKL8.  (261: 23)  cieroiZ,  small  plant  like  European 
ohervil,  probably  Myrrhis  Odorata.  (41)  Xtfi(A,  mythological  first 
wife  of  Adam. 


Advenary,  Satan,  Job  i.  9.  (22)  Does  Job  fear  Ood  for 
nauakt  f  translation  of  preceding  Hebrew,  Job  L  9.  (27^  DTt^Kp* 
me  Elohim,  from  Elohim,  one  of  the  names  of  God  usea  in  Genesis. 


(39)8epen'etnnged  insirvmerUj  Greek  lyre  had  this  number  of  strings, 
but  the  reference  maj  be  to  seven  tones  forming  musical  scale.  (&) 
demist  take  a  pinch  of  powder^  exaggerates  character  of  unstable  nitro- 
compounds, which  would  take  gaseous  form  on  application  of  concen- 
trated sulphuric  acid. 

263.  Chkrhito.  (19)  MmhUxriy  Persian  name  for  the  planet 
Jupiter. 

265.  Plot-Cultubb.    (5)  XmZo,  exeation  of  the  poet 

267.  A  PiLUkB  AT  Skbzevab.  This  is  a  fortified  town  of  the  pro* 
vince  of  Khorassan,  Persia. 

269: 28,  Hudhudf  fabulous  bird  of  Solomon,  according  to  Hebrew 
and  Mohammedan  mythology. 

270: 43,  SUara^  Persian  for  star. 

271.  A  Beam-Stripb  ;  also  Afplb-Eatino.  (17)  Indian  Soffe^ 
Sakya  Muni,  or  Buddha,  who,  in  his  conception  of  the  world,  was  a 
pessimist. 

274: 37 fpalmrophiBf  plant-lice. 

278 : 9,  Ahrimany  the  Persian  Satan,  or  personification  of  evil.  (10) 
Ormuzdj  the  Persian  Deity  or  God  of  good,  who  opposes  and  will  oon- 
qoer  Ahriman. 

280: 18,  Shaim-Shah,  the  Persian  for  <<  King  of  kings.** 

281: 7,  RuHem^  Oew,  and  Ottdarz^  heroes  in  the  Shah  Nameh.   (10) 
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Sindokht^  the  wife  of  Mflmb,  one  of  the  mythologieel  ehazmetert  m 
the  SKah-Nameh.  She  was  Uie  mother  of  KodaMh,  whose  lore  for 
Zal  forms  one  of  the  most  romantic  episodes  in  the  epio.  Sindokht 
was  politic  and  skilful  as  a  match-maker,  and  broaght  the  two  yoniig 
people  together  as  she  desired.  Stdaymanj  a  ohancter  in  the  Skalh 
y^ameh.  (11)  Kawaht  the  blacksmith  who  raises  the  standard  of 
revolt,  consisting  of  bis  own  apron,  against  the  tyrannies  of  Zohak, 
in  the  Shah-Nam^  Kawah,  who  was  remarkably  strong  and  bra^ 
was  aided  by  Feridnn,  and  these  two  were  able  to  oyeroome  the  eril 
king.  (23)  Seven  Throneif  Ursa  Major;  ZiiroA,  Persian  Yenvs; 
Parwinf  Pleiades. 
282: 3,  Fomalhaut9  bright  star  in  constellation  of  Sonthem  Fish. 
13)  Zerdutkt,  Zoroaster,  the  founder  of  the  national  religion  of 


8 


286.  Apollo  ahd  thb  Faibs.  Browning  has  brought' together 
the  references  to  the  doom  of  Admetns,  as  described  in  the  Aifeesfv 
of  Euripides  and  elsewhere,  and  undertakes  to  show  how  Apollo  wins 
from  the  Fates  permission  for  him  to  live.  (1)  PamassuSf  mountain 
in  Phocis,  sacred  to  the  Muses.  (4)  Dirt  OnlsSf  Fates.  (5)  Admetut^ 
King  of  Thessaly,  who  was  served  by  Apollo  for  a  year  as  shepherd, 
as  punishment  for  shooting  at  Cyclops  and  thus  offending  Zens,  who 
haa  killed  his  son  .£scnlapius  for  having  brought  to  life  a  dead  per- 
son. Admetus  won  his  wife  Alcestis  by  going  for  her  in  a  chariot 
drawn  by  lions  and  bears,  a  condition  mde  by  her  father  Pelias. 
When  Admetus  fell  ill,  and  was  about  to  die,  Apollo  sought  of  the 
Fates  release  from  his  doom.  (6)  our  Mother;  Night  was  mother  of 
the  Fates.  ^16)  woe^pwfled^  embroidered  with  woe ;  voeal-prankt^ 
decked  out  with  prosperity.    (23)  Moiraiy  Fates,  in  Greek. 

286: 4,  goddesi^sent  plaguef  vengeance  of  Artemis,  woren  into  dee- 
tiny  of  Admetus  by  Laohesis,  because  he  had  not  offered  her  the 
proper  sacrifices,  consisting  of  an  army  of  serpents  that  eame  upon 
him  on  his  marriage  day  ;  out  Apollo  secured  a  reconeiliation. 
*  290: 26,  Semele's  son  .  ,  .  faikered  (y  Z«t»,  Dionysus. 

291: 36»  cwmmerif  eossips. 

292: 3,  coUyriwn,  far  dveing  the  eyebrows. 

294: 16,  Phera,  Thessaiian  town  reigned  over  by  Fheres,  fsther  of 
Admetns. 

296.  With  Bebhabd  db  Makdevillk.  Tliis  writer  was  bom  in 
Rotterdam,  Holland,  in  1670;  graduated  in  medicine  at  Leyden, 
settled  in  London  as  physician  soon  after.  He  wrote  various  satiri- 
cal pieces,  but  in  1706  appeared  his  The  QnmJtUng  Hioe^  or  Knaon 
Turned  Honesty  a  defence  of  the  war-polioy  of  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, attempting  to  prove  that  ancLoition  and  self-seeking  were 
necessary  to  the  prosperity  of  the  state.  His  work  was  republished 
in  1723  with  the  title  of  The  Fable  of  the  Beee,  or  Private  VloetPublie 
Benefite.  His  book  was  indicted  by  the  grand  jury,  and  it  was 
severely  attacked  by  moralists.  His  position  is  deariy  defined  by 
Ueberwe^:  ^  What  is  called  a  vice  is  in  fact  a  public  benefit.  There 
is  no  distmction  between  the  moral  impulses  or  springs  of  action. 
Each  in  its  place  is  natural  and  leeitimate,  and  the  general  welfare 
is  best  promoted  by  giving  indulgence  to  all.  T&  restraints  on 
human  passions  by  ue  magistrate  and  the  priest  are  &otitioiis  and 
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nnnatiiraL  Any  lestrabt  upon  private  Tioes  is  limply  nsiirpatioiL'' 
Mandeville  died  in  1733. 

296:36,  Addison's  tye-wig  preachment,  views  oommonly  held  by  the 
respectable. 

298:7,  tnandrake^monster,  folk-lore  that  roots  of  mandrake  are 
shaped  like  human  beings. 

300:  If  myth  may  ie€uih,  in  manner  of  Euripides,  who  osed  the  myths 
freely  and  symbolically,  rather  than  in  the  literal  manner  of  iElschylos. 

302: 10,  Mttf  moaned  man,  refers  to  Greek  myth  that  man  was 
taught  by  Prometheus  and  by  him  furnished  with  fire. 

303.  With  Daniel  Babtoll  Daniel  Bartoli,  1608-1685,  wrote 
an  extensive  history  of  the  Jesuits,  and  a  work  much  admired  by 
Browning  in  his  youth,  IV  Simboli  iransportaii  al  Morale ;  he  was 
also  the  •Rector  of  the  Roman  College.  Browning  uses  Bartoli 
simply  as  a  person  to  whom  to  direct  his  views  about  saints,  because 
he  showed  so  much  credulity  concerning  those  approved  by  the 
church.  The  saint  approved  by  the  poet  was  Marianne  Pajot,  who 
was  married  to  Charles  of  Lorraine,  but  court  intrigues  separated 
them,  and  she  would  not  compromise  the  duke  in  order  to  be  made 
a  duchess.  Her  conduct  was  so  much  admired  by  the  Marquis  de 
Lassay  that  he  married  her,  and  they  lived  happily  toother.  De 
Lassav  was  conspicuous  in  the  militiuy  annals  of  his  tmie,  and  he 
was  also  known  by  his  amato^  career,  including  an  intrigue  with 
Sophia  Dorothea,  who  became  Queen  of  George  I. 

305:  dO,  pari  passu,  with  equal  pace. 

309: 13,  Saint  SchoLastka,  sister  of  Saint  Benedict  (U)  Pay^ 
nimrie,  Infidel,  Mohammeduis.    (41)  Troaalia,  sweetmeats,  fruits. 

312.  With  Chbibtopheb  Smabt.  This  little  known  English 
poet,  1722-1770,  was  an  editor  and  hack  writer  in  London,  poor  and 
mtemperate,  for  a  time  in  a  madhouse,  and  versified  the  fables  of 
Fhtedrus,  turned  Horace  into  English  prose,  wrote  a  satire  called 
The  HilUard,  and  one  poem  of  original  merit.  His  Song  to  Damd 
was  published  in  1763,  and  was  at  least  in  part  composed  in  the  mad- 
house. William  Rossetti  called  this  poem  "  a  masterpiece  of  rich 
imagery,  exhaustive  resources,  and  reverberant  sound. '  Browning 
makes  the  Song  to  David  the  subject  of  his  poem,  and  accepts  the 
tradition  of  its  being  written  without  pen  and  paper,  and  scratched 
upon  the  wall  of  his  cell  with  a  kev. 

314: 15,  Leighion,  a  recent  English  artist.  (14)  Watts,  a  painter 
«mtemporary  with  Browning. 

315:1,  Hayley,  biographer  of  Cowper,  and  author  of  essays  on 
Painting,  Scmpture,  OM  Epic  Poetry. 

316:32,  So,  indeed;  these  words  begin  a  quotation,  thou|;h  not 
literal,  from  Smart's  poem  on  the  Attribiaes  of  the  Supreme  Being, 

318.  With  George  Bubb  Dodingtok.  George  Bubb  was  bom  in 
1691,  took  the  name  of  Dodington  on  the  death  of  an  uncle  who 
left  him  a  krge  estate,  and  entered  Parliament  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
four.  He  held  various  positions  of  importance  under  government, 
especially  in  connection  with  the  navy;  was  two  or  three  times  in  the 
ministry;  was  intimately  connected  with  IVederic,  Prince  of  Wales; 
and  was  made  Baron  Melcombe  in  1761.  He  controlled  five  votes 
to  Parliament,  because  of  the  position  of  his  family,  and  these  he 
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oMcL  in  whatever  wmj  wooli  be  the  mott  to  hit  own  ■dTanlage.  Be 
changed  sides  in  politios  whenerer  adTaneement  eonld  be  seeurad  hj  m 
doinff.  He  was  given  to  intngiie  and  poUtieal  servilitj.  The  editor 
of  his  Diary  sajs  that  his  political  condnot  was  *^  whollj  diieeted  bj 
the  base  motives  of  avarice,  wuty^  and  fJAshness  **  Another  writer 
says  that  **  never  was  soch  a  composition  of  vanity,  vereatilitv,  and 
servility/'  He  did  not  follow  principle  or  oonsistenoy;  his  whole  aim 
in  life  was  poUtusal  preferment  and  the  seonring  of  a  title.  So  well 
was  this  nndemtood  that,  when  he  appeared  at  eoort,  Gec»ee  II. 
suui:  <<  I  see  Dodington  here  sometimes;  what  does  he  come  for  ? " 
On  one  occasion,  when  Horace  Walpole  was  diseossiiig  the  majority 
in  Parliament,  he  said:  **  I  do  not  count  Dodington,  who  most  now 
^ways  be  in  Uie  minority,  tat  no  majority  wHl  accept  him."  Field- 
'  9g  and  Bentley  condescended  to  flatter  htm,  for  he  aspired  to  become 
fk  patron  of  literature  and  literary  men;  and  he  left  no  means  nnosed 
#/>  seonre  the  praise  which  his  vanity  and  his  ambition  found  helpfol 
to  Ins  political  prosperity.  He  was  a  writer  of  verses,  and  he  had  a 
bigh  reputation  as  a  wit.  He  lived  in  Inxury  and  made  a  great  dis- 
play of  his  wealth.  His  private  life,  however,  was  as  mean  and 
treaoheroQS  as  was  his  public  career.  After  livine  with  Mrs.  Behaa 
for  seventeen  years,  he  acknowledged  that  he  had  been  married  to 
her  all  the  time,  but  that  he  was  unable  to  acknowledge  his  marriags, 
because  he  had  given  a  large  bond  to  another  lady  that  he  would 
marry  no  one  cIm.  In  fact,  his  sole  aim  in  life  was  to  push  his  own 
interests,  and  '<to  make  some  figure  in  the  world."  His  charaeter 
is  very  oorreedv  described  bv  Browning  in  his  poem.  He  secured 
the  heifi;ht  of  his  ambition  when  he  was  made  Baron  Melcombe;  but 
he  diedthe  next  year,  in  1762. 

920: 6,  Darwin,  the  great  naturalist,  in  his  Origin  of  Species,  (fl) 
haioer-inrds,  starlings  of  Australia,  so  called  because  their  nests  are 
built  in  form  of  bowers.  (43)  eoproUu^  petrified  e:miement  of  car- 
nivorous reptiles. 

324: 29,  as  triplex,  triple  armor. 

825: 1,  quid  vuf  what  do  you  want? 

326:33,  Venium  est  ad  triarios.    It  iseome  to  the  third  rank. 

328.  With  Fbakod  FuRnn.  Italian  artbt,  1604-1649,  who 
treated  artificial  and  mythological  subjects;  had  a  special  fondness 
for  the  nude,  which  he  attempted  to  deal  with  in  an  inoffeiuive  man- 
ner, but  was  sometimes  wantmg  in  refinement.  He  became  a  priest 
and  died  a  parish  curate.  On  his  death-bed  he  asked  that  au  his 
undraped  pictures  be  destroyed,  but  this  request  was  not  eomplied 
with.  Nettleship  says:  ''This  poem  contains  a  splendid  attack  on 
the  prurient  modesty  which  finds  lust  to  be  the  chief  motive  power 
in  tine  production  of  all  great  statues  or  pictures  from  the  nude. 
But  its  main  purpose,  wiw  which  indeed  the  bulk  of  the  poem  is , 
occupied,  lies  m  a  closely  reasoned  arffument  deaened  to  prove  the 
absolute  necessity  for  understanding  the  bodily  life  of  man  before 
jrou  can  penetrate  to  his  soul,  and  thence  to  deduce  by  reasonable 
inference  the  ezistenee,  outside  but  not  within  man,  though  ever  in 
touch  with  him,  of  an  infinitely  wise,  strong,  and  loving  First  Cause, 
or  God."  (6)  Saint  Sano's  cAurcA,  that  of  Saint  Ansano^  in  the 
Mugello.    (7)  ifu9«/Zo,  in  Tuaeaay. 
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829:7,  AanOo,  MiduMl  Aapalo.  (40)  FUffo,  Baldimieei,  artift, 
Antbor  of  Itaikm  Hittofy  fif  Ari^  iran  wfaien  Bzawning  diew  his 
materiali  for  tiiii  poem. 

832: 10,  Nigki  and  Afom,  nimrble  fignrea  in  ehapel  of  San  Lorenzo 
Choxob,  Rome.  (18^  Eve^  painting  of  creation  of  Eye  on  eeiling  of 
Ststine  Chapel  bj  Michael  Angelo. 

380:20,  AndrotHedOf  aaerifleed  to  a  aen  monster,  acoording  to  the 
myth.  (31^  $cme  old  artyieer  refers  espeeiaUy  to  Zenxis,  Imt  is  sug- 
gested by  tne  generally  realistio  eharaetor  of  Greek  art. 

341: 26,  SamU-BeuM,  famous  French  eritio,  1804-1869;  Qidcherat, 
editor  of  doonments  regarding  trial  of  Joan  of  Are,  1841-1849.  (31) 
jyAUnfonj  a  follower  of  the  Doke  of  that  name,  PereiTal  de  Cagny, 
wroto  an  aoooont  of  Joan  of  Are  pnblished  by  Qoioherat 

342: 11,  Omnia  nan  ammbui,  All  is  not  for  all. 

343.  With  Gbrabd  db  Laibsssx.  Dntoh  painter,  1640-1711, 
highly  esteemed  for  his  social  qualities,  aod  is  resnuded  as  one  of 
the  great  painters  of  Holland.  He  largely  treatea  allegorical  and 
mythologioal  subjects,  and  was  fanciful  and  unreal  in  his  methods. 
Towards  the  end  of  his  life  he  became  blind;  but  he  had  his  friends 
about  him,  and  many  artists.  His  sayings  were  noted  down  by  his 
eompanions,  and  his  Tiyaeions  discourses  on  art  thus  giTen  were  pub- 
lished, after  his  death,  as  his  Treatue  an  the  Art  ^Painting,  This 
work  was  translated  into  English  in  1778,  and  was  read  by  mowning 
wheia  a  boy  with  great  interest  and  satirfaotion. 

344: 17,  Fauthu^  robtt  that  worn  by  Faustus  when  he  was  wafted 
through  the  air  with  MephistopheleB.  (18)  FartwuUus*  cap^  hero  of 
sixteenth  century  Glerman  romance,  who  had  gift  of  purse  always 
full,  and  cap  that  would  carry  him  wheieTcr  he  wished. 

345:3,  (Aarioi  of  the  Sun,  in  myth  of  Phaeton,  OTid,  Metamar'- 
pkouMy  X. 

346: 4,  Dryope^  when  yitheriny  flowers,  picked  one  that  bled,  that 
prored  to  be  nymph  Lotis  eseapmg  a  pursuer,  who  changed  I>ryope 
also  into  a  lotus.    Ovid,  if efaiiMwpAofet,  ix.    (27)  aequisUy  acquisitions. 

847: 11,  Praiapiatt^  originator  or  creator.  (38)  Jove't  feaihertd 
firyt  Tulture  sent  to  prey  on  Ftometheus. 

349:38,  0  Satyr^  myth  told  by  Moschus,  in  Lang's  translation,  as 
fbUows:— 

•«Fkn]oif«dliiiBrfs!ibor,Bolio;  ■ohokfv^ 
A fwnwoniii Bain ;  h* bv hflrnmnoviad, 
LoTtd  ooly  I^« ;  ttnu  throoffh  Sobo,  Fm, 
Ijda  and  Mm,  Low  bb  aras  ran. 
Ibua  an,  wbua  thair  traa  lovan*  haarta  ava  friarad, 
Waira  aaonaad  in  torn,  and  whaft  tliay  psn  vaoaltad." 

360:40,  Macedamanf  Alexander  the  Great 

362: 6,  dream  afreek;  **  this  passage,**  say  the  editors  of  Poet-Lore^ 
M  might  be  taken  as  a  hit  at  the  attitude  of  Matthew  Arnold,  who 
always  sighed  for  the  good  old  classic  days.**  ^20)  a  wretched  nothing^ 
refers  to  failure  of  Greek  art,  because  of  its  incapacity  for  dcTclop- 
ment.  (34)  be  dead  with  me,  as  with  AchUlea;  when,  in  Hades,  Odys- 
seus consoles  Achilles  because  he  is  still  a  prince,  he  replies  that  he 
would  prefer  to  be  a  serf  among  the  living  rather  than  ruler  over 
the  dead.    Odyney^  xL 

364.  With  Chabubs  Ayuoir.    This  English  oomposer,  1710« 
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1770,  stadied  miuio  in  Italj»  and  beeame  a  WP^  ^  G«mtniani  on  hoM 
return.  In  1736  he  beeame  the  organist  ox  St.  Nidiolas  Chnrdi  nt 
Newcastle,  and  in  that  position  the  remainder  of  his  life  was  spent. 
In  1752  he  published  an  E$iay  on  Muiieal  Expreuion^  whieh  was 
well  written,  showing  much  aonteness  of  thoup;nt,  and  in  which  he 
praised  French  and  Italian  music,  preferring  it  to  the  German.  It 
created  auite  a  stir,  was  translated  mto  German,  and  was  replied  to 
by  Dr.  Hayes,  a  musical  oritio  of  the  day.  To  Dr.  Hayes,  Avisoii 
gare  answer,  but  not  with  entire  success.  He  gave  a  higher  poeitioii 
to  Geminiani  than  to  HandeL  Avison  published  five  oollectioiis  of 
Cimcertoifor  a  Full  Band^  fortjr-fiye  in  all;  and  two  sets  of  sonatas 
for  the  harpsichord  and  two  Tiolins.  He  had  a  considerable  repu- 
tation both  as  a  critic  and  as  a  composer  of  music.  His  mnsio  is 
light  and  elegant,  but  wanting  in  originality.  He  also  published,  in 
eiffht  Tolumes,  an  adaptation  of  Mueello's  Psalms,  to  the  first  of 
which  an  account  of  his  own  life  was  prefixed.  Mr.  Bamett  Smith 
says  that  **  yery  little  is  known  of  his  life,  but  he  had  the  reputation 
of  being  a  man  of  mat  culture  and  polish,  and  for  many  years  was 
the  chief  of  a  small  circle  of  musical  amateurs  in  the  north  of  Eng- 
land who  were  deyoted  to  his  yiews." 

355: 15,  <•  March; "  this  Grand  ManA  of  Ayison's  is  the  subject 
of  the  poem;  a  copy  in  MS.  was  possessed  by  Browning's  father,  and 
the  music  is  giyen  at  the  end  of  the  poem. 

366: 3,  Or^  John  Rdf,  Browning's  teacher  in  music,  and  a  learned 
contrapuntist.  (6)  to  fitly  figure  such  a  bass,  writing  a  bass  with 
flffures  to  each  note  to  inmcate  chords  to  be  written  oyer  them.  (10) 
Tonic  doum  to  Dominant ;  in  the  March  the  harmony  begins  on  the 
tonic  and  falls  to  dominant,  the  simplest  possible  succession  of 
chords.  (22)  Brahms,  Wagner,  Dvorak,  Liszt,  German  composers  of 
the  present  centurr.  (23)  Handel  reigns  sunreme  refers  to  compe* 
tition  for  public  favor  between  Handel  and  Buononcini  when  they 
were  in  London  together,  musio-loyers  dividine  into  two  parties  to 
defend  their  favorite.  (27)  Geminiani,  yiolin-jSayer  and  composer, 
who  was  in  England  in  1714.  (29)  Pepus^,  musieal  composer 
famous  in  England  on  appearance  there  of  Handel,  and  who  then 
retired  to  devote  himself  to  teaching  the  laws  of  musical  composition. 

357: 1,  Suite,  series  of  musical  compositions.  (2)  Fugue,  comiKH 
sition  in  which  one  theme  is  repeated  with  many  variations.  (13) 
Hesperus,  song  to  evening  star  in  Wapier's  TannhOuser. 

359: 21,  But  where  are  theg,  ouoted  &om  Pope's  Iliad,  iii.  301.  (27) 
Painter^s  fresco.  Creation  of  Eve,  on  ceiling  of  Sistme  Chapel,  in 
Rome,  by  Michael  Angelo. 

360: 2,  Radaminta,  probably  HandePs  opera  Radamista,  oontaining 
popular  air  in  which  a  husband  mourns  his  wife  dead.  (4)  Rinaldo, 
one  of  Handel's  operas.  (19)  Gluck,  Haydn,  Moxart,  Grerman  com- 
posers of  the  eighteenth  century. 

361: 8,  discords  and  resolutions:  discord  or  dissonance  in  music  is 
followed  by  resolution  or  concora.  TIO)  modulate  (no  Ba^  m  awe)\ 
Bach  composed  in  strict  contrapuntal  method  before  laws  of  mod- 
ulation were  developed.  (11)  change  enharmonically  (Hudl  to  thank); 
this  German  musician  wrote  A  Tabidar  View  of  Modulation  from  any 
one  Key  to  aU  other  Keys,  Major  to  Minor,  and  so  helped  develop  the 
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laws  of  harmonio  ehange.  (15)  Larao^  yery  slow  moyemeni.  (16) 
RubatOf  moTement  expressing  ebb  and  flow  of  feeling  in  limited  time. 
(18)  Georgian  yeart,  when  the  Georges  were  kings  of  England.  (39) 
Purcell,  English  composer,  1668-16d5. 

363: 10,  oj^icleide,  bass-horn;  bombardon,  low-pitohed  basson  or 
lowest-pitched  sax-horn.  (17)  LittU-easej  cells  in  which  prisoners 
oould  neither  lie  down  nor  stand  op;  TV^uiti,  place  of  executions  in 
London.  (25)  Largea  and  Long$  and  Brevet,  notes  used  in  Middle 
Ages,  large  having  oblong  square  with  stem;  long,  sanare  with  stem  at 
right;  breve,  a  small  square  without  stem.  (35)  liollis,  etc.,  Parlisr 
mentarj  leaders  in  time  of  Charles  I.  (37)  Southtoark,  district  where 
trained  bands  were  prepared  for  quelling  mobs  and  riots. 

366.  FuBT  AND  HIB  Fbiends:  Ax  Efilooue.  Johann  Fust  was 
bom  of  a  rich  burgher  family  of  Mainz,  or  Mayence,  but  the  year  is 
not  known.  He  became  a  banker,  but  his  brother  Jacob  was  a  gold- 
smith. He  was  a  money-lender  and  speculator,  and  it  was  as  such 
he  first  came  into  connection  with  Gutenbere,  the  real  inventor  of 
printing.  It  was  about  1440  that  Gutenberg  began  his  experiments 
which  &d  to  the  invention  of  printiufi^;  but  in  1^8  he  had  exhausted 
his  financial  resources,  and  borrowed  money  of  Fust.  In  1449  Fust 
loaned  Gutenberg  a  large  sum,  and  agreca  to  give  him  three  hun- 
dred florins  a  year,  and  was  to  receive  half  profits.  Fust  did  not 
keep  his  part  of  the  agreement,  but  in  1455  brought  suit  against 
Gutenberg,  which  resulted  in  a  verdict  in  his  favor.  Fust  moved 
his  part  of  the  printing  materials  to  his  house  called  Zum  Hum- 
breicht  in  Mainz,  and  there  began  to  do  printing  with  the  aid  of 
Peter  Schoeffer.  He  first  printed  the  Psalter,  which  came  from  the 
press  August  14,  1457,  a  folio  of  350  pages,  which  was  the  first 
printed  book  with  a  complete  date.  It  is  now  believed  that  Guten- 
berg did  a  part  of  the  work  on  this  book  before  his  separation  from 
Fust,  and  that  its  beauty  of  workmanship  was  owinsf  to  this  fact. 

Trithemius,  writing  in  1514,  says  of  the  event  which  is  described 
in  the  poem:  <<  Peter  Schoeffer,  at  that  time  a  workman,  but  after- 
ward son-in-law  of  the  first  inventor,  John  Fust,  a  man  skilful  and 
ingenious,  devised  a  more  easy  method  of  founding  types,  and  thus 
gave  the  art  its  present  perfection.  And  the  three  men  [Gutenberg, 
Fust,  and  Schoeffer]  kept  secret  amone  themselves,  for  a  while,  this 
method  of  printing,  up  to  the  time  when  their-  workmen  were  de- 
prived of  the  work,  without  which  they  were  unable  to  practice  their 
trade,  hj  whom  it  was  divulged,  first  in  Strasburg  and  afterward  in 
other  cities." 

Another  writer,  said  to  be  Jo.  Frid.  Fanstus,  a  nephew  of  Fust, 
gave  this  account  of  the  invention:  <<Fust  had  many  workmen, 
amouff  whom  was  Peter  Schoeffer  of  Gemsheim,  who,  when  he  per- 
ceived the  difficulties  and  delays  of  his  master,  was  seized  with  an 
ardent  desire  to  accomplish  the  success  of  the  new  art.  Through  the 
special  inspiration  of  God,  he  discovered  the  secret  by  which  types 
ox  the  matrix,  as  they  are  called,  could  be  cut,  and  types  could  be 
fonnded  from  them,  which,  for  this  purpose,  could  be  composed  in 
frequent  combinations,  and  not  be  sinely  cut  as  they  had  been  before. 
Schoeffer  seoretiy  cut  matrices  of  the  alphabet,  and  showed  types 
east  therefitmi  to  his  master,  John  Fusty  who  was  so  greatiy  pleased 
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with  them,  and  rejoioed  so  greatly,  fhat  he  immedimlelj  promiied  to 
him  hiB  only  daughtery  and  soon  after  he  gave  her  to  him  in  mar- 
riage. Bat  OTen  with  thia  kind  of  trpo*  giMt  diffioulty  was  experi> 
enMd.  The  metal  was  soft  and  did  not  withstand  pressure,  ontil 
they  inrented  an  alloy  whioh  gars  it  proper  strength.  As  they  had 
happily  suooeeded  in  this  niMtortaking,  Fast  and  Sohoeffer  hoand 
their  worfanen  by  oath  to  oonoeal  the  proeess  with  rteat  secreey; 
bat  they  showed  to  friends,  wheneyer  it  okased  ^m,  the  tol 
experimental  types  of  wood,  which  they  ttea  up  with  a  string  and 
preseryed.**  Browning  has  aooepted  the  Fast  aoeoont  as  the  comet 
one,  though  it  has  been  proyen  at  fault  in  many  partionlars,  as  is 
shown  fafiy  in  De  Vinne's  and  Humphrey's  books  on  the  historr  ol 
printing.  Other  ontrae  statements  haye  been  made  aboat  fNist 
Doing  aceosed  of  magio  and  opposed  by  the  monks.  Browning  eoB- 
neots  Fast  with  the  mythologioal  Faust.    (12)  «i6,  relation. 

367:  l^palinodeSf  fiffuratiyely  used  for  recantation. 

968:7,  Aima^tte,  reliffioos  order  in  Catholic  Churoh.  (14)  Sit 
Bdial,  Satan.  (17)  Hdm  of  Troy,  marriage  of  Fkost  and  Helen  in 
Goethe's  FauBt^  second  part,  symbol  of  wedding  of  classic  and 
romantic  art. 

369:  ^  ovt  oftabiU  tjpirwted  twM,  incident  in  Auerbach's  cellar,  first 
part  of  Faust  (16)  skmkery  one  who  poors  out  liquors.  (20) 
Rhenuh  .  .  .  RapkaLy  lands  of  wine.  (81)  Orange  honorSf  experienee 
of  Faust  in  second  part  of  Goethe's  drama.  (34)  gMtndlh  Sy  trade^ 
calling  of  Fast's  brother,  Jacob. 

370: 17,/amtiZus,  seryant 

371 : 5,  belly  hooky  and  candUy  in  ceremony  of  greater  eioommunici^ 
tion  in  Catholic  Church  a  bell  is  rung,  a  Dook  dosed,  and  a  candle 
extinguished.  ^21)  HeurehOy  Eureka,  I  haye  found  it  out,  exd»- 
mation  of  Archimedes  wlran  he  found  how  to  test  gold  in  Hiero's 
crown. 

372: 3,  Ne  puhis,  words  from  a  monkish  exorcism,  that  is  half  for- 
gotten. (7)  AmiodeuSy  eyil  spirit  mentioned  in  ToiU;  Hustitey  fot* 
fower  of  John  Huss,  reformer  of  Bohemia. 

375: 7,  Myky  imaginary  person. 

376:16,  '<  Cw^  mtM  a  **quaref**  **m  rather  complicated  pan,  sog^ 
gesting  the  image  of  a  banting  dog  missingthe  ^uarty,  that  is,  the 
nme,  and  also  the  idea  of  their  question,  ^Why  is  this  7 '  missing  a 


ouestion, '  car '  being  a  contrasted  form  of  Square,'  meaning 
Eerefore.'  The  friends  are  to  haye  a  larger  question  answered 
than  they  ask." — Editors  of  Poet-Lore. 

380: 3,  recHiis  $i  mdd  novistis  wwertUey  if  you  hayO  known  anything 
better,  impart  it.    oee  Horace,  Epodesy  i.  6,  68. 

381: 15,  Semper  sint  re$  uH  sunty  As  things  are,  so  may  they  always 
be. 

382:15,  BeghardSy  German  mystics  preceding  Reformation;  Wal- 
densesy  French  mystics  preceding  Reformation.  (16)  /snmtmttei, 
hermits  of  Middle  Ages. 

383: 3,  An  cuique  eredendum  tiiy  whether  eyery  one  mast  haye  his 
belief;  ansy  here  •*  an,"  which  means  question,  is  used  with  English 
plural  for  questions  or  doabts,  also  signifies  goose,  aneer  being  the 
ornithological  name. 
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386.  Abolahdo:  Prologue.  (5)  irMwmt  ninbow.  (13)  cftf^fo- 
pro*,  qnartz  of  greeiiiflh-|^7  oolor;  bat  the  poet  has  in  mind  Tanons 
•tones  M  f orming  the  senet  of  primaiy  eolon. 

886: 6^  Aiolo^  about  thirty  muee  fmn  Venioe,  Tisited  by  Browning 
in  early  manhood,  Mene  of  Pippa  Pommb^  ^i?^  Tiaited  hj  him  in  hu 
later  yean,  and  plaoe  of  his  death.    (12)  Butiky  Exodos  lii.  2. 

386.  RosKT.  This  is  the  name  of  a  ehatean  on  the  rirer  Loire, 
below  Mantes  in  western  Franoe.  It  saTO  name  to  MaTimilian  de 
Bethune,  Dnke  of  Solly,  beoaose  of  his  birth  in  the  ehateau.  SuUv  or 
Rosny  was  sererely  wounded  at  battle  of  Ivry,  in  the  immediate 
neighborhood,  and  was  carried  here  on  a  litter.  If  the  poem  refers 
to  Sully  is  not  eertain,  and  the  editors  of  PoetrLore  say  that  the 
refrain  of  '^ Clara,  Clara,"  is  ''the  speaker's  grief-strieken  address  to 
herself,  showing  tiie  oonfliet  between  her  love  and  ambition,  and  the 
realisation  that,  if  her  loTer  falls,  it  will  be  beeaose  her  ideal  of  hero- 
Sam  has  driyen  him  to  his  hie. 

389.  SuMxux  BoKUM.  This  term  was  first  nsed  by  Xenophanec 
to  mean  a  contented  aoquiesoenoe  in  the  decrees  of  the  eods.  The 
Stoics  defined  it  as  the  supreme  good;  this  Epicurus  found  m  peace  of 
mind,  but  Browning  finds  it  in  love. 

390.  Whttb  Witchcraft.  Helpful  magic  is  so  designated,  that 
which  is  celeetial  in  origin.  It  was  applied  to  the  arts  of  good  men 
and  women,  and  to  use  of  hallowed  herbs  and  uItos.  (2)  play  Jove 
refers  to  his  transformations  in  the  course  of  his  yarions  amours. 
(3)  itealer  of  the  grapee  teten  to  fable  of  JEsop,  also  to  Song  of  Solo- 
mon iL  15.  (7)  CanidiOf  name  of  witch  in  Horace,  Evodes,  t.  and 
zriL  (8)  pearl  beneath  puckered  brow;  Gubematis,  in  his  Zodlogical 
Mffthologyf  says:  "  Out  of  the  toad,  the  dark  animal  of  the  night,  the 
gloom  or  winter,  the  solar  pearl  eon&s;  thus  popular  Grerman  stories 
regard  the  Schiid-krate^  or  toad  with  the  shielo,  as  sacred,  on  account 
of  the  pearl  supposed  to  be  contained  in  its  head."    ^9)  eyee  that 

follow  mine  ;  this  refers  to  experience  in  early  manhood,  oesonbed  by 
Mrs.  Orr,  who  says  that  '<  in  the  garden,  the  poet  soon  had  another 
though  humbler  friend  in  the  person  of  a  toad,  which  became  so 
much  attached  to  him  that  it  would  follow  him  as  he  walked.  He 
yisited  it  daily,  where  it  burrowed  under  a  white  rose-tree,  announ- 
cing himself  by  a  pinch  of  grayel  dropped  into  its  hole;  and  the  crea- 
ture would  crawl  out,  allow  its  head  to  be  cently  tickled,  and  reward 
the  act  with  a  loying  glance  of  the  soft  fufi  eyes." 

307.  Ths  CABDDiAii  AND  THB  Doo.  This  poem  was  written  for 
the  son  of  William.  Maeready,  at  the  same  time  with  The  Pied 
Piper.  The  Crescermo  mentioned  was  Marcel  Crescentio,  an  Italian 
biiMiop,  who  was  appointed  by  the  Pope  to  preside  at  the  Council  of 
Trent.  Browning  giyes  the  date  wrong,  for  the  fifteenth  cession 
dosed  in  1562.  The  bishop  was  ill,  remained  in  Trent,  and,  as  he 
was  writing  his  report  to  the  Pope  late  at  night,  imagined  he  saw  a 
doff  that  opened  its  jaws  frightfidly,  a]^peared  to  haye  flaming  eyes 
ana  low-hanging  ears  as  if  mad.  The  bishop  called  his  seryants,  but 
BO  dog  was  round.  He  was  attacked  with  melancholia,  and  not  loug 
after  died. 

398.  Thx  Pofe  akd  ths  Kst.  PkobaUy  the  Pope  was  Siztus 
V.»  who  was  yery  hnmUe,  but  rose  from  the  lowest  position,  step  by 
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step,  until  he  gained  tbe  summit  of  lus  ambition.  Wlien  elected,  ha 
threw  away  hia  staff  and  appeared  taller  than  before.  When  » 
friend  spoke  of  the  ohange  that  had  taken  place  in  his  appeaianee, 
he  replied:  <<I  was  then  looking  for  the  keys  of  ParacUse,  iriiieh 
obliged  me  to  stoop  a  little;  bat,  now  I  have  found  them,  it  is  time 
to  look  upwards,  as  I  am  arrived  at  the  summit  of  all  human  giny, 
and  can  climb  no  higher  in  this  world.** 

399.  Thb  Bban-Fba8T.  Pkobably  this  poem  refers  to  Felix 
Peretti,  who  became  Sixtus  V.  in  1686.  Hm  anecdote  Browning 
uses  may  have  been  recorded  of  this  Pope,  but  the  following  is 
authentic: — 

«  Another  time,  as  he  passed  through  the  city,  seeing  the  pates  of  that 
convent  open,  he  suddenly  eot  out  of  his  chariot,  and  went  mto  the  {m^ 
ter's  lodge,  where  he  f oimd  the  porter,  who  was  a  lay  brother,  eating 
a  platter  of  beans  with  oil  poured  over  them.  As  the  meanness  of  the 
repast  put  him  in  mind  ox  his  former  condition,  he  took  a  wooden 
spoon,  and  sitting  down  dose  to  the  porter,  on  a  staizHsase,  first  eat 
one  platter  full  with  him,  and  then  another,  to  the  great  surprise  of 
those  that  were  with  him.  After  that  he  had  Uianked  the  lav 
brother  for  his  entertainment,  he  turned  to  his  attendants  and  said: 
*  We  shall  live  two  years  longer  for  this;  for  we  have  eat  with  an 
appetite,  and  without  fear  or  suspicion.'  And  then,  lifting  up  his 
eyes  to  heaven,  said,  <  The  Lord  be  praised  for  permitting  a  Pope, 
once  in  his  life,  to  make  a  meal  in  peace  and  quietness.* " 

400.  MucKLB-MOUTH  Mbo.  Describes  an  actual  incident  of  bor- 
der warfare,  when  William  Scott,  of  the  Harden  family,  fell  into 
hands  of  Sir  Gideon  Murray  of  Elibank,  who  dealt  with  lum  as  the 
poem  describes.  The  marriage  proved  a  happy  one.  Sir  Walter 
Scott  was  a  descendant,  and  at  Abbotsf ord  hung  a  sketch,  by  Shaipe, 
describing  humorously  the  incident.    MuMt  and  nddde  mean  much. 


01.  Arcades  Ambo.  This  phrase  means  Arcadians  both,  from 
Virgil's  seventh  pastoral;  and  is  used  ironically  to  describe  viviseo- 
tion,  which  Browning  strongly  opposed. 

403.  PoNTB  Del^  Anqelo,  V  BincE.     (W)  ad  rvm,  to  the  point 

404: 14,  CapudnSf  friars  of  reformed  oroer  of  St.  Francis,  named 
from  eapuce  or  hood  they  wore. 

407: 31,  Boverio,  vrrote  AtmaU  of  his  order  and  other  workB,  1668- 
1638. 

408.  Bbatriob  SiaNORDO.  (2)  VUerbo,  northwest  of  Borne,  in 
CampaCTa.  (4^  CortonOf  real  name  Pietro  Berretini,  1696-1669, 
called  Pietro  aa  Cortona,  painter  and  architect.  (12)  Fhnceteo 
RomanelU,  1617-1662,  painter  of  Cortona  school,  and  afterward  a 
follower  of  Bernini,  patronized  by  Cardinal  Barberini  and  Louis 
XIV.  He  married  Beatrice  Signorini,  a  noble  lady;  but  soon  after 
he  was  called  to  Paris  by  Louis  XTV.  He  was  not  a  great  painter, 
and  was  much  opposed  to  the  use  of  the  nnde,  an  attitude  Browning 
combats.  (13)  a  wonder  of  a  womanf  Artemisia  Genteleechi,  IS&O- 
1642,  who  became  very  skilful  in  painting  fruits.  She  was  not  only 
beautiful,  but  she  was  a  gifted  painter,  and  her  paintings  were 
highly  esteemed.  Of  her  Judith  and  HoUifemes  Lanzi  said,  it  is  **  of 
a  tone  and  perspicuity  that  inspires  awe." 
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410: 23,  aeromionf  oater  eztzemity  of  thonlder-blade.  (31)  Ser 
SmUi,  Santi  di  Titi  or  Tito,  1538-1603^  Tuscan  painter,  nicknamed 
Tttian,  being  a  genius  in  drawing  and  perspectiye  as  Titian  was  in 
color. 

4tll:^f  you  paint  the  human  figure;  preference  is  given  to  Arte* 
misia  by  the  poet,  because  she  paints  tne  node,  to  which  Romanelli 
is  opposed.  (28)  fijowen;  Baloinaoci  says,  <<  Besides  portrait  paint- 
ing, Artemisia  had  great  talent  for  reproducing  every  kind  of  fruit, 
imitating  nature  in  a  marvellous  fashion."  for  some  reason  the 
poet  snrotitntes  flowers  for  fruits. 

413: 30,  Calypso,  reference  to  Odyssey ^  zziiL  405,  where  Ulysses 
tells  Penelope  of  his  detention  bv  Cfdypso. 

415: 4,  spilla,  large  pin  for  hair. 

416:  8,  pretty  incident,  described  by  Baldinucei,  who  says  that 
BomaneUi  "  became  deeply  attached  to  the  painter  Artemisia,  and 
often  visited  her  in  order  to  watch  her  working  at  her  art,  and  to 
converse  with  her  about  art  and  the  topics  of  the  day.  Romanelli 
wished  to  paint  her  portrait  As  she  was  at  the  height  of  her  art  in 
fmit-paintmg  at  that  time,  he  desired  her  to  paint  a  picture  filled 
with  fruit,  and  to  leave  in  the  centre  space  enough  for  the  portrait. 
Artemisia  complied  with  this  request,  and  made  a  charming  picture 
embellished  by  fruits.  Romanelli  placed  in  the  centre  a  most  life- 
like and  lovelv  portrait  of  Artemisia.  This  picture  he  kept  himself, 
and  he  placed  more  value  on  it  than  on  all  the  presents  he  had 
received  from  prelates  and  princes  while  in  Rome.  It  was  accord- 
iiu^ly  hung  in  his  own  house  amone  his  other  pictures.  One  day  he 
called  his  wife's  attention  to  it,  pomted  out  the  portrait  of  Artemisia, 
and  remarked  upon  the  beauty  and  the  ingenuity  displayed  in  the 
conception  of  the  picture.  He  purposely  praised  all  the  virtues  of 
Artemisia,  her  charming  manner,  her  vivacity  of  speech,  and  her 
lively  repartee.  This  he  did  in  order  to  excite  the  jealousy  of  his 
wife,  who  was  also  a  very  beautiful  woman.  The  latter  took  occa- 
sion, when  her  husband  was  out  of  the  house,  to  pierce  and  entirely 
destroy  the  face  of  Artemisia  with  a  large  pin  (spillo),  so  that  it 
could  not  be  recognized.  Romanelli,  insteaa  of  showing  anger  at 
this  proceeding,  was  more  in  love  with  his  wife  than  ever,  and  from 
that  time  ceased  to  praise  or  make  mention  of  the  picture,  which  still 
is  in  possession  of  some  of  Romanelli's  heirs.'' 

41o.  Flxttb-Mubic,  with  ah  Aooompanimbnt.  (8)  secretes,  used 
M  verb. 

417:31,  QutdpeHsf  What  do  yon  seek? 

418: 8,  legato,  sustained  tone.  (10)  staccato,  detached  tone.  (30) 
Chunod,  Charles  Gounod,  1818-1896,  musical  composer. 

419: 16^  ealdamente,  with  warmth.  (19^  syncopation,  notes  struck 
against  the  beat,  regularly  breaking  the  rhythm. 

420.  "Imperante  AuausTO  Natub  Est — ."  These  words  mean. 
He  was  bom  in  the  reign  of  Augustus,  or  Augustus  reigning,  and 
refer  to  Christ. 

421:4,  Lucius  Varius  Rvfus,  an  epic  poet,  64  b.  0.-9  a.  d.,  whose 
work  is  lost  except  two  lines  of  Panegyric  on  Augustus,  quoted  by 
Horace  in  his  first  Epistle.  (6)  the  Emperor,  Caius  Octavius,  nephew 
oi  Julius  Cesar,  whom  he  succeeded.    He  was  carefully  taught  by 
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Ids  moUier  Atim,  lad  wai  itiidyuw  in  Giwee  wfaoi  Oe  dealh  of 
Cssar  faroo^  bim  to  Roma,  and  he  bocaiMe  triosiTir  with  Axitonf 
tnd  Lepidiii.  Affeer  the  battla  of  Aotinm  he  beeame  Empeior.  Bb 
was  a  great  roler,  saTe  oeaoe  to  Rome,  built  great  pablic  woiiti,  and 
was  a  man  of  intdfoetiuu  taatea.  (7)  Uttie  FGccum^  lloiatins  Flaoeoa, 
or  Horaoe,  65  B.  C.-8  A.  D.,  oae  of  the  ehief  Latin  poets.  (8)  Epatt 
heroic  poem.  (11)  EtfUKon  kmgi^  thoae  of  Etrona,  a  race  in  oen» 
tral  Italy  preoedin^  the  Latm».  (12)  ifiBoeiMM,  very  zieh  man  of 
Rome,  who  patromied  Horaoe  and  other  literary  men,  and  waa 
inflnential  in  politioal  life.  (13)  quadrfVM^  Roman  ooin  of  Talaa  el 
half  cent 

422:21,  earth^phMmg  Mmmt,  that  of  Moont  Atlas  in  KofOi 
Africa,  where  fable  said  Adas  held  earth  on  his  shonlders. 

423: 11,  SubwTOf  street  of  iU-fame  m  Rome.  (16)  QucBftor,  nb- 
ordinate  political  office;  JEdiUf  magistrate;  Cemotf  snperrisor  of 
morals;  Polf  oath.  (20)  quarter-atf  qoarter  of  an  «,  wluch  was  wortk 
less  than  a  cent. 

424: 16^  andeni  dixnud  fii2et,  those  of  the  eaiiy  Greek  mythology. 
(19^  Sibyl ;  in  his  Lexicon  Soidas  describes  a  yisit  which  Angostoa 
maae  to  the  orade  of  Apollo  at  Delphos.  ^  An^pistns,  having  saeri- 
floed,  asked  Pfthia  who  shonld  reign  after  hma,  and  the  oraola 
answered:  — 


•  A  Hrimw  dBTS,  hd4iiis  oouknl  OTW  the  UMMd  gods, 
Olden  me  to  leeTO  tihU  hooae.  end  retom  to  ttie  under 
]>epert  in  lOenoe,  tlMniove,  £rom  oar  aten."* 


Varions  other  Sibyls  were  sttribated  with  this  prediction  of  the  < 
ing  of  one  who  would  role  the  world.  Virgil  refers  to  this  tradition 
in  his  f onrth  pastoral.  Nioephoms  reli^  that,  when  Angostna 
retomed  to  Rome  after  reeeiTing  this  prophecy,  he  erected  an  altar 
in  the  Capitol  witii  the  inscription,  **  An  Pnmoffeniti  Dei."  (25) 
ttri^t  flesh-bmshes;  oOrdrij^peny  for  anointing  witti  oiL 

^24.  Develofmemt.  This  poem  is  antobiographical,  ^ving  aa 
account  of  the  manner  in  which  Browning  was  taught  by  his  f  athsr. 
Mr.  Sharp  says:  "  He  was  a  schdar  in  a  reputable  fashion,  not  indi^ 
f erent  to  what  he  had  learnt  in  his  youth,  nor  heedless  of  the  h^ 
opinion  generally  entertained  for  the  greatest  writers  of  antiqukr, 
bat  with  a  particular  care  himself  for  Horace  and  Anacreon.'*  To 
Mrs.  Corson,  a  week  or  two  before  his  death.  Browning  said:  "It 
would  have  been  quite  unpardonable  in  mj  case  not  to  have  done  my 
best.  My  dear  father  put  me  in  a  condition  most  faroraUe  for  the 
best  work  I  was  capable  of.  He  secured  for  me  all  the  lore  and 
comfort  that  a  literary  man  needs  to  do  good  work.  It  would  have 
been  shameful  if  I  had  not  done  my  best  to  realiae  his  expectations 
of  me."  Mrs.  Orr  says  of  Browning's  school  days:  *^  It  was  one  of 
his  amusements  at  school  to  organise  Homeric  combats  among  the 
boys,  in  which  the  fighting  was  carried  on  in  the  manner  of  the 
Greeks  and  Trojans,  and  he  and  his  friend  Kenyon  would  arm  them- 
selves with  swords  and  shields,  and  hack  at  eadi  other  lustily,  ezeit- 
ing  themsplres  to  battle  by  insnUing  speeches  derived  mm  the 
Homeric  text." 

425:26^  Pope^  Browning  seems  to  have  read  Pope's  lUad  when  a 
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boy.  (27)  /Vimer,  fiiat  book  in  Gieok.  (30)  Buttmon;  (Tradb  Gftrnip 
Mor  of  nilip  Karl  Buttnuuiy  1764-182^  »  distingaifthed  German 
pbil<dogi8t.  (33)  iUitfi  or  H^jne,  who  edited  the  ttindaid  Gfeek 
text  of  Homer. 

426: 3,  Hymtu;  the  Bo-eelled  Homerie  Hpmn$f  of  later  date  than 
Homer,  though  giving  mythf  of  much  earlier  date,  eapeciaUv  thoee 
of  Apollo^  Demeter,  and  Hermee.  (4)  BatUe  of  the  Fng$  and  Mice, 
»  oomic  poem  attribated  to  Homer,  satire  on  epie  poems.  (5)  Mar* 
gkeif  eomio  poem  of  earW  Greek  period.  (^  PnfUgomenOf  the 
Prolegomena  m  Homenm  off  fUedrieh  Angust  Wolf,  176&-1824»  in 
whioh  he  attempted  to  proye  the  oompoaite  ohazaoter  of  the  Homerie 
poems,  that  they  originally  eonsisted  of  ballads,  afterwaids  wronght 
together  to  make  the  epios  as  we  have  theuL 

427: 1,  loatht  like  Peleue'  eon,  a  lie^  Iliad^  I9  where  Peleos'  son  re- 
sented failnre  of  Achilles  to  fnlfil  an  agreement  (2^  love  my  wed' 
ded  wife^  Uhe  HeOar^  Iliad,  vi,  farewell  of  Heetor  to  his  wife.  (7) 
Etkia,  that  of  Aristotle.  (14)  Stagiritef  Aristotle,  so  oalled  from 
StagSros,  the  place  of  his  birth. 

^7.  Rkphan.  This  poem  was  soj;gested  br  a  prose  stoiy  called 
How  it  Sirikei  a  Stranger,  contained  m  Jane  Taylor's  The  ContrUn^ 
tume  dfQ,  Q.  It  describes  the  coming  of  an  inhabitant  of  another 
planet  to  this  earth  and  lus  impressions  of  its  people  and  instxtntions, 
especially  his  feelings  upon  first  becoming  acquainted  with  the  &ot 
of  death.  Jane  Taylor,  of  Onger  (not  X^orwioh),  was  a  prolific 
writer  for  children  and  on  religious  themes,  who  died  in  1824,  at  the 
age  of  forty. 

437.  SOKNBT.  This  earlypoem  was  contriboted  to  The  Monthly 
Repoaitory,  edited  by  W.  J.  Fox*  Fonr  other  poems,  contribated  to 
the  same  periodical,  Browning  indaded  in  his  works,  bnt  this  poem 
heomittecL 

437.  Bbk  Kasshook'b  WiBDOif.  This  poem  was  written  at  Borne, 
in  April,  1864,  and  it  was  printed  in  an  annoal  called  The  Keq^eake, 
edited  by  Miss  Power,  1866.  It  would  appear  that  Browninff  in- 
tended to  inelade  it  in  Men  and  Women;  lor  in  One  Word  More, 
Hnea  136^136,  he  said  :^ 

**  I  am  mJiM  and  yoon — the  rat  be  an  man*!, 
Kanhook,  Olaon,  VoriMit,  and  tlM  trtjr.'* 

In  the  TanekniUz  edition  of  1872  this  defect  was  remedied  by  chaiw 
ging  ''Karshook"  in  this  place  to  "Karshish,"  the  latter  b«ng  the 
name  of  the  narrator  of  one  of  the  longer  poems  in  the  yolome.  In 
Hebrew  **  Karshook  "  means  thistle. 

438.  Hslbn'b  Towxr.  At  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Duff erin  and 
Clandeboye,  Browning  wrote  this  poem.  When  the  Earl  reached 
the  age  of  twenty-one  be  erected  on  a  rock  situated  on  his  estate  at 
Clandeboye,  Ireland,  a  tower  in  memory  of  his  mother,  Helen, 


Countess  of  GiiEard.  Tennyson  yrrote  a  poem  lor  the  same  occasion. 
438.  O  Lovx  I  Lots  1  This  is  a  translation  of  a  lyric  in  the  Hip" 
polytue  of  Euripides,  and  it  was  made  by  Browning,  at  the  request 
of  Frof.  J.  P.  Mahaffy,  for  his  little  book  on  JSur^Ndet,  published  in 
the  series  of  Clasneal  Writere,  edited  by  John  Richard  Green,  1879. 
Prof.  Mahaffy  pre&eed  it  with  these  words:  ^  Mr.  Browning  has 
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honored  me  (Dee.  18, 1878)  with  the  followiiig  tmiBlatiaii  of  these 
stanzas,  so  that  the  ffeneral  reader  may  not  miss  the  meaung  or  the 
spirit  of  the  ode.  llie  English  metre,  though  not  a  strict  reprodw>- 
tion,  giyes  an  excellent  idea  of  the  originaL'*^ 

439.  The  Bund  Man  to  thb  Maidbn.  In  Mrs.  Clara  Bell's 
translation  of  Wilhelmine  ron  Hillem's  The  Hour  WiU  Come^  this 
little  poem  was  rendered  into  Enelish  Terse  by  Browning.  A  note 
said  it  was  contributed  bj  a  friend;  and,  in  answer  to  an  inquiry, 
Browning  wrote:  **  I  did  indeed  translate  that  little  song  for  Mrs. 
Bell,  never  dreaming  anybody  would  suppose  there  was  *  another 
hand '  in  her  book.  See  now  I  I  should  haye  thought  it  Ter^  mean 
had  I  told  anybody  *  That 's  mine,'  and  she  herself  unnecessarily  tells 
it, — from  sheer  honesty,  I  have  no  doubt,  on  somebody  obaerang, 
« What,  you  rersify  ?  "^ 

440.  Album  Links.  To  the  album  of  Miss  Edith  Longfellow, 
afterward  Mrs.  R.  H.  Dana,  Browning  contributed  these  Unes  in 
explanation  of  the  Epilogue  to  his  Dramatie  Lyrie$.  They  were  first 
prmted  in  The  Century  of  November,  1882,  in  aid  of  a  charity,  with 
the  consent  of  the  author. 

440.  Impbomptit.  One  day  the  painter  Felix  Moscheles  said  to 
Browning,  in  speaking  of  the  susoeptibilities  of  musical  artists,  that 
Horace  m^d  finely  described  them  in  the  lines:  — 

^  Omnflnu  hoc  Tttliim  Mk  outorlboi,  Sntn  ■miocw 
Ut  mmqtuun  indnosnt  >nim«tn  oftntera  rogati ; 
Infant!  I  mi»^M»n*  dtodfltent.** 

He  said  that  he  meant  to  haye  the  lines  put  on  lus  piano,  and  asked 
Browning  if  he  knew  a  good  translation,  whereupon  the  poet  gaye 
him  this  yersion  impromptu. 

440.  GoLDONi.  Goldoni  was  the  father  of  modem  Italian  comedy, 
1707-1793.  He  was  a  Venetian  by  birth,  and  wrote  largely  in  the 
dialect  of  that  city.  A  monument  to  his  memory  was  erected  in 
Venice  during  the  year  1883.  The  committee  in  charge  asked 
Browning  to  write  for  its  Album  a  stansa,  which  so  pleased  its 
members  that  they  gaye  it  the  first  place. 

441.  Rawdon  Brown.  Mr.  Rawdon  Brown  was  an  Englishman 
who  went  to  Venice  on  some  temporary  errand,  and  liyed  there  for 
forty  years,  dying  in  that  city  in  the  summer  of  1883.  He  had  an 
enthusiastic  loye  for  Venice,  and  is  mentioned  in  books  of  trayel  as 
one  who  knew  the  city  thoroughly.  His  loye  was  described  in  a 
sonnet  written  by  Browning  at  the  request  of  Mrs.  Brownson,  who 
published  it  in  The  Century  for  February,  1884,  with  Browning's 
permission.  The  Venetian  saying  means  that  *<eyerybody  foUows 
his  taste  and  I  follow  mine."  Toui  was  the  gondolier  and  attendant 
of  Brown.  The  inscription  on  Brown's  tomo  is  giyen  in  the  third 
and  fourth  lines. 

441.  The  Names.  At  Dr.  F.  J.  Fumiyall's  suggestion.  Browning 
was  asked  to  contribute  a  sonnet  to  the  Shakeej^rean  Shino^Book  (9 
the  *<  Shakesperean  Show,'*  held  in  Albert  Hall,  London,  on  May  29- 
81, 1884,  to  pay  off  the  debt  on  the  Hospital  for  Women,  in  Fnlham 
Boad.    It  had  the  first  place  in  the  book. 

441.  Thx  Founbbb  or  thx  Fbast.    A  series  of  popular  oonoerts 
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WON  held  in  London,  at  St  James'  Hall,  on  SatnrdayB  and  Mondaya. 
They  were  managed  by  Mr.  Arthur  Chappell;  and  when  the  patrons 
presented  him  with  an  albom,  Browning  ?rrote  in  it  a  poem  addressed 
«  To  Arthur  Chappell." 

442.  Why  I  am  a  I^thkhal.  When  Andrew  Beid  edited  for 
Cassell  &  Co.,  London,  in  1885,  a  yolume  in  which  a  number  of 
leaders  of  £nglish  men  of  thought  answered  this  question,  Browning 
furnished  this  poetie  oontribution,  at  the  request  of  the  editor. 

442.  Levi  Lingoln  Thaxtsr.  Mrs.  Celia  Thaxter  wrote  of  her 
husband's  admiration  for  Brownine's  poetir:  "Mr.  ThuEter's  great 
admiration  of  Browning's  genius  aeveloped  in  early  youth,  and  he 
was  already  a  devoted  stu£nt  of  his  poetry  long  before  Browning's 
name  had  become  familiar  in  this  eountry.  His  enthusiasm  was 
something  beautiful,  and  it  grew  and  strengthened  with  every  year 
of  his  life.  To  his  clear  mind  the  poet's  meaning  was  always  per- 
fectlv  intelligible,  and  he  had  the  power  of  maunff  others  under- 
stand without  an  effort  tlw  subtleties  of  the  masters  most  mystic 
utterances."  Mrs.  Thazter  wrote  to  Browning  of  her  husband's 
admiration  of  his  work:  '*  He  has  for  you  and  all  your  work  an 
enthusiastic  appreciation,  such  as  is  seldom  found  on  tins  planet;  it  is 
not  possible  tht^  the  admiration  of  one  mortal  for  another  can  exceed 
his  feeling  for  yon.  .  .  .  You  should  see  his  fine  wrath  and  scorn  for 
the  idiocy  that  doesn't  at  once  comprehend  you  ! "  Thazter  gave 
readings  from  Browning  in  Boston,  which  were  regarded  as  quite 
remarkable  in  the  way  of  subtle  interpretation.  A  boulder  on  the 
Maine  seaooast  marks  his  grave,  and  for  this  monument  Browning 
wrote  this  epitaph  at  the  request  of  Thazter's  son. 

443.  Jubilee  Memorial  Line8.  The  parishioners  of  St.  Mar»- 
ret's  Church,  on  the  occasion  of  the  Jubilee  anniversary,  put  into  we 
church  a  window  representing  Queen  Victoria  at  full  length,  beais 
ing  an  orb  and  sceptre,  in  the  central  panel,  with  smiJler  ones 
devoted  to  her  coronation  and  the  arms  of  the  Colonies  of  England. 
These  lines  also  found  a  place  on  the  window,  being  written  at  the 
request  of  the  parishionem. 
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Aboat  tliftt  Btrangett,  saddest,  sweetest  song,  iv.  263. 

A  oertain  neighbor,  lying  siek  to  deaih,  vi.  246. 

Ah,  but— because  yon  were  stroek  blind,  ooold  bless,  tI.  348. 

Ah,  but  how  each  loTed  each,  MaxqvaBjTU  202. 

Ah,  did  yon  onoe  see  Shelley  plain,  li.  89. 

Ah,  Qeorge  Bnbb  Doddington,  Lord  Melflombe,— no,  tL  819. 

Ah,  Love,  but  a  day.  It.  loS. 

Ah,  the  bixd-like  fluting,  ▼!.  416. 

A  king  liyed  long  ago,  i.  366. 

AllFbelieTed is tena,  iL  243. 

All  I  can  say  is— I  saw  it  I  t.  345. 

All  Jnne  I  bound  the  rose  in  sheaTSS,  iL  75. 

All  service  ranks  the  same  with  (akid,  i.  331. 

All  singen,  tmst  ms,  h*Te  this  oommoa  Tioe,  vL  440. 

All 's  orer  then:  does  troth  sound  bitter,  ii.  20. 

All  that  I  know,  ii.  68. 

All  the  breath  and  the  bloom  of  the  year  in  the  bag  of  oii6bea,TL88B 

Among  these  latter  busts  we  count  b]r  scores,  ii.  320. 

And  so,  here  happihr  we  meet,  fair  irieod,  t.  1. 

And  BO  yon  foona  thai  poor  room  dull,  t.  861. 

And  the  font  took  them:  let  our  laurels  lie  1  L  288. 

And  what  might  that  bold  man's  annoanoement  be,  tL  248. 

Anyhow,  onoe  full  Derrishj  youngsters  earns,  ti.  242. 

ARabbitoldme:  On  tiie  day  allowed,  tL  181. 

A  simple  ring  with  a  single  stone,  vi.  389. 

As  I  nde,  as  I  ride,  ii.  6. 

Ask  not  one  least  word  of  praise,  tI.  271. 

'' As  like  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand  I  *Mt.  161. 

At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  the  slaep-time,  tL  486. 

'*  Ay,  but,  Ferishtah  '*  —  a  disdple  smirked,  tL  265. 

Ay,  this  same  midnight,  by  this  chair  of  mine,  ▼!.  2ML 

Beautiful  Eyelyn  Hope  is  dead!  ii.  23. 

Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away  I  ii.  2. 

But  do  not  let  us  qoarrel  any  move,  it.  88. 

But  give  them  me,  the  mouth,  the  eyes,  the  brow  I  ir.  217. 

Christ  God,  who  saTsst  man^  save  most,  ii.  234. 

Cleon  the  poet,  from  the  sprinkled  isles,  ir.  115. 

Gcmie  dose  to  me,  dear  friends ;  still  doaer ;  thus  I  i.  27. 

Could  I  but  live  again,  v.  342. 

Cresoenzio,  the  Pope's  Legate  at  tiie  High  Coundl,  Trent,  vi.  307. 


Dared  and  ^one:  at  last  I  stand  upon  the  summit,  Dear  and  Tnw,  tL  54. 

Day  1    Faster  and  more  fast.  i.  327. 

Dear  and  great  Angel,  would'st  thou  only  leave,  iL  88. 

Dear,  had  the  worM  in  its  caprice,  ii.  79. 


Dervish — though  yet  un-derrishsd,  call  him  so,  vi.  240. 
i,  the  divinest  women  that  hava  walked,  vi.  308. 
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"  Enter  my  pslaoe,"  if  »  prinoe  ilioiild  Mj,  tL  4il. 

Escape  me  ?  ii.  80. 

Eyee,  oalm  bende  tliee,  (Lady  aofoldft  tfaoa  know  I) ,  tL  487. 

*'FameI'*    Yee,  I  said  it  and  yon  rand  it.    Fizst,  tL  77. 
Fear  death  ?  —  to  f  eel  the  f oflr  m  my  throat,  U.  21S. 
Fee,  £aw,  fom  I  bnbble  and  saneak  I  ii.  316. 
Fifty  yean'  fliffht  I  wherein  ihonld  he  rajoioe,  li.  443. 


Fire  is  in  the  nmt:  tme,  onoe  a  spark  eaoapes.  li.  202. 
First  I  salute  this  soil  of  the  blessed.  iiTer  ana  root 
Flame  at  thy  footfall,  Parnassus  I    Apollo,  vi.  285. 


Flower  —  I  neyer  fancied,  jewel  —  I  raof ess  yon !  ▼.  346. 

Fort&,  Fortti,  my  beloved  one,  ii.  267. 

Frowned  the  Laud  on  the  Lord:  "  So,  red-handed  I  oatoh  thee ?  ^  400. 

Giye  her  bnt  a  least  ezense  to  lore  me,  i.  348. 

Going  his  rounds  one  day  in  Ispahan,  yi.  241. 

Goldoni — good,  ga;|r,  sunniest  of  souls,  tL  440. 

Qood,  to  forgiye,  vi.  63. 

Grand  rough  old  Martin  Lnther,  U.  276. 

Grow  old  along  with  me  I  It.  186. 

Gr-r-r — there  go,  my  heart's  abhonenoe  1  ii.  12. 

Had  I  but  plenty  of  money,  moiMy  enoogh  and  to  spare,  iL  82. 

Hamelin  Town 's  in  Brunswick,  ii.  281. 

Heap  cassia,  sandal-buds  and  stripes,  i.  90. 

**  Hei^ho,''  yawned  one  day  King  Francis,  ii.  247. 

Here  is  a  story,  shall  stir  you  I    btand  np,  Greeks  dead  and  gone,  tI.  163b 

Here  is  a  thing  that  happened.     Like  wild  beasts  whelped,  for  den,  vL  12flL 

Here 's  my  case.    Of  old  I  used  to  We  him,  y.  344. 

Here 's  the  guden  she  walked  across,  ii.  8. 

Hera  was  I  with  my  arm  and  heart,  It.  178. 

He  was  the  man —Pope  Sixtus,  that  fUth,  that  swineherd's  son,  yi.  309L 

High  in  the  dome,  suspended,  of  Hell,  sad  triumph,  behold  ua,  yL  207. 

Hist,  bnt  a  word,  fair  and  soft  1  ii.  92. 

How  I  lived,  era  my  human  life  befr>n,  yi.  427. 

How  of  his  tate,  the  Pilgrims'  soldier^rnide,  vi.  267. 

How  stranffe  I  — but,  first  of  all,  the  little  fact,  vi.  364. 

How  very  nard  it  is  to  be,  iv.  31. 

How  well  I  know  what  I  mean  to  do,  ii.  69. 

I  am  a  goddess  of  the  ambrosial  oonrts,  iv.  61. 

I  am  a  painter  who  cannot  punt,  i.  347. 

I  am  indeed  the  personage  you  know,  v.  368. 

I  am  poor  brother  Lipno,  by  your  leave  I  iv.  74. 

I  and  Olive  wera  fiienas— and  why  not?  vi.  164. 

I  could  have  painted  pictures  like  that  youth's,  iv.  72. 

I  dream  of  a  red-rose  tree,  ii.  84. 

If  a  stranger  passed  the  tent  of  H^sevn,  he  oried  *'  A  churl's  I  '*  vL  163^ 

If  one  could  have  that  little  head  of  hers,  iv.  219. 

If  yon  and  I  could  change  to  beasts,  what  beast  should  eithar  be?  vL  3001 

I  hear  a  voice,  perchance  I  heard,  i.  02.  ^ 

I  know  a  Mount,  the  gracious  Sun  peroeives,  iy.  123. 

I  know  thera  shall  dawn  a  day,  vi.  430. 

I  leaned  on  the  turf,  iv.  167. 

I-"NextPoet?"    No,  mv  hearties,  y.  882. 

I  only  knew  one  poet  in  my  life^  iv.  68. 

I  said — Then,  dearest,  sinoe  't  is  ao^  ii.  278. 

Is  all  our  fira  of  shipwrecked  wood.  iv.  164. 

I  send  my  heart  np  to  thee,  all  my  heart,  ii.  268, 

Is  it  the  same  Sordello  in  the  dusk,  i.  284. 

I  sprang  to  the  stirrup,  and  Joris,  and  he,  ii.  4. 

It  hi^n^ened  thus :  my  skb,  though  new.vi.  884. 
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It  ii  a  iM-dieb  FHoeti,  UMir  Pop*.  iL  15. 

It  ODoe  mig^  haTe  been,  qdm  only,  it.  217. 

It  leems  m  if  ...  or  did  the  aotiuJ  ehanoa,  iL  dXL 

It  mm  rases,  rases,  all  the  way,  iL  232. 

I  *ire  a  Friend,  orer  the  sea,  11. 251. 

I  will  be  luwpy  if  but  for  onoe,  tL  387. 

I  will  be  (imet  and  talk  with  jcn,  It.  156. 

I  wish  thai  whenToa  died  last  Mlny,  It.  215. 

I  wonder  do  yoa  feel  to-daj,  iL  71. 

June  was  not  orer,  ii  76. 

Just  for  a  handful  of  sUyer  he  left  OS,  iL  8. 

Kafihish.  the  pioker^qp  of  leaning's  enunbs,  ir.  6A. 

Kentish  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  Kii«,  ti.  1. 

Kfa^  Charles,  and  who  'U  do  him  nght  now?  iL  2. 

* '  Knowledge  depoeed,  then  1 "  —  graaned  whom  thai  mort  griarad,  tL  207. 

Lest  night  I  saw  yon  in  my  sleep,  yi.  990. 

Let 's  oontend  no  more,  LoTe,  u.  22. 

Let  them  fight  it  ont,  oiend  I  things  haye  gone  too  fsr,  iL  86. 

Let  the  watohinsr  lids  wink  I  L  382. 

Let  ns  begin  and  carry  npthis  corpse,  iL  810. 

Look,  I  strew  beans,  tL  27L 

Man  I  am  and  man  would  be.  Lore— merest  man  and  nothing  mon,  ▼L248L 
ICay  I  print.  Shellej,  how  it  came  to  pass,  t.  368. 
Meantime  Ferrara  lay  in  mefnl  ease,  L  261. 
Morning,  erening,  noon  and  night,  ii.  238. 
Moaesthe  Meek  was  thirty  cntets  high,  yL  284. 

K*'    Father  was  a  sohokr  and  knew  Greek,  Ti.  424. 
first  thoofl^t  was,  he  lied  in  cTery  word,  iL  330. 
My  grandfather  says  ne  remembers  he  saw,  when  a  yimngrter  kmg  ago»  tL 

1^  heairt  sank  with  oar  daret-flask,  iL  7. 
1&  loTC,  this  k  the  bitterest,  thai  thoo,  iL  67. 

Nay  bnt  yon,  who  do  not  lore  her,  ii.  21. 

Nay,  that,  Fnrini,  asTer  I  at  least,  tL  328. 

NcTCr  any  more,  ii.  82. 

NcTcr  the  time  and  the  place,  tI.  235. 

Nobly,  nobly  Gape  Saint  Vincent  to  the  Nortk-Weet  died  sway,  iL  46. 

**  No.  DOT, 'we  most  not  '* — so  began,  t.  375. 

No,  for  1 11  saTe  it  t    SeTcn  yean  since.  It.  267. 

No  more  wine  ?  then  we  *11  posh  back  ehairs,  and  talk.  It.  OL 

No  protesting,  dearest,  t.  851. 

Not  with  my  Sool,  Lotc  t — bid  no  sonl  like  mine,  Ti.  267. 

Now,  don't,  sir  I    Don't  expose  me  I    Jnst  this  once  t  It.  222. 

Now  thai  I,  tying  thy  glaai  mask  tightly,  iL  14. 

ObeIl'andare,L183. 

Of  the  million  or  two,  more  or  less,  iL  241. 

Oh,  bnt  is  it  not  hard.  Dear?  Ti.  206. 

OhGalin>]n,Baldassare,  thisisTerysadtofindl  ii.  84. 

Oh,  good  gigantic  smile  o'  the  brown  old  earth.  It.  161. 

Oh,  Lotc— no,  Lotc  1   All  the  noise  below.  Lore,  tL  282. 

Ok,  the  beantifn]  girl,  too  white.  It.  165. 

Oh,  to  be  in  England,  ii.  46. 

Oh.  what  a  dawn  of  day  I  ii.  27. 

O  Lotc  t  Lotc.  thon  that  from  the  e/es  diffosest,  Ti.  488. 

Once  I  saw  a  chemist  take  a  pinch  of  powder,  tL  262. 

One  day,  it  thnndered  and  lightened,  Ti.  207. 

Only  the  prism's  obstrootion  shows  arifl^t,  ir.  216. 
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On  tlM  fint  of  tlM  F«Mt  of  F«Mta,  ir.  260. 

On  tbe  M*  mud  at  tbe  BngoB,  nxteen  hudied  idnetg^two,  ▼•  35ii 

O  the  old  wan  hare  t    HowIoonldpaM,  t.  817. 

Othen  may  nead  new  life  in  HaaTen.  tL  980. 

Otripandekb,EiTizel    Link  ann  m  ann  witih  ma  I  ir.  884. 

Oat  of  the  UtUa  ohaoal  I  bnnt.  It.  1. 

Oat  of  yoor  whole  life  give  bat  a  moment  I  tLSSS. 

Orerhead  the  tree^topa  meet,  L  86i. 

Orer  the  baU  of  it,  t.  341. 

Orer  the  aea  oar  gaUeya  went,  L  96. 

O  worthy  of  baliel  I  hdd  U  waa.  Ti.  188. 

FMtwe8^de,andpaat,andpaatl  ii.264. 

Pauline,  mine  own,  bend  o'er  me—th^  aoft  breaat,  L 1. 

Peinu  iLpofi€fww— there  waa  a  magioian,  ▼!.  107. 


Plagae  take  all  yoor  pedants,  aay  11  iL  10. 
Pkmy,  Reader,  haTe  yoa  eaten  ortobuH,  ▼!.  298. 
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